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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

CA I U  S  Marcius  Coriolanus,  a  noble  Roman,  hated 
by  the  common  People. 
Titus  Lartius,  ?    Generals   againft  the  Volfcians,   and 
Cominius,  3       Friends  to  Coriolanus. 

Menenius  Agfippa,  Friend  to  Coriolanus. 
Sicinius  Velutus,   p  Tribunes  of  the  People^  and  enemies 
Junius  Brutus,        £       to  Coriolanus. 
Tullus  Aufidius,  General  of  the  Volfcians. 
Lieutenant  to  Aufidius. 
Young  Marcius,  Son  to  Coriolanus. 
Confpirators  with  Aufidius. 

Volumnia,  Mother  to  Coriolanus. 
Virgilia,  Wife  to  Coriolanus. 
Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgilia. 


Roman  and  Volfcian  Senators,  JEdiles^  LiBors, 

Soldiers,  Common  Teople,  Servants  to  Aufi* 

dius,  and  other  Attendants. 


The  SCENE  is  partly  in  Rome  j  and  part* 

ly  in  the  Territories  of  the  Volfcians, 

and  Annates. 


CORIO- 


C  O  RIO  LA  N  U S. 


ACT! 

SCENE,  A  Street  tn  Rome. 

Enter  a  company  of  mutinous  Citizens  with  ftavesP  cluhsy 

and  other  weapons, 

i     CITIZEN. 

f^pgp|EFORE  we  proceed   any  further,   hear 

WMn^Si   mefpeak. 

l^^ra       All.  Speak,  (peak. 

S^O^ft       l  Git-  You  are  all  refolv'd  rather  to  die, 

Wmw^®  than  to  famifli  ? 

AIL  Refolv'd,  refolv'd. 

i  Cit.  Firft,  you  know,  Caius  Marcius  is  the  chief 
enemy  to  the  people. 

AIL  We  know't,  we  know't. 

i  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  Corn  at  our 
own  price.     Is't  a  Verdicl:  ? 

AIL  No  more  talking  on't,   let't  be  done  ;   away, 
away. 

z  Cit.  One  word,  good  Citizens. 
b  i  Cit.  We  are  accounted  poor  Citizens ;  the  Patri- 
cians, good :  what  Authority  furfeits  on,  would  relieve 
us :  if  they  would  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity,  while  it 

B  z  weare 
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were  wholefomc,  we  might  guefs,  they  relieved  us 
humanely:  but  they  think,  we  are  too  dear*  the  lean- 
nefs  that  affli&s  us,  the  objefl;  of  our  mifery,  is  as  an 
inventory  to  particularize  their  abundance  >  our  fuffe- 
rance  is  a  gain  to  them.  Let  us  revenge  this  with  our 
Pikes,  ere  we  become  Rakes :  for  the  Gods  know,  I 
fpeak  this  in  hunger  for  bread,  not  in  thirft  for  re- 
venge. 

z  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  efpecially  againft  Caius 
Mar  cms  ? 

All.  Againft  him  firft :  he's  a  very  dog  to  the  Com- 
monalty. 

z  Cit.  Confider  you,  what  fervices  he  has  done  for 
his  Country? 

i  Cit.  Very  weH>  and  could  be  content  to  give  him 
good  report  for't  j  but  that  he  pays  himfclf  with  being 
proud. 

AIL  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioufly. 

i  Cit.  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famoufly, 
he  did  it  to  that  end  ;  though  foft-confcienc'd  Men  can 
be  content  to  fay,  it  was  for  his  Country  •,  he  did  it  to 
pleafe  his  Mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud  5  which  he 
is,  even  to  the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

z  Cit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  ac- 
count a  vice  in  him :  you  m,uft  in  no  way  fay,  he  is 
covetous. 

1  Cit.  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  accu- 
fations  5  he  hath  faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in  repeti- 
tion. \_Shouts  within.']  What  fhouts  are  thofe?  the  other 
fide  o'th'  City  is  rifen$  why  flay  we  prating  here?  To 
the  Capitol  — 

AIL  Come,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soft  —  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Menenius  Agrippa. 

z  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa  j  one  that  hath  al- 
ways lov'd  the  People. 

1  Cit.  He's  one  honeft  enough  5  'would,  all  the  reft 
were  fo ! 

Men.  What  Work's,  my  Countrymen,  in  hand  ? 
where  go  you  With 
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With  bats  ano\  clubs?  the  matter 'Speak,  I  pray 

you. 

z  Cit.  Our  bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  the  Senate  > 
they  have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight,  what  we  intend 
to  do,  which  now  we'll  fhew  'em  in  deeds  :  they  lay, 
poor  Suiters  have  ftrong  breaths  5  they  fhall  know,  we 
have  ftrong  arms  too. 

Men.  Why,  Mafters,  my  good  Friends,  mine  honcft 
Neighbours, 
Will  you  undo  your  felves  ? 

2  Cit.  We  cannot,  Sir,  we  are  undone  already. 

Men.  I  tell  you,  Friends,  moft  charitable  care 
Have  the  Patricians  of  you :  For  your  wants, 
Your  fufferings  in  this  Dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  Heaven  with  your  ftaves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  State  j  whofe  Courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thoufand  Curbs 
Of  more  ftrong  Links  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  Impediment.     For  the  Dearth, 
The  Gods,  not  the  Patricians,  make  it ;  and 
Your  Knees  to  them  (not  Arms)  muft  help.     Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  Calamity 
Thither,  where  more  attends  you  $  and  you  flander 
The  Helms  o'th'  State,  who  care  for  you,  like  Fa- 
thers, 
When  you  curfe  them  as  Enemies. 

2  Cit.  Care  for  us ! true,  indeed !  —  they  ne'er 

car'd  for  us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifh,  and  their  Store- 
houfes  cramm'd  with  Grain  :  make  Edicts  for  Ufury, 
to  fupport  Ufurers  ;  repeal  daily  any  wholefome  Act 
eftablifhed  againft  the  Rich,  and  provide  more  piercing 
Statutes  daily  to  chain  up  and  reftrain  the  Poor.  Tf 
the  Wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  will  >  and  there's  all  the 
love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  muft 
Confefs  your  felves  wond'rous  maKcious, 
Or  be  accus'd  of  folly.     I  fhall  tell  you 
A  pretty  Tale,  (it  may  be,  you  have  heard  it  5) 
But  fince  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
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(i)  To  ftale't  a  little  more. 

z  Cit.  Well, 
I'll  hear  it,  Sir  — —  yet  you  muft  not  think 
To  fob  off  our  difgraces  with  a  Tale: 
But,  and't  pleafe  you,  deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  members 

Rebell'd  againft  the  belly  5  thus  accus'd  its 

That  only,  like  a  Gulf,  it  did  remain 

I'th'  midft  o'th'  body,  idle  and  una&ive, 

Still  cupboarding  the  Viand,  never  bearing 

Like  labour  with  the  reft  5  where  th'other  instruments 

( 1 )  To  fcale V  a  little  more!]  Thus  all  the  Editions,  but  without  any 
Manner  of  Senfe,  that  I  can  find  out.  The  Poet  muft  have  wrote,  as  X 
have  corrected  the  Text :  and  then  the  Meaning  will  be  plainly  this. 
"  Perhaps,  you  may  have  heard  my  Tale  already,  but  for  all  That,  Vil 
"  venture  to  make  it  more  ftale  and  familiar  to  You,  by  telling  it  over 
"  again."  And  nothing  is  more  common  than  the  Verb  in  this  Senfe, 
with  our  three  Capital  Dramatic  Poets.  To  begin,  with  our  own  Author, 
A  nth.  and  Cleop. 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  Cufiom  ftale 

Her  infinite  Variety. 
Jul.  Ccef. 

Were  I  a  common  Laugher,  or  did  ufe 

To  ftale  <zvith  ordinary  Oaths  my  Love  Sec. 
And,  again, 

•  and  Imitations, 

Which  out  of  Ufe,  and  ftaled  by  other  Men, 

Begin  his  Fajhion. 
So  B.  J  on/on,  in  his  Every  Man  in  his  Humour. 

— and  not  content 

To  ftale  himfelf  in  all  Societies, 

He  makes  my  Houfe  here  common  as  a  Mart. 
CynthiaV  Revels. 

Fll  go  tell  all  the  Argument  of  his  Play  aforehand,  and  Jo  ftale  his  In- 
vention to  the  Auditory,  before  it  come  forth. 
And  fo  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  in  their  Beggar's  Bufh. 

But  I  Jhould  lofe  my  felf  to  fpeak  him  further, 

And  ftale,  in  my  Relation,  the  much  Good 

You  may  he  vjitnefs  of 
Queen  c/Xorinth. 

• I  11  vet  ftale  ''em, 

By  giving  up  their  Characlers  ;  but  leave  You 

To  make  your  own  Difcovries. 
Wit  at  feveral  Weapons. 

You  Jhall  not  be  feen  yet,  vuill  ftale  your  Friend  firji, 

So  pleafe  but  him  to  f  and  for  tti  Anti  mask. 

Did 
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Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inftruft,  walk,  feel. 
And  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Unto  the  appetite,  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  anfwer'd 

i  Cit.  Well,  Sir,  what  anfwer  made  the  belly  ? 

Men.  (i)  Sir,  I  fhall  tell  you.- With  a  kind  of 

fmile, 
Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus  — 
(For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  fmile, 
As  well  as  fpeak)  it  tauntingly  reply'd 
To  th'  difcontented  Members,  th'  mutinous  Parts, 
That  envied  his  receit  >  even  fo  molt  fitly, 
As  you  malign  our  Senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  fuch  as  you 

z  Cit.  Your  belly's  anfwer  —  what! 
The  kingly  crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye, 
The  counsellor  heart,  the  arm  our  foldier, 
Our  fteed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter  5 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabrick,  if  that  they 

Men.  What  then?  —  'Fore  me,  this  fellow  fpeaks, 
What  then?  what  then? 

1  Cit.  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  reftrain'd, 
Who  is  the  Sink  o'th'  body, 

Men.  Well,  —  what  then  ? 

z  Cit.  The  former  Agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  could  the  belly  anfwer? 

Men.  I  will  tell  you, 
If  you'll  beftow  a  fmall  (of  what  you  have  little) 
Patience,  a  while  >  you'll  hear  the  belly's  anfwer. 

2  Cit.  Y'are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  Friend; 
Your  moil  grave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rafh,  like  his  accufersj  and  thus  anfwer'd  ; 
True  is  it,  my  incorporate  Friends,  quoth  he, 

(2)  Sir,   IJhalltellyouwithakindofSmiki 

Which  neer  came  from  the  Lungs,]  Thus  all  the  Editors,  moil  ftu- 
pidly,  hicherto ;  as  if  Menenius  were  to  fmile  in  telling  his  Story,  tho' 
the  Lines,  which  immediately  follow,  make  i:  evident  that  the  Belly  was 
meant  to  fmile. 

B  4  Tha? 
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That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  firft, 

Which  you  do  live  upon  5  and  fit  it  is, 

Becaufe  I  am  the  ftore-houfe,  and  the  lhop 

Of  the  whole  body.    But,  if  you  do  remember, 

I  fend  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood, 

Even  to  the  Court,  the  Heart ;  to  th'  feat  o*th'  brain  $ 

And,  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man, 

The  ftrongeft  nerves,  and  fmall  inferior  veins, 

From  me  receive  that  natural  competency, 

Whereby  they  live.     And  though  that  all  at  once, 

You,  my  good  Friends,  (this  fays  the  belly)  mark  me — 

2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  all  at  once  cannot 
See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each, 
Yet  I  can  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flow'r  of  all, 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.     What  fay  you  to't? 

2  Cit.  It  was  an  anfwer  ;  —  how  apply  you  this? 

Men.  The  Senators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  Members  >  for  examine 
Their  Counfels,  and  their  Cares  5  digeft  things  rightly, 
Touching  the  weal  o'th'  Common  5  you  {hall  find, 
No  publick  benefit,  which  you  receive, 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  you, 
And  no  way  from  your  felves.     What  do  you  think? 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  AfTembly  !  — 

2  Cit.  I  the  great  toe !  why,  the  great  toe? 

Men.  For  that, being  one  o'th'  loweft,  bafeft,  pooreft, 
Of  this  mod:  wife  Rebellion,  thou  goeft  formoft: 
Thou  rafcal,  that  are  worft  in  blood  to  run, 
Lead'ft  firft,  to  win  fome  vantage. — 
But  make  you  ready  your  fliff  bats  and  clubs, 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battel : 
(3)  The  one  fide  muft  have  Bale. 

Enter 

(3)  The  one  Side  muft  have  Bail  ]  It  muft  be  the  vanquifht  Side,  fure, 
that  could  want  it ;  and  who  were  likely  to  be  their  Bail?  But  it  is  end- 
hk  to  queftion  with  Negligence  and  Stupidity.  The  Poet,  undoubtedly 
wrote,  as  I  have  reftor'd  ; 

The  one  Side  muft  have  Bale. 
i.  e.  Sorrow,  Misfortune,  mull  have  the  worft  of  it,  be  difcomfited.     1 

have 
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Enter  Caius  Marcius. 

Hail,  noble  Marcius  I 

Mar.  Thanks.    What's  the  matter,  you  diflentious 
rogues, 
That,  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion, 
Make  your  felves  fcabs  ? 

z  Ctt.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar.  He,  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee,  will 
flatter 
Beneath  abhorring.     What  would  you  have,  ye  Curs, 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war?  The  one  affrights  you, 
The  other  makes  you  proud.    He  that  trufls  to  you, 
Where  he  fhould  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hares : 
Where  foxes,  geefe :  You  are  no  furer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 
Or  hailftone  in  the  Sun.     Your  virtue  is, 

have  refWd  this  Word  in  fome  other  Paflages  of  our  Author ;  and  we 
meet  with  it  in  a  Play,  attributed  to  him,  call'd  Locrine : 

— —  Yea,  with  thefe  Eyes  thou  haji  feen  her,  and  therefore  pull  them 
cut,  for  they  twill  work  thy  Bale. 

Mr.  Rowe,  indeed,  in  his  Editions  of  our  Poet,  has  erroneoufly  printed 
Bail  too  in  this  PafTage ;  but  in  the  eld  Quarto  which  I  have  of  Locrine, 
printed  in  1595,  we  find  the  Word  fpelt  as  it  ought.  And  it  was  a  Term 
familiar  both  with  Authors  prior  in  Time,  and  Contemporaries  with 
Shakefpeare. 

■ and  eke  her  Fingirs  long  and  f male 

She  wrong  full  oft,  and  hade  God  on  her  rue, 

And  with  the  Death  to  doe  bote  on  her  Bale  :  &c. 

Chaucer' j  Troil.  and  Crefeide.  Book  IV.  verfe  738. 

And  the  black  Holme,  that  loves  the  wafry  Vale, 

And  the  fweet  Cyprefs,  Jign  of  deadly  Bale. 

Spenfer'j  Tranflation  of  VirgiVs  Gnat, 
And  again, 

Said  He,  what  have  I  Wretch  deferifd,  that  thus 
Into  this  bitter  Bale  /  am  out -c aft. 

Idem  ibid. 
Thus  great  eft  Blifs  is  prone  to  greateji  Bale. 

Firft  Chorus  0/*  Hercules  Oet&usfrom  Seneea ;  printed  in  1581. 
And  leaf  my  Foe,  falfe  Promos  here, 

Do  interrupt  my  Tale  ; 
Grant,  gracious  King,  that,  uncontrouVd, 
I  Kay  report  my  Bale. 

Promos  and  CafTandra,  {a  Flay,)  printed  in  1578. 

To 


io 


CORIOLANUS. 


To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  offence  fubdues  him, 
And  curfe  that  juftice,  did  it.     Who  deferves  Great- 

nefs, 
Deferves  your  Hate;  and  your  affections  are 
A  fick  man's  appetite,  who  defires  moft  That 
Which  would  increafe  his  evil.     He,  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours,  fwims  with  fins  of  lead, 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rufhes.  Hang  ye  —  truft  ye! 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind, 
And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate  j 
Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.     What's  the  matter, 
That  in  the  feveral  places  of  the  City 
You  cry  againft  the  noble  Senate,  who 
(Under  the  Gods)  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 
Would  feed  on  one  another?  what's  their  Seeking? 

Men.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates,  whereof,  they  fay, 
The  City  is  well  ftor'd. 

Mar.  Hang  'em  :  they  fay  ! • 

They'll  fit  by  th'  fire,  and  prefume  to  know 

What's  done  i'th'  Capitol ;  who's  like  to  rife  5 

Who  thrives,  and  who  declines :  fide  factions,  and  give 

out 
Conjectural  marriages  y  making  parties  flrong, 
And  feebling  Such,  as  fland  not  in  their  Liking, 
Below  their  cobbled  fhooes.    They  fay,  there's  Grain 

enough  ! 
Would  the  Nobility  lay  afide  their  ruth, 
And  let  me  ufe  my  fword,  I'd  make  a  quarry 
With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  Slaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pitch  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  are  almoft  thoroughly  perfuaded  ; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion, 
Yet  are  they  paffing  cowardly.     But,  I  befeech  you, 
What  fays  the  other  troop? 

Mar.  They  are  diflblv'd  ;  hang  'em, 
They  faid  they  were  an  hungry,  figh'd  forth  Proverbs  \ 

That  hunger  broke  ftone  'walls  —  that  dogs  muft  eat, 

That  meat  was  made  for  mouths  —  that  the  Gods  fent  not 
Corn  for  the  rich  men  only —  With  thefe  fhreds 
They  vented  their  complainings :  which  being  anfwer'd, 

And 
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And  a  Petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  one, 

To  break  the  heart  of  Generofity, 

And  make  bold  Power  look  pale;  they  threw  their  caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'th'  Moon, 

Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them? 

Mar.  Five  Tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wifdoms, 
Of  their  own  choice.     One's  Junius  Brutus^ 

Sicinius  Velutus^  and  I  know  not- s'death, 

The  rabble  fhould  have  firfl:  unroof 'd  the  City, 
Ere  fo  prevail'd  with  me !  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  Power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  Infurreftion's  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Where's  Caius  Marcius? 

Mar.  Here -what's  the  matter? 

Mef.  The  news  is,  Sir,  the  Volfcians  are  in  arms* 
Mar.  I'm  glad  on't,  then  we  fliall  have  means  to  vent 
Our  mufty  fuperfluity.     See,  our  beft  Elders!  — 

Enter  Sicinius  Velutus,  Junius  Brutus,  Cominius, 
Titus  Lartius,  'with  other  Senators. 

i  Sen.  Marcius^  'tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us, 
The  Volfcians  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  Leader, 
Julius  AufidiuS)  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  fin  in  envying  his  Nobility  : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I'd  wifti  me  only  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together? 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  th'  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  Party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him.     He  is  a  lion, 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

i  Sen.  Then  worthy  Marcius^ 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promife, 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Sir,  it  is ; 
And  I  am  conftant :  Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  Tullus'  face. 
What,  art  thou  ftiff  ?  ftand'ft  out  ? 

'tit.  No,  Caius  Marcius , 
I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  t'other > 
Ere  ftay  behind  this  buiinefs, 

Men.  O  true  bred! 

i  Sen.  Your  company  to  th' Capitol;  where,  I  know, 
Our  greateft  Friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  on  j 
Follow,  Cominius ;  we  muft  follow  you  $ 
Right  worthy  you  Priority. 

Com.  Noble  Lartius  ! 

2  Sen.  Hence  to  your  homes be  gone. 

[To  the  Citizens. 
Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow  5 
The  Volfcians  have  much  Corn :  take  thefe  rats  thither, 
To  gnaw  their  garners.     Worihipful  Mutineers, 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth  >  pray,  follow.  ■ 

[Exeunt* 
[Citizens  fteal  away.     Manent  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Sic.  Was  ever  man  fo  proud,  as  is  this  Marcius? 
Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic.  When  we  were  chofen  Tribunes  for  the  People  — 
Bru.  Mark'd  you  his* lip  and  eyes? 
Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru.   Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the 
Gods 

Sic.  Be-mock  the  modeft  Moon, 

Bru.  (4)  The  prefent  Wars  devour  him ;  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 

{4)   The  prefent  Wars  devour  him ;   he  is  grovcn 

Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant]  This  is  very  obfcurely  exprefs'd  ;  but 
the  Poet's  Meaning  muft  certainly  be  This.  Marcius  is  fo  conicious  of, 
and  fo  elate  upon,  the  Notion  of  his  own  Valour,  that  he  is  eaten  up 
with  Pride ;  devour' d  with  the  Apprehenlions  of  That  Glory  which  he 
promifes  himfelf  from  the  enfueing  War.  A  Sentiment,  like  This,  oc- 
curs again  in  Troilus  and  Crefjida. 

He,  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himfelf.      Pride  is  his  oven  Glafs,  his  ovjtj 
pet,    his  ovon  Chronicle  ;    and  whatever  praifes    itjelf  but  in   the 

■J,  devours  the  Deed  in  the  Praife. 

Sic. 
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Sic,  Such  a  nature, 
Tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  difdains  the  fhadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon  j  but  I  do  wonder, 
His  infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims, 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd,  cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain'd,  than  by 
A  Place  below  the  fir  ft  \  for  what  mifcarries 
Shall  be  the  General's  fault,  tho'  he  perform 
To  the  utmoft  of  a  man  >  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius :  oh,  if  he 
Had  borne  the  bufinefs  — 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well, 
Opinion,  that  fo  flicks  on  Marcius^  fhall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come, 
Half  all  Cominius9  Honours  are  to  Marcius^ 
Though  Marcius  earn'd  them  not ;  and  all  his  faults 
To  Marcius  (hall  be  honours,  though,  indeed, 
In  ought  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made ,  and  in  what  fafhion, 
More  than  his  Angularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  action. 

Bru.  Let's  along.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Corioli. 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  with  Senators  of  Corioli. 


i 


Sen.   CO,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius? 

i3  That  they  of  Rome  are  entrcd  in  ourCoun- 
fels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 
What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  State, 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  a6fc,  ere  Rome 
Had  circumvention?  'tis  not  four  days  gone, 
Since  I  heard  thence  —  thefe  are  the  words  ~~  I  think, 
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I  have  the  letter  here  *  yes  —  here  it  is  •, 

"  They  have  preft  a  Power,  but  it  is  not  known 

[Reading. 
"  Whether  for  Eaft  or  Weft 3  the  Dearth  is  great, 
"  The  People  mutinous ,  and  it  is  rumour'd, 
<c  CominiuSj  Marcius  your  old  enemy, 
u  (Who  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you) 
"  And  Titus  Lartius^  a  molt  valiant  Roman, 
cc  Thefe  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
4C  Whither  'tis  bent — molt  likely,  'tis  for  you: 
"  Conflder  of  it. 

1  Sen.  Our  Army's  in  the  Field  : 
We  never  yet  made  doubt,  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  anfwer  us. 

Auf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly 
To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  'till  when 
They  needs  muft  (hew  themfelvesj  which  in  the  hatch- 
ing, 
It  feem'd,  appear'd  to  Rome.     By  the  difcovery, 
We  lhall  be  ihortned  in  our  aim,  which  was 
To  take  in  many  Towns,  ere  (almoft)  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  a-foot. 

z  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 
Take  your  Commiffion,  hie  you  to  your  bands j 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli  -, 
If  they  fet  down  before's,  for  the  Remove 
Bring  up  your  Army :  but,  I  think,  you'll  find, 
They've  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  That, 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.     Nay  more, 
Some  parcels  of  their  Power  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.     I  leave  your  Honours. 
If  We  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  fworn  between  us,  we  fhall  ever  ftrike 
'Till  one  can  do  no  more,  1 

All.  The  Gods  affift  you ! 

Auf.  And  keep  your  Honours  (nfc  J 

1  Sen.  Farewel. 

2  Sen.  Farewel. 

All  Farewel.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  Caius  MarciusV  Hou/e 

in  Rome, 

Enter  Volumnia  and  Virgilia  5  they  fit  down  on  two  low 

ftoolsj  and  fow. 

Vol.  T  Pray  you,  Daughter,  fing,  or  exprefs  your  felf 
JL  in  a  more  comfortable  fort :  if  my  Son  were 
my  Husband,  I  would  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence 
wherein  he  won  honour,  than  in  the  ernbracements  of 
his  bed,  where  he  would  fhew  mofl  love.  When  yet 
he  was  but  tender-bodied,  and  the  only  Son  of  my 
womb  j  when  youth  with  comelinefs  plucked  all  gaze 
his  way  -,  when  for  a  day  of  Kings'  entreaties,  a  Mo- 
ther fhould  not  fell  him  an  hour  from  her  beholding  5 
I,  confidering  how  Honour  would  become  fuch  a  per- 
fon,  that  it  was  no  better  than  picture-like  to  hang  by 
th'  wall,  if  Renown  made  it  not  ftir,  was  pleas'd  to  let 
him  feek  Danger  where  he  was  like  to  find  Fame :  to 
a  cruel  war  I  fent  him,  from  whence  he  returned,  his 
brows  bound  with  Oak.  I  tell  thee,  Daughter,  Ifprang 
not  more  in  joy  at  flrft  hearing  he  was  a  man-child, 
than  now  in  firft  feeing  he  had  proved  himfelf  a  Man. 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  bufinefs,  Madam  5  how 
then? 

Vol.  Then  his  good  Report  fhould  have  been  my 
Son  -,  I  therein  would  have  found  iflue.  Hear  me  pro- 
fefs  fincerely :  had  I  a  dozen  Sons  each  in  my  love  a- 
like,  and  none  lefs  dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Mar' 
ciuS)  I  had  rather  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  Country, 
than  one  voluptuoufly  furfeit  out  of  action. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 

Gent.  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit  you. 

Vir.  Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  my  felf. 

Vol.  Indeed,  thou  malt  not: 
Methinks,  I  hither  hear  your  Husband's  Drum  : 
I  fee  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  th'  hair : 
(As  children  from  a  bear)  the  Volfci  fhunning  him  : 

Methinks, 
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Methinks,  I  fee  him  ftamp  thus  ~  and  call  thus—— 
Come  on,  ye  cowards,  ye  were  got  in  fear* 
Though  you  were  born  in  Rome>>  his  bloody  brow 
"With  his  mail'd  hand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes 
Like  to  a  harveft  man,  that's  task'd  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

Vir.  His  bloody  brow !  oh,  Jupiter^  no  blood!  — 
Vol.  Away,  you  fool  -,  it  more  becomes  a  man, 
Than  Gilt  his  trophy.     The  breaft  of  Hecuba^ 
When  fhe  did  fuckle  Hector^  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Heclor's  forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  fwords  contending  ;  tell  Valeria, 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  Gent, 

Vir.  Heav'ns  blefs  my  Lord  from  fell  Aufidiusf 
Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidiu?  head  below  his  knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Enter  Valeria  with  an  UJher9  and  a  Gentlewoman* 

Vol.  My  Ladies  Both,  good  day  to  you. 

Vol.  Sweet  Madam 

Vir.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip  — 

Val.  How  do  you  Both  ?  you  are  manifefl:  houfe- 
keepers.  What  are  you  fowing  here  ?  a  fine  fpot,  in 
good  faith.    How  does  your  little  Son? 

Vir.  I  thank  your  Ladyfhip  :  well,  good  Madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  fwords,  and  hear  a  drum, 
than  look  upon  his  fchoolmafter. 

Val.  O'  my  word,  the  Father's  Son :  111  fwear,  'tis 
a  very  pretty  Boy.    O'  my  troth,  I  look'd  on  him  o' 

Wednesday  half  an  hour  together h'as  fuch  a  con- 

firm'd  countenance.  I  faw  him  run  after  a  gilded  but- 
terfly, and  when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again ;  and 
after  it  again ;  and  over  and  over  he  comes,  and  up  a- 
gain ;  and  caught  it  again  >  or  whether  his  Fall  enrag'd 
him,  or  how  'twas,  he  did  fo  fet  his  teeth,  and  did 
tear  it,  oh,  I  warrant,  how  he  mammockt  it! 

Vol.  One  of 's  Father's  moods. 

Val.  Indeed,  la,  'tis  a  noble  Child. 

Vir.  A  crack,  Madam. 

Val 
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Fal.  Come,  lay  afide  your  Stitchery  5  I  muft  have 
you  play  the  idle  hufwife  with  me  this  afternoon. 

Fir.  No,  good  Madam,  I  will  not  out  of  doors, 

Fal.  Not  out  of  doors ! 

FoL  She  mall,  fhe  {hall. 

Fir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience  5  I'll  not  over 
the  threfhold,  'till  my  Lord  return  from  the  wars. 

VaL  Fie,  you  confine  your  felf  moil  unreafonably : 
Come,  you  muft  go  vifit  the  good  Lady  that  lyes  in. 

Fir.  I  will  wifh  her  fpeedy  ftrength,  and  vifit  her 
with  my  prayers  3  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Fol  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Fir.  'Tis  not  to  fave  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love* 

Fal.  You  would  be  another  Penelope;  yet  they  fay, 
all  the  yarn,  fhe  fpun  in  Ulyjfes's  abfence,  did  but  fill 
Ithaca  full  of  moths.  Come,  I  would  your  cambrick 
were  fenfible  as  your  finger,  that  you  might  leave 
pricking  it  for  pity.     Come,  you  fhall  go  with  us. 

Fir.  No,  good  Madam,  pardon  me  >,  indeed,  I  will 
not  forth. 

Fal.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me,  and  I'll  tell  you  ex- 
cellent news  of  your  Husband. 

Fir.  Oh,  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Fal.  Verily,  I  do  not  jeft  with  you  j  there  came 
news  from  him  laft  night. 

Fir.  Indeed,  Madam  — 

Fal.  In  earneft,   it's  true  j  I  heard  a  Senator  fpeak 

it.     Thus  it  is the  Folfcians  have  an  army  forth, 

againft:  whom  Cominius  the  General  is  gone,  with  one 
part  of  our  Roman  Power.  Your  Lord  and  fit  us  Lar- 
tins  are  fet  down  before  their  City  Corioli  ;  they  no* 
thing  doubt  prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brief  wars. 
This  is  true,  on  my  honour  5  and  fo,  I  pray,  go  with 
us. 

Fir.  Give  me  excufe,  good  Madam,  I  will  obey 
you  in  every  thing  hereafter. 

FoL  Let  her  alone,  Lady  ;  as  fhe  is  now,  fhe  will 
but  difeafe  our  better  mirth. 

Fal.  In  troth,  I  think,  fhe  would  :  fare  you  well, 
then.     Come,   good  fweet  Lady.     Pr'ythee,  Firgilia, 

Vol.  VI.  C  turn 
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turn  thy  Solemnnefs  out  o'  door,  and  go  along  with  us, 
Vir.  No :  at  a  word,  Madam  $  indeed,  I  muft  not, 

I  wifh  you  much  mirth. 

Val.  Well,  then  farewel.,  {Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Walls  of  Corioli. 

Enter  Marcius,  Titus  Lartius,  with  Captains  and  Sol- 
diers :  To  them  a  Mejfenger. 

Mar.  VfOnder  comes  news :  a  wager,  they  have  met. 
X      Lart.  My  horfe  to  yours,  no. 

Mar.  'Tis  done. 

Lart.  Agreed. 

Mar.  Say,  has  our  General  met  the  enemy  ? 

Mef.  They  lye  in  view ;  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet. 

Lart.  So,  the  good  horfe  is  mine. 

Mar.  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  No,   I'll  not  fell,   nor  give  him  :   lend  him 
you,  I  will, 
For  half  an  hundred  years :  Summon  the  Town. 

Mar.  How  far  off  lye  thefe  armies  ? 

Mef.  Within  a  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  ihall  we  hear  their  larum,  and  they  ours. 
Now,  MarS)  I  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work  ; 
That  we  with  fmoaking  fwords  may  march  from  hence, 
To  help  our  fielded  Friends!    Come,  blow  thy  blaft. 

They  found  a  Parley.     Enter  two  Senators  with  others 

on  the  Walls. 

Tullus  Aufdius^  is  he  within  your  Walls  ? 

1  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he, 
That's  leffer  than  a  little :  hark,  our  Drums 

\_Drum  afar  off. 
Are  bringing  forth  our  Youth :  we'll  break  our  Walls, 
Rather  than  they  ihall  pound  us  up;  our  Gates, 
Which  yet  feem  ihut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  rufhes; 
They'll  open  of  themfelves.     Hark  you,  far  off 

[Alarum  far  off. 
There 
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There  is  Aujidius.     Lift,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongft  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  Oh,  they  are  at  it ! 

Lart.  Their  noife  be  our  inftru&ion.     Ladders,  ho  ! 

Enter  the  Volfcians; 

Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  ifTue  forth  their  City. 
Now  put  your  fhields  before  your  hearts,  und  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  fhields;     Advance,  brave 

They  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts  5 
Which  makes  me  fweat  with  wrath.     Come  on,  my 

fellows  j 
He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  Folfcian^ 
And  he  fhall  feel  mine  edge. 

[Alarum ;  the  Romans  beat  hack  to  their  Frenches* 

Re-enter  Marcius* 

Mar.  (f)  All  the  Contagion  of  the  South  light  on 
you, 
You  fhames  o£Rome,  you!  — herds  of  boils  and  plagues 
Plaifter  you  o'er,  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  infect  another 
Againft  the  wind  a  mile! — you  fouls  of  geefe^ 
That  bear  the  fhapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run4 
From  Slaves,  that  apes  would  beat?  Pluto  and  Hell ! 
All  hurt  behind,  backs  red,  and  faces  pale, 
With  flight,  and  agued  fear !  mend,  and  charge  home$ 
Or  by  the  fires  of  Heaven,  I'll  leave  the  Foe, 
And  make  my  wars  on  you :  look  to't,  come  on  5 

(5)  All  the  Contagion  of  the  South  light  on  You, 

You  Shames  of  Rome  ;  you  Herds  ;  of  Boils  and  Plagues 
Plaifter  you  o'er,  &c]  Thus  miferably  did  the  old  Editors  give  tfs 
this  PafTage  mangled,  by  bad  Pointing ;  and  Mr.  Pope  would  not  indulge 
his  private  Senfe,  by  any  Alteration  to  make  it  intelligible.  Themeaneii 
Judges  of  Englijh  mull  be  aware,  that  no  Member  of  any  Sentence  caa 
begin  with  a  Genitive  Cafe,  and  a  preceding  Nominative  be  wanting  to 
govern  That  and  the  Verb.     Where,  therefore,    is  the  Nominative  to, 

■ of  Boils  and  Plagues  plaifter  you  oer  ?  Or  what  Senfe  or  Syntax 

is  there  in  the  PafTage,  as  it  here  Hands  ?  I  reformed  the  Pointing  in  the 
Appendix  to  my  Shakespeare  Reftor'd,  and  Mr.  Pope  has  vouchfafed 
to  embrace  my  Corredion  in  his  lait  Edition. 

C  i  If 
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If  you'll  Hand  faft,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives, 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  alarum,  and  Marcius  follows  them  to  the  gates. 

So,  now  the  gates  are  ope :  now  prove  good  feconds ; 
'Tis  for  the  followers,  fortune  widens  them; 
Not  for  the  fliers :  mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

[_He  enters  the  gates,  and  is  Jhut  in. 

i  Sol.  Fool-hardinels,  not  I. 

zSol  Nor  I. 

i  Sol.  See,  they  have  fhut  him  in.    \_Alarum  continues \ 

All.  To  th'  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius. 

Lart.  What  is  become  of  Marcius  ? 

All.  Slain,  Sir,  doubtlefs. 

i  Sol.  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels, 
With  them  he  enters  5  who,  upon  the  fudden, 
Clapt  to  their  gates ;  he  is  himfelf  alone, 
To  anfwer  all  the  City. 

Lart.  Oh,  noble  fellow ! 
Who,  fenfible,  out-does  his  fenfelefs  fword,  (6) 
And  when  it  bows,  flands  up  :  thou  art  left,  Marcius — 
A  carbuncle  intir/e,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  fo  rich  a  jewel.  Thou  waft  a  foldier  (7) 

Even 

(6)  Who  fenfibly  outdares  his  fenfelefs  Sword, 
And  when  it  hows,  jiands  up!\ 

The  fine  and  eafy  Emendation  of  this  PafTage,  which  I  have  inferted  in 
the  Text,  is  owing  to  the  ingenious  Dr.  Thirlby, 

(7)  Thou  nuaji  a  Soldier 
Even  to  Calvus'  Wijh  ;  ] 

T.  Lartius  is  here  fumming  up  his  Friend's  Character,  as  a  Warrior 
that  was  terrible  in  his  Strokes,  in  the  Tone  of  his  Voice,  and  the 
Grimnefs  of  his  Countenance.  But  who  was  this  Catous,  that  wilh'd 
thefe  three  Characteri flicks  in  a  Soldier  ?  I'm  afraid,  Greek  and  Roman 
Hiftory  will  be  at  a  Lofs  to  account  for  fuch  a  Man  and  fuch  Circum- 
ftances  join'd  to  fignalize  him.  I  formerly  amended  the  Paflage,  and 
prov'd  that  the  Poet  rauft  have  wrote, 

Even  to  CatoV  Wifk  ; 

The  Error  probably  arofe  from  the  Similitude  in  the  Manufcript  of  to 
to  to :  and  fo  this  unknown  Wight  Calvus  fprung  up.  I  come  now 
to  the  Authorities  for  my  Emendation.     Plutarch,   in  the  Life  of  Co- 

riolanut 
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Even  to  Carts  wifh,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  ftroaks,  but  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder4ike  percuffion  of  thy  founds, 
Thou  mad'ft  thine  enemies  fliake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feaverous,  and  did  tremble. 

Enter  Marcius  bleedings  ajfaulted  by  the  Enemy. 

i  Sol.  Look,  Sir. • 

Lart.  O,  'tis  Marcius. 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

[They  fight,  and  all  enter  the  City. 

Enter  certain  Romans  with  Spoils. 

i  Rom.  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 

Z  Rom.  And  I  this. 

j  Rom,  A  murrain  on't,  I  took  this  for  filver. 

[J  I  arum  continues  ft  ill  afar  off. 

Enter  Marcius  and  Titus  Lartius,  with  a  Trumpet. 

Mar.  See  here  thefe  Movers,  that  do  prize  their  ho- 
nours 
At  a  crack'd  drachm :  cufliions,   leaden  fpoons, 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 
Bury  with  thole  that  wore  them,   thefe  bafe  flaves, 

riolanus,  fpeaking  of   this  Hero,    fays;     He  was   a  Man  [that  which 

C  a  T  o  require!  in  a  Warrior)  not  only  dreadful    to    meet  with  in    the 

Field,  by  reafon  of  his  Hand  and  Stroke ;    hut  infupportable  to  an  Enemy  y 

for  the  'very  Tone  and  Accent  of  his  Voice ;    and  the  file  Terror  of  his 

Afpect. This  again  is  confirm'd  by   the   Hiltorian,  in  the  Life  of 

Marcus  C  a  t  o  the  Cenfor.  In  Engagements  (fays  He ; )  he  would  ufe 
to  ftrike  luftily,  with  a  fierce  Countenance  flare  upon  his  Emmies,  and 
with  a  harfh  threatning  Voice  accoft  them.  Nor  was  he  out  in  his  Opi- 
nion,  whilfl  he  taught,  that  fuch  rugged  kind  of  £eha<viour  Jbmetimes 
does  Jirike  the  Enemy  more  than  the  Sword  it  felf.  Mr.  Pope  owns,  I 
have  clearly  prov'd  this  Point :  but  he  feems  inclin'd  to  think,  the  Blun- 
der fhould  rather  have  continued,  than  I  fhould  have  difcover'd  the 
Author  guilty  of  fuch  a  terrible  Anachronifm.  But  is  Mr.  Pope  con- 
fcious  of  no  other  Anachronifm  committed  by  our  Poet  in  this  Play  ? 
Menenius  in  one  PafTage  talks  of  Alexander  the  Great ;  tho'  that  Prince 
was  not  born  till  130  Years  after  Coriolanush  Death;  nay,  and  in  ano- 
ther He  mentions  Galen,  whofe  Birth  was  above  420  Years  later  than 
That  of  Alexander.  And  there  are  certain  other  Anachronifms,.  that 
lie  blended  together,  which  I  fhall  have  Occafion  to  inform  Mr.  Pope 
of,  before  I  have  done  with  the  2d  Acl  of  this  Tragedy. 

C  3  Ere 
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Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up  ;  down  with  them  \ 
And  hark,  what  noife  the  General  makes !  — to  him  5-- 
There  is  the  man  of  my  foul's  hate,  Aufidius^ 
Piercing  our  Romans :  then,  valiant  Titus ,  take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  City ; 
Whilft  I,  with  thofe  that  have  the  fpirit,  will  hafte 
To  help  Cominius. 

Lart.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'ftj 
Thy  eXercife  hath  been  too  violent 
For  a  fecond  courfe  of  fight. 

Mar.  Sir,  praife  me  not : 
My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me.   Fare  you  well : 
The  blood,  I  drop,  is  rather  phyfical 
Than  dangerous  to  me. 
T'  Aufidius  thus  I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  Goddefs  Fortune 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee,  and  her  great  charms 
Mifguide  thy  oppofers  fwords  !  bold  gentleman ! 
Profperity  be  thy  page! 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no  lefs, 
Than  thofe  {he  placeth  higheft!  fo,  farewel. 

Lart,  Thou  worthier!:  Martins^ 
Go  found  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-place, 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  o'trT  town, 
Where  they  {hall  know  our  mind.  Away.         {Exeunt. 

SCENE    changes  to  the  Roman  Camp. 

Enter  Cominius  retreating?   with  Soldiers. 

Com.  "OReathe  you,  my  friends  -3  well  fought  >  we  arc 

J3         come  off 
Like  Romans?  neither  foolifh  in  our  Stands, 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire  :  Believe  me.  Sirs, 
We  (hall  be  charg'd  again.  Whiles  we  have  ftruck, 
By  interims  and  conveying  gufls,  we  have  heard 
The  Charges  of  our  friends.      The  Roman  Gods 
Lead  their  fuccefles,  as  we  wifh  our  ownj 
That  both  our  Powers,  with  fmiling  fronts  encountring. 
May  give  you  thankful  facrifice !  Thy  news  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  ifTued, 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battel. 
I  faw  our  Party  to  their  trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Tho'  thou  fpeak'ft  truth, 
Methinks,  thoufpeak'fl:  not  well.  How  long  is'tfince? 

Mef.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile  :  briefly,  we  heard  their  drums. 
How  could'ft  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour, 
And  bring  the  news  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  Volfcians 
Held  me  in  chafe,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about  \  elfe  had  I,  Sir, 
Half  an  hour  fince  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Marcius. 

Com.  Who's  yonder,  v 

Thai  does  appear  as  he  were  flea'd?  O  Gods! 
He  has  the  ftamp  of  Marcius^  and  I  have 
Before  time  feen  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.    The  fhepherd   knows    not   thunder    from    a 
tabor,  (8) 
More  than  I  know  the  found  of  Marcius'  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

(8)  The  Shepherd  knows  not  Thunder  from  a  Tabor, 
More  than  I  know  the  Sound  of  Marcius1  Tongue 
From  evry  meaner  Man7\ 
This  has  the  Air  of  an  Imitation,   whether  Shakefpeare  really  borrowed 
it,  or  no,  from  the  Original :  I  mean,   what  Vlyffes  fays   in   the  Greek 
Poet  of  being  able  to  diilinguifh  Minerva's  Voice,  tho'   he  did  not  fe& 
her. 

12?  iV&CLdiS    Z.0V,    KcLV   dLTTOTlOS   *(,.  0[J.a$ 

XetMofous  Kufavot  wq  Ti/pcrwi'/ziiK, 

Sophoc.  in  Ajace.. 

G  4  MaK 
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Mar.  Oh !  let  me  clip  ye  (9)     «.- 
In  arms  as  found,  as  when  I  woo'd  5    in  heart 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done, 
And  tapers  burnt  to  bed^«  ard. 

Com.  Flower  of  Warriors, 
How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius? 

Mar.  As  with  a  man  bufied  about  Decrees 5 
Condemning  fome  to  death,  and  fome  to  exile, 
Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,  threatning  th5  other  5 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome^ 
Even  like  a  fawning  grey-hound  in  the  leafh, 
To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  flave, 
Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenches? 
Where  is  he?  call  him  hither. 

Mar,  Let  him  alone, 
He  did  inform  the  truth :  but,  for  our  gentlemen, 
The  common  file,  (a  plague!   Tribunes  for  them!) 
The  moufe  ne'er  fhunn'd  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevail'd  you? 

Mar.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell?  I  do  not  think  — 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?  are  you  lords  o'th'  field  ? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo? 

Com.  Marcius^  we  have  at  difadvantage  fought, 
And  did  retire  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battel  ?  know  you  on  what  fide 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  truft? 

Com.  As  I  guefs,  Marcius, 
Their  bands  i'th'  vaward  are  the  Antiates 
Of  their  beft  truft :  o'er  them  Aufidiusf 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  befeech  you, 
By  all  the  battels  wherein  we  have  fought, 

(9)  Ob  !  let  me  clip  ye 

In  Arms  as  found ',  as  nvhen  I  wood  in  heart',  ] 
Dr.  thirlhy  advifed  the  different  Regulation  in  the  Pointing  of  this 
Paflage ;  which  I  have  embraced,  as  I  think  it  much  improves  the 
Senfe  and  Spirit,  and  conveys  too  the  Poet's  Thought,  that  Marcius 
was  as  found  in  Limb,  as  when  he  went  a  Wooing^  and  as  merry  in 
Heart,  as  when  going  to  Bed  to  his  Bride. 
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By  th'  blood  w'ave  (bed  together,  by  the  vows 
Wave  made  to  endure  friends,  that  youdire&ly 
Set  me  againft  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates\ 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent,  but 
Filling  the  air  with  fwords  advane'd,  and  darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wifh, 
You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking  j  take  your  choice  of  thofe, 
That  belt  can  aid  your  a£tion. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they, 
That  moft  are  willing  j  If  any  fuch  be  here, 
(As  it  were  fin  to  doubt)  that  love  this  Painting, 
Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd  5  if  any  fear 
Lefs  for  his  perfon  than  an  ill  report : 
If  any  think,  brave  death  out-weighs  bad  life, 
And  that  his  Country's  dearer  than  himfelf, 
Let  him,  alone,  (or  many,  if  fo  minded) 
Wave  thus,  t'exprefs  his  difpofition, 
And  follow  Marcius. 

[They  all  Jh  out,  and  wave  their  /words,  take   him  up 
in  their  arms,  and  cafl  up  their  caps. 
Oh!  me  alone,  make  you  a  fword  of  me: 
If  thefe  fhews  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volfcians  ?  none  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  Aufidius 
A  fhield  as  hard  as  his.    A  certain  number 
(Tho'  thanks  to  all)  muft  I  felecl:  from  all: 
The  reft  fhall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  fight, 
As  caufe  will  be  obey'd  \  pleafe  you  to  march, 
And  four  fhall  quickly  draw  out  my  Command, 
Which  men  are  beft  inclin'd. 

Com.  March  on,  my  fellows : 
Make  good  this  oftentation,  and  you  fhall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE   changes   to  Corioli. 

Titus  Lartius   having  fit  a  guard  upon  Corioli,  going 
with  drum  and  trumpet  toward   Cominius  and   Caius 
Marcius  •,  Enter  with  a  lieutenant,  other  foldiers,   and 
afcout. 
Tart   CO,  let  the  Ports  be  guarded  >  keep  your  duties, 
O    As  I  have  fet  them  down.  If  I  do  fend,  dif- 
patch 
Thofe  Centries  to  our  aid  5  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  fhort  holding  5  if  we  lofe  the  field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 
Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care,  Sir. 
Lart.  Hence,  and  ihut  your  gates  upon  s : 
Our  guider,  come!  to  th'  Roman  Camp  conduct  us. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Roman  Camp. 

Alarum,  as  in  hattel    Enter  Marcius  and  Aufidius, 

at  fiver al  doors. 

Mar.  I'LL  fight  with  none  but  thee,  for  I  do  hate 

Jl  thee 

Worfe  than  a  promife-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike: 
Not  Jfrick  owns  a  ferpent  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  Fame,  and  envy  5  fix  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  budger  die  the  other's  flav^ 
And  the  Gods  doom  him  after ! 

Auf.  If  I  Ay ?  Marcius, 
Hollow  me  like  a  Hare. 

Mar   Within  thefe  three  hours,  Tullus, 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd I :   'tis  not  my  blood, 
Wherein  thou  fee'ft  me  mask'd  >  for  thy  revenge, 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  th'  higheit. 

Auf.  Wert  thou  the  Heclor%  Tfe^ 
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That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  Progeny, 

Thou  fhould'ft  not  5fcape  me  here. 

{Here   they  fight,   and  certain  Volfcians    come  to  tht 
.  aid  of  Aufidius.     Marcius  fights  ^  'till  they  be  driven 
in  breathlefs. 

Officious,  and  not  valiant!  —  you  have  fham'd  me 

In  your  condemned  Seconds. 

Flour ijb.  Alarum.  A  retreat  is  founded.  Enter  at  one 
door,  Cominius  with  the  Romans  5  at  another  door* 
Marcius,  with  his  arm  in  a  fcarf. 

Com.  If  I  fhould  tell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds:   but  I'll  report  it, 
Where  Senators  fhall  mingle  tears  with  fmiless 
"Where  great  Patricians  fhall  attend  and  fhrugj 
I'th'  end,  admire  -9  where  ladies  fhall  be  frighted, 
And  gladly  quak'd,   hear  more*    where  the  dull  Tri- 
bunes, 
That  with  the  fufty  Plebeians,  hate  thine  honours, 
Shall  fay  againft  their  hearts,  —  We  thank  the  Gods, 

Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a  Soldier ! 

Yet  cam'ft  thou  to  a  morfel  of  this  feaft, 
Having  fully  din'd  before. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius  with  his  Poiveryfrom  the  purfuit* 

Lart.  O  General, 
Here  is  the  fteed,  we  the  caparifon  : 
Hadft  thou  beheld 

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more :  my  Mother, 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood, 
When  (he  does  praife  me,  grieves  me  : 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done  3  that's,  what  I  can  5 
Induc'd,  as  you  have  been;  that's,  for  my  Country 5 
He,  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will, 
Hath  overta'en  mine  a£t. 

Com.  You  ihall  not  be 
The  Grave  of  your  Deferving :  Rome  muft  know 
The  value  of  her  own :  'twere  a  concealment 
Worle  than  a  theft,  no  lefs  than  a  traducemenr, 
To  hide  your  Doings  $  and  to  filence  that, 

^Which3 
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Which,  to  the  fpire  and  top  of  praifes  vouch'd, 
Would  feem  but  modeft :  therefore,  I  befeech  you, 
Jn  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar.  I  have  fome  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fmart* 
To  hear  themfelves  remembred. 

Com.  Should  they  not, 
Well  might  they  feller  'gainft  ingratitude, 
And  tent  themfelves  with  death:  Of  all  the  horfes, 
Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  (lore,  of  all 
The  treafure  in  the  field  atchiev'd,  and  city, 
We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta'en  forth, 
Before  the  common  distribution,  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar,  I  thank  you,  General : 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  to  take 
A  bribe,  to  pay  my  fword  :  I  do  refufe  it, 
And  ftand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

\_A  long  flourljh.  They  all  cry^  Marcius !  Marcius  I 
caft  up  their  caps  and  launces :  Cominius  and  Lar- 
tius  ftand  bare. 

Mar.  May  thefe  fame  Instruments,  which  you  pro-' 
fane,  (10) 

Never 

(lo)  May  thefe  fame  Injfruments,  which  you  profane, 

Never  found  more  :  nvhen  Drums  and  Trumpet sfh all 
Ttti  field  prove  flatterers,  let  Courts  and  Cities 
Be  made  all  of  falfe-faced  foothing. 
When  Steel  grows  foft,  as  the  Parafites  Sil\, 
Let  him  be  made  an  Overture  for  th*  Wars : 
No  more  I  fay ;  for  that  I  have  not  *wafb"d 
My   Nofe  that  bled,  or  foiPd  feme  dehile  Wretch, 
Which  without  Note  here's  Many  elfe  have  done, 
Youfhout  me  forth  in  Acclamations  hyperbolical,   &c] 
Many  of  the  Verfes  in  this  truly  line  PafTage  are  difmounted,  unnume^ 
rous,  and  imperfecT:  :  and  the  Laft  is  no  lefs  than  two  foot  and  a  half 
too  long.     For  this  Reafon  I  have  ventur'd  to  tranfpofe  them  to  their 
Meafure ;  And  the  Senfe,  'tis  plain,  has  been  no  lefs  maim'd  than  the 
Numbers.  To  remedy  This  Part,  I  have    had  the  AiTiftance  of  my  in- 
genious Friend   Mr.  Warburton ;  and   with   the    Benefit  of   his   happy 
Conjectures,  which  I  have  inferted  in  the  Text,    the  Whole,  I  hope,  is 
reftor'd  to  that  Purity,    which  was  quite  loll   in   the  Corruptions.     I 

mall 
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Never  found  more!  when  drums  and  trumpets  ihall 

I'th'  field  prove  flatterers,  let  camps,  as  cities, 

Be  made  of  falfe-fac'd  foothing !  When  Steel  grows 

Soft,  as  the  parafite's  filk,  let  Hymns  be  made 

An  overture  for  th'  wars!  — No  more,  I  fay; 

For  that  I  have  not  wafh'd  my  Nofe  that  bled, 

Or  foil'd  fome  debile  wretch,  which,  without  note 

Here's  many  elfe  have  done  $  you  ftiout  me  forth 

In  acclamations  hyperbolical; 

As  if  I  lov'd,  my  little  mould  be  dieted 

In  praifes,  faue'd  with  lies. 

Com.  Too  modeft  are  you  : 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly  :  by  your  patience, 
If  'gainft  your  felf  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one,  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  manacles  ; 
Then  reafon  fafely  with  you :  therefore  be  it  known, 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland  :    m  token  of  the  which, 
My  noble  fteed,  known  to  the  Camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging;  and  from  this  time, 
For  what  h€  did  before  Corioli^  call  him, 
With  all  th'  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  Hoft, 

mall  now  fubjoin  his  Comment,  in  Proof  of  the  Emendations.  "  The 
"  Meaning,  that  Senfe  requires  in  the  Antithefis  evidently  delign'd 
"  here,  is  This.  If  One  change  its  ufual  Nature  to  a  Thing  moft 
*'  oppofite,  then  let  the  Other  do  fo  too.  But  Courts  and  Cities,  being 
"  made  all  of  fmooth-fac  d  Soothing,  remain  in  their  proper  Na- 
'*  ture.  In  the  fecond  Part  of  the  Sentence,  the  Antithefis  between 
"  Steel  and  the  Para/ite's  Silk  does  not  indeed  labour  with  this  Ab- 
"  furdity:  but  it  labours  with  another  equally  bad,  and  That  is,  Non- 
"  fenfe  in  the  Expreffion.  The  Poet's  whole  Thought  feems  to  be 
"  This.  If  Drums  and  Trumpets  change  their  Nature  prepoferoufly, 
"  let  Camps  do  fo  too:  And  in  the  latter  part  of  the  Sentence,  the  E- 
•*  mendation  feems  to  give  a  particular  Beauty  to  the  Expreffion.  He 
"  had  ( aid  before,  If  Drums  and  Trumpets  prove  Flatterers;  nowhere, 
u  alluding  to  the  fame  Thought,  he  fays,  Then  let  Hymns,  foft 
"  Mufck  defind  to  the  praifes  of  Gods  and  Heroes,  be  an  Overtureyor 
"  the  Wars:  Where  the  Overture  is   ufed  with  great   technical   Pro- 

"  priety. I  fhould  obferve    one   Thing,    that    the  Members  of 

"  thefe  two  Jntithefes  are  confounded  One  with  Another,  which  is  a 
"Practice  common  with  the  beft  Authors:  and  it  is  a  Figure  the 
*!  Rhetoricians  have  found  a  Name  for. 

Cains 
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Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus.  Bear  th'  Addition  nobly  ever. 

[Flourijb.    trumpets  found  and  drums. 

Omnes.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus! 

Mar.  I  will  go  wafh  : 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  mall  perceive 
Whether  I  blufh,  or  no.     Howbeit,  I  thank  you. 
I  mean  to  ftride  your  Steed,  and  at  all  time 
To  undercreft  your  good  Addition, 
To  th'  fairnefs  of  my  Power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  ere  we  do  repofe  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs:    you,  Titus  Lartiusy 
Mull  to  Corioli  back  5  fend  us  to  Rome 
The  beft,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Lart.  I  mail,  my  lord. 

Mar.  The  Gods  begin  to  mock  me: 
I,  that  but  now  refus'd  moft  princely  gifts, 
Am  bound  to  beg  of  my  lord  General. 

Com.  Take't,  'tis  yours:  what  is't? 

Mar.  I  fometime  lay  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  man's  houfe:  he  us'd  me  kindly. 
He  cry'd  to  me :  I  faw  him  prifoner  : 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view, 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity  :  I  requeft  you 
To  give  my  poor  Hoft  freedom. 

Com.  O,  well  begg'd ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  fon,  he  mould 
Be  free  as  is  the  wind :  deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart.  Marcius,  his  name? 

Mar.  By  Jupiter,  forgot :  — 
I  am  weary  ;  yea,  my  memory  is  tir'd : 
Have  we  no  wine  here? 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent* 
The  blood  upon  your  vifage  dries 5   'tis  time 
It  {hould  be  look'd  to  :  come.  {Exeunt* 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Camp  of  the  Volfci. 

A flourijh.     Cornets.     Enter  Tullus   Aufidius  bloody^ 
with  two  or  three  foldiers. 

Auf.  HP  H  E  town  is  ta'en.  [tion. 

A       Sol.  'Twill  bedeliver'dback  on  good  condi- 

Auf.  Condition ! 
I  would,  I  were  a  Roman  -y  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Volfcian,  be  that  I  am.  Condition? 
What  good  condition  can  a  Treaty  find 
I'th'  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  Five  times,  Marcius, 
I  have  fought  with  thee,  fo  often  haft  thou  beat  me : 
And  would'ft  do  fo,  I  think,   fhould  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  eat.     By  th'  Elements, 
If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard, 
He's  mine,  or  I  am  his :  mine  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in't,  it  had  \  for  where 
I  thought  to  crufli  him  in  an  equal  force, 
True  Sword  to  Sword  5  I'll  potch  at  him  fome  way, 
Or  wrath,  or  craft  may  get  him. 

Sol.  He's  the  Devil. 

Auf.  Bolder,  tho'  not  fo  fubtle :  my  valour  (poifon'd, 
With  only  fufFering  flain  by  him)  for  him 
Shall  flie  out  of  it  felf :  not  fleep,  nor  fan&uary, 
Being  naked,  fick,  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priefts,  nor  times  of  facrifice, 
Embarkments  all  of  fury,  fhall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  cuftom  'gainft 
My  hate  to  Marcius.     Where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there, 
Againft  the  hofpitable  Canon,  would  I 
Walh  my  fierce  hand  in's  heart.   Go  you  to  th'  city  j 
Learn,  how  'tis  held  5  and  what  they  are,  that  mult 
Be  hoftages  for  Rome. 

Sol.  Will  not  you  go  ? 

Auf.  I  am  attended  at  the  cyprefs  grove.  I  pray  you, 
('Tis  South  the  city- mills)  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  world  goes,  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  fpur  on  my  journey. 

Sol  I  fhall,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

8  ACT 
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A    C    T    II. 

S    C   E   N  E,     ROME. 

Enter  Menenius,  with  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 


T 


Menenius. 

HE    Augur  tells  me,  we   fhall  have   news  to 
night. 
Bru.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people, 
for  they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  Beads  to  know  their  friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  whom  does  the  wolf  love  ? 

Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him,  as  the  hungry  Plebeians 
would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Bru.  He's  a  lamb,  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  bear. 

Men,  He's  a  bear,  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb. 
You  two  are  old  men,  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  fhall 
ask  you. 

Both.  Well,  Sir j — 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor,  that  you 
two  have  not  in  abundance? 

Bru.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  ftor'd  with  all. 

Sic.  Efpecially,  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boafting. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange  now  j  do  you  two  know  how 
you  are  cenfur'd  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o'th* 
right  hand  file,  do  you? 

Bru.  Why, how  are  we  cenfur'd  ? 

Men.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  pride  now,  will  you  not 
be  angry  ? 

Both.  Well,  well,  Sir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  'tis  no  great   matter  j    for  a  very  little 
thief  of  occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  pa- 
tience : 
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I ience :  — —  give  your  difpofitions  the  reins,  and  be 
angry  at  your  pleafures  j  at  the  leaft,  if   you   take    in 

as   a  pleaiure    to  you,  in  being  fo:— you  blame 

Marcius  for  being  proud. 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  Sir. 

Men.  I  know,  you  can  do  very  little  alone ;  for  your 
helps  are  .many,  or  elfe  your  actions  would  grow  won- 
drous fingle  >    your  abilities    are    too    infant-like,   for 

doing  much  alone.     You   talk  of  pride oh,  that 

you  could  turn  your  eyes  towards  the  napes  of  your 
necks,  and  make  but  an  interior  furvey  of  your  good 
felves!  Oh  that  you  could! 

Bru.  What  then,  Sir  ? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  fliould  difcover  a  brace  of  as 
unmeruing,  proud,  violent,  tefty  magiftrates,  alias 
fools,  as  any  in  Rome. 

Sic.  MeneniuS)  you  are,  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  Patrician,  and 
one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  jof 
allaying  Tiber  in't :  faid  to  be  fomething  imperfect,  in 
favouring  the  fir  ft  complaint  j  hafty  and  tinderlike, 
upon  too  trivial  motion  :  one  that  converfes  more 
with  the  buttock  of  the  night,  than  with  the  fore- 
head of  the  morning.  What  I  think,  I  utter  j  and 
fpend  my  malice  in  my  breath.  Meeting  two  fuch 
weals- men  as  you  are,  (I  cannot  call  you  Lycurgujfes) 
if  the  drink  you  give  me  touch  my  palate  adverfly, 
I  make  a  crooked  face  at  it.  I  can't  fay,  your  Worftiipte 
have  delivered  the  matter  well,  when  I  find  the  afs 
in  compound  with  the  major  part  of  your  fyllables; 
and  tho'  I  muft  be  content  to  bear  with  thofe,  that 
fay,  you  are  reverend  grave  men>  yet  they  lie  deadly^ 
that  tell  you,  you  have  good  faces  5  if  you  fee  this  in 
the  map  of  my  microcofm,  follows  it,  that  I  am  known 
Well  enough  too?  (n)  what  harm  can  your  billon  Con- 

fpecTiuities 

(11)  What  harm  can  your  befom  ConfpeBuitles  glean  out  of  this  Cha- 
r-after, &c.].  If  the  Editors  have  form'd  any  Gonftruftion  to  them- 
felves,  of  this  Epithet  befom,  that  can  be  a  propos  to  the  Senfe  of  the 
Context ;  —  Davus  fum,  non  Oedipus :  it  is  too  hard  a  Riddle  for  Me  to 

Vol.  VI.  D  expound, 
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fpe&uities  glean  out  of  this  character,  if  I  be  known 
well  enough  too? 

Bru.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men.  You  know  neither  me,  your  felves,  nor  any 
thing  5  you  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves  caps  and 
legs :  you  wear  out  a  good  wholefome  forenoon,  in 
hearing  a  Caufe  between  an  orange-wife  and  a  foflec- 
feller,  and  then  adjourn  a  controverfy  of  three-pence 
to  a    fecond  day  of  audience.  -  When  you  are 

hearing  a  matter  between  party  and  party,  if  you 
chance  to  be  pinch'd  with  the  cholick,  you  make  faces 
like  mummers,  fet  up  the  bloody  flag  againft  all  pa- 
tience, and,  in  roaring  for  a  chamber-pot,  difmifs  the 
controverfie  bleeding,  the  more  intangled  by  your 
hearing :  all  the  peace  you  make  in  their  caufe,  is  cal- 
ling both  the  parties  knaves.  You  are  a  pair  of  ftrange 
ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood  tp  be 
a  perfefter  gyber  for  the  Table,  than  a  neceffary  bencher 
in  the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  priefts  muft  become  mockers,  if 
they  fhall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  fubjects  as  you 
are  -y  when  you  fpeak  beft  unto  the  purpofe,  it  is  not 
worth  the  wagging  of  your  beards  j  and  your  beards 
deferve  not  fo  honourable  a  Grave,  as  to  fluff  a 
botcher's  cufhion,  or  to  be  intomb'd  in  an  afs's  pack- 
faddle.     Yet  you  muft;  be  faying,    Mar  cms  is  proud  j 

expound.  Menenius,  'tis  plain,  is  abufing  the  Tribunes,  and  bantering 
them  Ironically.  By  ConfpeSiuities  he  muft  mean,  their  Sagacity, 
Clearjightednefs;  and  that  they  may  not  think  he's  Complimenting 
them,  he  tacks  an  Epithet  to  it,  which  quite  undoes  that  Character ; 
i.  e.  bijjbn,  blind,  bleer  ey'd.  Skinner,  in  his  Etymologicon,  explains 
this  Word,  C&cus;  vox  agro  Lincoln,  ufitatiflima.  Ray  concurs,  in  his 
North  and  South  Country  Words.  And  our  Author  gives  us  this  Term 
again  in  his  Hamlet,  where  the  Senfe  exactly  correfponds  with  this  In- 
terpretation. 

Run  barefoot  up  and  down,  threatning  the  Flames, 
With  biflbn  Rheum. 

i.  e.  blinding.  It  is  Ypoken  of  Hecuba,  whofe  Eyes  overflow  and  are 
blinded,  both  with  Tears,  and  the  Rheums  of  Age. 

who, 
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who,  in  a  cheap  eftimation,  (n)  is  worth  all  your  prede- 
ceflbrs  fince  Deucalion-,  though,  perad venture,  fome  of 
the  beft  of  them  were  hereditary  hangmen.  Good-e'en 
to  your  Worfhips  >  more  of  your  converfation  would 
Infeft  my  brain,  being  the  herdfrneri  of  the  beaftly 
Plebeians.     I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 

[Brutus  and  Siciriius  ftand  ajide* 

As  Menenius  is  going  out,    Enter    Volumnia,  Virgilia, 

and  Valeria. 

How  now  my  (as  fair  as  noble)  ladies,  and  the  moon,- 
were  fhe  earthly,  no  nobler ;  whither  do  you  follow 
your  eyes  fo  faft  ? 

Vol.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Marcius  ap«* 
proaches  j  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let's  go. 

Men.  Ha!  Marcius  coming  home? 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius,  and  with  moft  profpfc* 
rous  approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee — \ 
hoo,  Marcius  coming  home ! 

Both.  Nay,  'tis  tru€. 

Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him,  the  State  hatrj 
another,  his  wife  another,  and,  I  think,  there's  one  at 
home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to  night :  A 
letter  for  me ! 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you,   I  faw't. 

Men.  A  letter  for  me!  it  gives  me  an  eftate  of  fever* 
years  health  ->  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  lip  at  the 
phyfician ;  the  moil  fovereign  prefcription  in  Galen  is 
but  Emperic,  and  to  this  prefervative  of  no  better  re- 

(12)  ■  <who,  in  a  cheap  Eftimation,    is  worth   all  your  Prede- 

ceffors  Jince  Deucalion,  tho*  peradventure,  fome  of  the  beft  of  them  woere 
hereditary  Hangmen.]  I  won't  pretend  to  affirm,  this  is  an  Imitation 
of  the  Clofe  of  Juvenal's  8th  Satire ;  though  it  has  very  much  the 
fame  Caft,  only  exceeds  it^  I  think,  in  Humour,  and  Poignancy  of 
Satire. 

Et  tamen  ut  longe  repetas,  longeq;  revolvas 

Nomen,  ab  infami  Gentem  deducis  Afylo  : 

Majorum  primus  quisquis  fuit  ille  tuorum, 

Ant  Paftor  fuit,  aut  illud  quod  dicere  nolo. 

D  z  port 
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port  than  a  horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded  ?  he  was 
wont  to  come  home  wounded. 

Fir.  Oh  no,  no,  no. 

Fol  Oh,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  Gods  for't. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  he  be  not  too  much  j  brings 
a'viclory  in  his  pocket?  the  wounds  become  him. 

Fol.  On's  brows,  Menenius  ;  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Hath  he  difciplin'd  Aufidius  foundly  ? 

Fol.  Titus  Lartius  writes,  they  fought  together,  but 
Aufidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  I'll  warrant  him 
that:  if  he  had  (laid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been 
fo  fidius'd  for  all  the  chcfts  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold 
that's  in  them.     Is  the  Senate  pofTeft  of  this? 

Fol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes  :  the  Se- 
nate has  letters  from  the  General,  wherein  he  gives 
my  fon  the  whole  name  of  the  war  :  he  hath  in  this 
action  out-done  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Fal.  Jn  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  fpokeof  him. 

Men.  Wondrous !  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  with- 
out his  true  purchafing. 

Fir.  The  Gods  grant  them  true ! 

Fol.  True?  pow,  waw. 

Men.  True  ?  I'll  be  fworn,  they  are  true.  Where  is 
he  wounded  ?  God  fave  your  good  Worfhips  j  — Marcius 
is  coming  home*  he  has  more  caufe  to  be  proud:  — 
where  is  he  wounded  ?  [To  the  Tribunes. 

Fol.  I'th'  fhoulder,  and  i'th'  left  arm*  there  will  be 
large  cicatrices  to  fhew  the  people,  when  he  fhall  ftand 
for  his  place.  He  receiv'd  in  the  repulfe  of  Tarquin 
feven  hurts  i'th'  body.  (13) 

(13)  He  receinS  d,  in  the  Repulfe  of  Tarquin,  Seven  Hurts  ith1  body. 

Men.  One  ith'  Keck,  and  two  fth'  Thigh:  there's  Nine,  that  I 
hnoi.i'.']  Seven,  —  one,  —  and  two,  and  thefe  make  but  nine?  Surely, 
we  may  with  Safety  affift  Menenius  in  his  Arithmetic^.  This  is  a 
ftupid  Blunder  ;  but  wherever  we  can  account  by  a  probable  Reafon 
for  the  Caufe  of  it,  That  directs  the  Emendation.  Heic  it  was  eafy 
for  a  negligent  Tranfcriber  to  omit  the  fecond  One  as  a  needlefs 
Repetition  of  the  firfr,  and  to  make  a  Numeral  word  of  too. 

Mr.  Warburton. 

Men. 
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Men.  Onei'th'  neck,  and  one  too  i'th'  thigh  ;  there's 
nine,  that  I  know. 

Vol.  He  had,  before  this  lad  expedition,  twenty  five 
wounds  upon  him. 

Men    Now  'tis  twenty  feven*  every  gafh  was  an  e- 
nemy's  Grave.    Hark,  the  trumpets. 

\_A Jhout  and  fiourijh. 

Vol.  Thefe  are  the  ufhers   o£  Marcius;    before  him 
he  carries  noife,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears: 
Death,  that  dark  Spirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lye; 
Which  being  advanc'd,  declines,   and  then  men  die. 

trumpets  found.  Enter  Cominius  the  General,  and  Ti- 
tus Lartius ;  between  them  Coriolanus,  crowrfd  with 
an  oaken  garland^  with  Captains  and  foldiers,  and  a 
herald. 

Her.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioli  gates,  where  he  hath  won, 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius. 
Welcome  to  Rome^  renowned  Coriolanus! 

[Sound.        Flourijh. 

All.  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus! 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart; 
Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  Sir,  your  mother,  ■ 

Cor.  Oh! 
You  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  Gods 
For  my  profperity.  [Kneels, 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  foldier,  up : 
My  gentle  Marcius^  worthy  Caius ,  and 
By  deed-atchieving  honour  newly  nam'd, 
What  is  it,  Coriolanus^  mult  I  call  thee  ? 
But  oh,  thy  wife 

Cor.  My  gracious  filence,  hail ! 
WoukTft  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  coffin'dhome. 
That  weep'ft  to  fee  me  triumph  ?  ah,  my  Dear, 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  fons. 

Men.  Now  the  Gods  crown  thee! 

D  5  Coil 
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Cor.  And  live  you  yet  ?  O  my  fweet  Lady,  pardon, 

[70  Valeria. 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn.    O  welcome  home* 
And  welcome,  General!  y'are  welcome  all. 

Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  welcomes :  I  could  weep, 
And  I  could  laugh,  I'm  light  and  heavy;- — ■  welcome! 
A  curfe  begin  at  very  root  on's  heart, 
1  hat  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee.  —  You  are  three, 
That  Rome  mould  dote  on :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men. 
We've  fome  old  crab-trees  here  at  home,  that  will  not 
Be  grafted  t6  your  relifli.     Welcome,  Warriors! 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle  j  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 

Cor.  Menenius^  ever,  ever. 

Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 

Cor.  Your  hand,  and  yours. 
Ere  in  our  own  houfe  I  do  fhade  my  head, 
The  good  Patricians  muft  be  vifited  -y 
(14)  From  whom  I  have  receiv'd  not  only  Greetings^ 
But,  with  them,  Charge  of  honours. 

Vol.  I  have  lived, 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  wifhes, 
And  buildings  of  my  fancy  5  only  one  thing 

(14)  From  nvhom  I  have  receinfd  not  only  Greetings, 

But,  with  them,  Change  of  Honours^]  Change  of  Honours  is  a 
very  poor  Expreifton,  and  communicates  but  a  very  poor  Idea.  I  have 
ventur'd  to  fubftitute,  Charge;  i.  e  a  frefli  Charge  or  Commiffion.  Thefe 
Words  are  frequently  miftaken  for  each  other.  So,  afterwards,  in  this 
Play  j 

To  tear  with  Thunder  the  wide  Cheeks  o  tP  Air, 

And  yet  to  change  thy  Sulphur  with  a  Bolt, 

That  Jhould  but  ri'Ve  an  Oak. 
For  here  we  muft  likewife  correct,  Charge ; 
And  fo  in  A  nth.  and  Cleopat. 

Oh,  that  I  knew  this  Husband,  which,  you  Jay,  muft  change  his  Horns 
with  Garlands  ! 

Here  likewife  we  muft  read,  Charge,  i.  e.  put  Garlands  upon  his  Horns. 
In  the  Maid's  Tragedy,  (by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher)  Charge  is  vice  tver/d 
printed  in  all  the  Editions  inftead  of  Change. 

For  we  were  wont  to  charge  our  Souls  in  Talk. 
This,  'tis  evident,  is  Nonfenfe ;  but  Friends,  by  the  Communication  of 
their  Thoughts  to  each  other,  are  finely  faid  to  exchange  Souls  in  Talk. 
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Is  wanting,  which,  I  doubt  nor,  but  our  Rome 
Will  caft  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  Mother,  I 
Had  rather  be  their  fervant  in  my  way, 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol.  \Tlourijh.         Cornets. 

[Exeunt  in  State,  as  before. 

Brutus,  and  Sicinius,  come  forward. 

Bru.  All  tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Are  fpe&acled  to  fee  him.     Your  pratling  nurfe 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  Baby  cry, 
While  me  chats  him :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Her  richeft  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck, 
Clambring  the  walls  to  eye  him  ;  Halls,  bulks,  windows, 
Are  fmother'd  up,  leads  fill'd,  and  ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  complexions}  all  agreeing 
In  earneftnefs  to  fee  him :  feld-fhown  Flamins 
Do  prefs  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puff 
To  win  a  vulgar  ftation  \  our  veil'd  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damask,  in 
Their  nicely-gawded  cheeks,  to  th'  wanton  fpoil 
Of  Phoebus'  burning  kifles  5  fuch  a  pother, 
As  if  that  whatfoever  God,  who  leads  him, 
Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  powers. 
And  gave  him  graceful  pofture, 

Sic.  On  the  fudden, 
I  warrant  him  Conful. 

Bru.  Then  our  Office  may, 
During  his  Power,  go  fleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temp'rately  tranfport  his  honours, 
From  where  he  fhould  begin  and  end,  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

Bru.  In  That  there's  comfort. 

Sic.  Doubt  not, 
The  Commoners,  for  whom  we  ftand,  but  they 
Upon  their  ancient  malice,  will  forget, 
With  the  lead:  caufe,  thefe  his  new  honours ;  which 
That  he  will  give,  make  I  as  little  queftion 
As  he  is  proud  to  do't. 

D  4  Bru* 
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Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear, 
Were  he  to  ftand  for  Conful,  never  would  he. 
Appear  i'th'  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  naplefs  Veflure  of  Humility  $ 
Nor  fhewing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  wounds 
To  th'  people,  beg  their  flanking  breaths. 

Sic.  'Tis  right. 

Bru.  It  was  his  word:  oh,  he  would  mifs  it,  rather 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  fuit  o'thr  Gentry, 
And  the  defire  o'th'  Nobles. 

Sic.  I  wifh  no  better, 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpofe,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  'Tis  mod  like,  he  will. 

Sic.  It  fhall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills, 
A  fure  defiruction. 

Bru.  So  it  mufl  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.     For  an  end, 
We  mufi  fuggeft  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
He  flill  hath  held  them  $  that  to's  power  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  filenc'd  their  Pleaders,  and 
Difproperty'd  their  freedoms  :  holding  them, 
In  human  action  and  capacity, 
Of  no  more  foul  nor  fitnefs  for  the  world, 
Than  camels  in  their  war,  who  have  their  provender. 
Only  for  bearing  burthens,  and  fore  blows 
For  finking  under  them. 

Sic.  (if)  This,  as  you  fay,  fuggefted 
At  fome  time,  when  his  foaring  infolence 
Shall  reach  the  people,  (which  time  fhall  not  want. 
If  he  be  put  upon't  $  and  that's  as  eafie, 
As  to  fet  dogs  on  fheep)  will  be  the  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  ftubblej  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

(15)  - This,  as  you  fay,  fuggejled 

At  fome  time,  nvhen  his  foaring  Infolence 
Shall  teach  the  People,  which,  (time  fhall  not  <voant, 
If  he  he  put  upont,  and  That's  as  eafie, 
As  to  fet  Dogs  on  Sheep)  njoill  he  the  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  Stubble ;  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  e<ver]  As  Nominatives  are  fbmetimes  want- 
ing 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Bru.  What's  the  matter? 

Mef.  You're  fent  for  to  the  Capitol :  'tis  thought, 
That  Marcius  mall  be  Conful :  I  have  feen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  fpeakj  the  Matrons  flung  their  gloves, 
Ladies  and  Maids  their  fcarfs  and  handkerchiefs, 
Upon  him  as  he  pafs'dj  the  Nobles  bended 
As  to  Jove^s  Statue,  and  the  Commons  made 
A  mower  and  thunder  with  their  caps  and  fhouts : 
I  never  faw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol, 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  th'  time, 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic.  Have  with  you.  \Exeunt. 

ing  to  the  Verb,  fo,  on  the  other  hand,  as  This  Paffage  has  been  all  a- 
long  pointed,  we  have  a  Redundance  :  for  two  relative  Pronouns,  this 

and  which,  ftand  as  Nominatives  to  will  be. There  is,  beiides, 

one  Word  flili  in  this  Sentence,  which,  notwithstanding  the  Concurrence 
of  the  printed  Copies,  I  fufpecl:  to  have  admitted  a  fmall  Corruption. 
Why  mould  it  be  imputed  as  a  Crime  to  Coriolanus,  that  he  was  prompt 
to  teach  the  People  ?  Or  how  was  it  any  foaring  Infolence  in  a  Patrician 
to  attempt  this  ?  The  Poet  mult  certainly  have  wrote. 

■  When  his  foaring  Infolence 

Shall  reach  the  People; 
i.  e.  When  it  mall  extend  to  impeach  the  Conduct,  or  touch  the  Cha- 
racter of  the  People.     A  like  Miftake,  upon  this  Word,  has  pofTefs'd  the 
Maid's  Tragedy  in  all  the  Copies. 

If  thy  hot  Soul  had  Subftance  with  thy  Bloody 

I  would  kill  That  too ;  which,  being  paji  my  Steel, 

My  Tongue  Jhall teach. 
For  here  too  we  muft  correct,  reach.     I  regulated  and  amended  this  Pa£ 
fege  in  the  Appendix  to  my  Shakespeare  Rejiord ;  and  Mr.  Pope  has 
reformed  it,  with  Me,  in  his  laft  Edition. 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Capitol. 

Enter  two  Officers,  to  lay  cuffoions. 

I  Off.   pOME,  come,  they  are  almofthere>  how 
V_v  many  ftand  for  Confulfhips  ? 

z  Off.  Three,  they  fay ;  but  'tis  thought  qf  every 
one,  Coriolanus  will  carry  it. 

i  Off.  That's  a  brave  Fellow,  but  he's  vengeance 
proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  People. 

z  Off.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  Men  that 
have  flatter' d  the  People,  who  ne'er  lov'd  them  ->  and 
there  be  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not 
wherefore ;  fo  that  if  they  love  they  know  not  why, 
they  hate  upon  no  better  a  ground.  Therefore,  for 
Coriolanus  neither  to  care  whether  they  love,  or  hate 
him,  manifefts  the  true  knowledge  he  has  in  their  dif- 
pofition,  and  out  of  his  noble  carelefsnefs  lets  them 
plainly  fee't. 

i  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love 
or  no,  he  wav'd  indifferently  'twixt  doing  them  nei- 
ther good,  nor  harm  :  but  he  fceks  their  hate  with 
greater  devotion  than  they  can  render  it  him  ;  and 
leaves  nothing  undone,  that  may  fully  difcover  him 
their  oppofite.  Now  to  feem  to  afFeft  the  malice  and 
difpleafure  of  the  People,  is  as  bad  as  That,  which  he 
diflikes,  to  flatter  them  for  their  love. 

2  Off.  He  hath  deferved  worthily  of  his  Country  : 
and  his  afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafie  degrees  as  thofe,  who 
have  been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  People  -y  bon^ 
netted,  without  any  further  deed  to  heave  them  at  all 
into  their  eftimation  and  report  :  but  he  hath  fo 
planted  his  honours  in  their  eyes,  and  his  actions  in 
their  hearts,  that  for  their  tongues  to  be  filent,  and 
not  confefs  fo  much,  were  a  kind  of  ingrateful  injury; 
to  report  otherwife,  were  a  malice,  that,  giving  it  felf 
the  lie,  would  pluck  reproof  and  rebuke  from  ev'ry 
ear  that  heard  it. 

i  Off.  No  more  of  hima  he  is  a  worthy  Man:  make 
way,  they  are  coming. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Patricians,  and  the  tribunes  of  the  People, 
Liclors  before  them  ;  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Comi- 
nius  the  Conful:  Sicinius  and  Brutus  take  their  places 
by  them/elves. 

Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  Volfcians,  and 
To  fend  for  Titus  Lartius^  it  remains, 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after- meeting, 
To  gratifie  his  noble  fervice,  that 
Hath  thus  flood  for  his  Country.    Therefore,  pleafe 

you, 
Molt  reverend  and  grave  Elders,  to  dehre 
The  prefent  Conful,  and  laft  General, 
In  our  well-found  fucceffes,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  Work  performed 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus-y  whom 
We  met  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himfelf. 

i  Sen.  Speak,  good  Cominius : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think, 
Rather  our  State's  defe&ive  for  requital, 
Than  we  to  ftretch  it  out.     Mailers  o'th'  People, 
We  do  requefl;  your  kindeft  ear ;  and,  after, 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  Body, 
To  yield  what  pafles  here. 

Sic.  We  are  convented 
Upon  a  pleafing  Treaty  3  (16)  and  have  hearts. 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  Theam  of  our  AfTembly. 

(16)    — •  and  have  Hearts 

Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 

The  Theam  of  our  JJJembly]  Without  Doubt  it  would  have  been 
more  proper  for  the  Tribune,  who  is  here  addreffing  himfelf  to  the  Se- 
nate, to  have  faid ; 

The  Theme  of  your  AJJembly. 
But  Shakefpeare,  contrary  to  the  Truth  of  Hiflory,  makes  the  Tribunes 
fit  in  the  Senate,  as  Part  of  that  Body.  For  'till  the  Lex  Attinia  (which 
Attinius  is  fupposM  by  Sigonius,  De  Vetere  Italiae  Jure,  to  have  been  con- 
temporary with  Quintus  Metellus  Macedonicus ;)  the  Tribunes  had  not  the 
Priviledge  of  entring  the  Senate,  but  had  Seats  placed  for  them,  near 
the  Door,  on  the  Outfide  of  the  Houfe.  Mr.  Warburton. 

Bru. 
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Bru.  Which  the  rather 
We  ihall  be  bleft  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  People,  than 
He  hath  hitherto  priz'd  them  at. 

Men.  That's  off,  that's  off: ■ 

I  would,  you  rather  had  been  filent :  pleafe  you 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak? 

Bru.  Mo  ft  willingly  : 
But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men.  He  loves  your  People, 
But  tye  him  not  to  be  their  bed-fellow  : 
Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak. 

[Coriolanus  rifes  and  offers  to  go  away. 
Nay,  keep  your  place. 

I  Sen.  Sit,  Coriolanus  j  never  fhame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Your  Honours'  pardon  : 
I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again, 
Than  hear  fay,  how  I  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope, 
My  words  dif-bench'd  you  not? 

Cor.  No,  Sir  5  yet  oft, 
When  blows  have  made  me  ftay,  I  fled  from  words. 
You  footh  not,  therefore  hurt  not:  but  your  people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh, 

Men.  Pray  now,  fit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  head  i'th'  Sun, 
When  the  Alarum  were  ftruck,  than  idly  fit 
To  hear  my  Nothings  monfter'd.        \_Exit  Coriolanus, 

Men.  Mailers  of  the  People, 
Your  multiplying  fpawn  how  can  he  flatter, 
That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one  ?  when  you  fee, 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour, 
Than  one  of's  ears  to  hear't.     Proceed,  Cominius. 

Com.  I  ihall  lack  voice;  the  Deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly.     It  is  held, 
That  valour  is  the  chiefeft  virtue,  and 
Mod  dignifies  the  Haver:  if  it  be, 
The  Man,  I  fpeak  of,  cannot  in  the  world 

8  Be 
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Be  fingly  counter- pois'd.     At  fixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome9  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others  :  our  then  Dictator, 
Whom  with  all  praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight, 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
The  bridled  lips  before  him :  he  bedrid 
An  o'er-preft  Romany  and  i'th'  Conful's  view 
Slew  three  Oppofers :  Tarquin" s  felf  he  met, 
And  flruck  him  on  his  knee :  in  that  day's  feats, 
When  he  might  act  the  Woman  in  the  Scene, 
He  prov'd  beft  Man  i'th'  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil-age 
Man-entred  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  Sea* 
(17)  And,  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  battels  fince, 
He  lurcht  all  fwords  o'th'  garland.    For  this  Jaft, 
Before,  and  in  Corioli9  let  me  fay, 

(17)  And  in  the  Brunt  of  feventeen  Battles  fince.]  I  cannot  help  mak- 
ing a  Remark  upon  this  Circumftance  of  our  Author's  Conduct,  whether 
carnal  or  designedly.  It  is  faid,  and  the  Fact  is  true,  that  he  has  fol- 
low'd  Plutarch  very  clofely  in  this  Story  ;  but  he  deviates  from  him  in 
one  Point,  by  which  he  feems  to  decline  a  ftrange  Abfurdity  in  the  Cal- 
culation of  Time.  Shakefpeare  tells  us,  that,  at  fixteen  Years  old,  Co- 
riolanus  began  his  Soldierfhip,  when  Tarquin  made  Head  to  regain  his 
Kingdom ;  and  that  in  feventeen  Battles  he  diftinguinVd  himfelf  with  ex- 
emplary Bravery  and  Succefs.  Plutarch  likewife  fays,  that  our  Hero  fet 
out  in  Arms  a  Youth,  that  his  firft  Expedition  was  when  Tarquin  made 
this  Pufh,  and  that  he  fignaliz'd  himfelf  in  War  for  feventeen  Years  fuc- 
ceffively.  Now  it  happens  a  little  unluckily  for  Plutarch's  Account  that 
this  Attempt  of 'Tarquin  was  made  Anno  U.  C.  258,  and  Coriolanus  was 
banifh'd,  nay  and  kill'd  within  the  Period  of  eight  Years  after  his  firft 

Campaign,  Anno  U.  C.  266. There  isfomething  again  lies  crofs  on 

the  other  Side,  that  if  Coriolanus  was  fo  young  when  he  commenced 
Soldier,  and  if  the  Interval  was  fo  fhort  betwixt  That  and  his  Banifh- 
ment,  he  was  too  young  to  have  been  admitted  a  Candidate  for  the  Con- 
fulfhip.  The  Compliment  of  that  Office  fo  early  to  any  Man  was  a  Pro- 
ftitution  of  Dignity,  that,  I  think,  was  never  made  'till  the  Times  of 
the  Emperours,  when  Servitude  had  debafed  the  very  Spirits  of  the  Ro- 
mans. 'Tis  certain,  there  is  fome  Miitake  in  the  Computation  of  this 
Great  Man's  Years.  I  mould  conjecture  (were  there  any  Proofs  to  fecond 
it)  that  he  ftarred  into  Notice  as  a  Soldier,  when  Tarquin  was  expell'd 
Romey  Anno  U.  C.  245  ;  and  allowing  him  only  to  be  eighteen  Years  of 
Age  then,  at  the  time  of  his  own  Banifhment  (U.  C.  264)  we  fhall  find 
him  37  Years  old ;  a  Period  of  Life,  at  which  the  City  could  fcarcely  have 
refus'd  One  of  his  extraordinary  Merit  the  Confuljbip.  ■  But  This 

is  no  more  than  an  Attempt  to  reconcile  Improbabilities  by  Guefs. 

I 
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I  cannot  fpeak  him  home :  he  ftopt  the  fliers, 

And  by  his  rare  example  made  the  coward 

Turn  terror  into  fport.     As  waves  before 

A  veffel  under  fail,  fo  Men  obey'd, 

And  fell  below  his  {tern:  his  fword,  (death's  {tamp) 

Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  face  to  foot : 

He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whofe  every  motion 

Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries:  alone  he  enter'd 

The  mortal  Gate  o'th'  City,  which  he  painted 

With  fhunlefs  deftiny  :  aidlefs  came  off, 

And  with  a  fudden  re-enforcement  {truck 

Corioli,  like  a  planet.     Nor  all's  this  $ 

For  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 

His  ready  fenfe,  when  ftreight  his  doubled  fpirit 

Requicken'd  what  in  flefh  was  fatigate, 

And  to  the  battel  came  he ;  where  he  did 

Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 

'Twere  a  perpetual  fpoil  j  and  'till  we  call'd 

Both  Field  and  City  ours,  he  never  ftood 

To  eafe  his  breafl;  with  panting. 

Men.  Worthy  Man ! 

1  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  meafure  fit  the  Honours* 
Which  we  devife  him. 

Com.  Our  fpoils  he  kick'd  at, 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'th'  world :  he  covets  lefs 
Than  Mifery  itfelf  would  give,  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them,  and  is  content 
To  fpend  his  time  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  noble, 
Let  him  be  called  for. 

Sen.  Call  Coriolanus. 

Off.  He  doth  appear. 

Enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  Senate,  Coriolanus^  are  well  pleas'd 
To  make  thee  Conful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  {till 
My  life,  and  fervices. 

Men. 
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Men.  It  then  remains 
That  you  do  fpeak  to  th'  People. 

Cor.  I  befeech  you, 
Let  me  o'er-leap  that  Cuftom  ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  Gown,  ftand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 
For  my  wounds'  fake,  to  give  their  fuffrages : 
Pleafe  you,  that  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  People  muft  have  their  voices, 
Nor  will  they  bate  one  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't :  pray,  fit  you  to  the  Cuftom, 
And  take  t'ye,  as  your  Predeceflbrs  have, 
Your  Honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  Part 
That  I  fhall  blufti  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  People. 
Bru.  Mark  you  That? 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I  did,  —  and  thus,— 
Shew  them  th'  unaking  fears,  which  I  would  hide, 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 

Of  their  breath  only • 

Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon't :  — 
We  recommend  t'ye,  Tribunes  of  the  People, 
Our  purpofe  to  them,  and  to  our  noble  Conful 
Wifh  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  (18)  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour! 

[Flourijh  Cornets.     Then  Exeunt, 
Manent  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Bru.  You  fee,  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  People. 
Sic.  May  they  perceive's  intent !  he  will  require  them, 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requefted 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  (10)  Come,  we'll  inform  them 
Of  our  proceedings  here  :  on  th'  market  place, 
I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  [Exeunt. 

(18)  Sic.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  Joy  and  Honour  /]  How  Mr.  Pope 
came  to  put  this  kindly  Wifti  in  the  Mouth  of  the  Tribune,  I  can't  fay. 
We  will  fuppoie  it  to  be  Chance-medley.  I  have  reftor'd  it  to  the  Body 
of  the  Senate,  with  all  the  preceding  Editions. 

(19)  Come y  <voe  II  inform  them 

Of  our  Proceedings  here  on  tti  Market  place, 
I  know  they  do  attend  us.]  But  the  Tribunes  were  not  jiow  on  the 

Market- 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Forum. 

Enter  [even  or  eight  Citizens. 

I  Cit.  (to)  /^\ NCE,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we 
V-/    ought  not  to  deny  him. 

z  Cit.  We  may,  Sir,  if  we  will. 

$  Cit.  We  have  Power  in  our  felves  to  do  it,  but  it 
is  a  Power  that  we  have  no  Power  to  do  -,  for  if  he 
Ihew  us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to 
put  our  tongues  into  thofe  wounds,  and  fpeak  for 
them :  fo,  if  he  tells  us  his  noble  deeds,  we  mult  alfo 
tell  him  our  noble  acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude 
is  monftrous}  and  for  the  multitude  to  be  ingrateful* 
were  to  make  a  monfter  of  the  multitude  >  of  the 
which,  we  being  Members,  fhould  bring  our  felves  to 
be  monftrous  Members. 

i  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little 
help  will  ferve  :  for  once  when  We  flood  up  about 
the  Corn,  he  himfelf  ftuck  not  to  call  us  the  many- 
headed  multitude. 

Market  place,  but  in  the  Capitol.  The  Pointing  only  Wants  to  be  redli- 
fied,  and  we  fhall  know  what  this  Magiftrate  would  fay  ;  m.  Come, 
I  know,  the  People  attend  us  in  the  Forum  ;  we'll  go  and  inform  them 
what  Proceedings  have  been  here  in  the  Senate. 

(20)  Oons  /  if  he  do  require  our  Voices,  *we  ought  not  to  deny  him.'] 
What  more  Anachronifms,  and  more  than  ever  the  Poet  either  defign'd 
or  flipt  into !  But  this,  like  the  boil'd  Pig  and  Colliflower  in  the  Farce, 
is  of  'Squire  Somebody  s  own  befpeaking ;  and  'twill  be  but  kind  to  let 
him  have  the  Difh  to  himfelf.  Mr.  Pope,  I  prefume,  hardly  thinks  that 
Blood  and  Wounds  ever  came  into  an  Oath,  'till  after  the  Crucifixion  of 
our  Saviour.  But,  to  fet  that  Queftion  apart,  our  Citizens  here  are  no 
fuch  bluftering  Blades.     They  fay  honeftly,  in  all  the  other  Editions,  no 

more  than  This:  * ■  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  Voices,  &c.  i.  e.    In 

a  word,  once  for  all,  I've  faid  it  once  and  I'll  Hand  to  it. " 
So  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

""Lis  once,  thou  lonPJl ; 
So  in  Anthonio  and  Cleopatra. 

Men.   Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  World? 

Pomp.   What  fay  (I  Thou  ? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  World  f  that's  twice. 

And  ia  a  number  more  of  Inflances, 

J  Cit, 
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J  Cit.  We  have  been  call'd  fo  of  many  $  not  thae 
bur  heads  are  fo  me  brown,  fome  black,  fome  auburn, 
fome  bald  ;  but  that  our  wits  are  fo  diverfly  colour'd  * 
and  truly,  I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  iflue  out  of 
one  fcull,  they  would  fly  Eaft,  Weft,  North,  South  % 
and  their  confent  of  one  direct  way  v/ould  be  at  once 
to  all  Points  o'th'  Gompafs. 

z  Cit.  Think  you  fo }  which  way,  do  you  judge,  my 
wit  would  fly  ? 

j  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  fo  foon  out  as  another 
man's  will,  'tis  ftrongly  wedg'd  up  in  a  blockhead: 
but  if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  fure,  fouthward. 

z  Cit.  Why  that  way  ? 

5  Cit.  To  lofe  it  felf  in  a  fog  ;  where-  being  three* 
parts  melted  away  with  rotten  dews*  the  fourth  would 
return  for  confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  Wife. 

z  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks  ■  ■  you 
may,  you  may  — 

3  Cit.  Are  you  all  refolved  to  give  your  voices  ?  but 
that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I  fay,  if 
he  would  incline  to  the  People,  there  was  never  a  wor- 
thier Man. 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  a  Gown^  with  Metieriius. 

Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  Gown  of  Humility,  mark 
his  behaviour :  we  are  not  to  ftay  all  together,  but  to 
come  by  him  Where  he  ftands,  by  one's,  by  two's,  and 
by  three's.  He's  to  make  his  requefts  by  particulars* 
wherein  every  one  of  us  has  a  fingle  honour,  in  giving 
him  our  own  voices  with  our  own  tongues  :  there- 
fore follow  me,  and  I'll  direct  you  how  you  fhall  go 
by  him. 

jill.  Content,  content. 

Men.  Oh,  Sir,   you  are  not  right  5   have  you  not 
known, 
The  worthier!:  Men  have  dotie't  ? 

Cor.  What  muft  I  fay  ? 
I  pray,  Sir, —  plague  upon't,  I  cannot  bring 
My  tongue  to  fuch  a  pace !  Look,  Sir,  —  my  wotinds— « 
I  got  them  in  my  Country's  fervice,  when 

Vol.  VI.  E  Some 
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Some  certain  of  your  Brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  noife  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  Oh  me,  the  Gods! 
You  muft  not  fpeak  of  that*  you  muft  defirc  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me  ?  hang  'em. 
(2.1)  I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  Virtues 
Which  our  Divines  lofe  by  'em. 

Men.  You'll  mar  all. 
I'll  leave  you :  pray  you,  fpeak  to  'em,  I  pray  you, 
In  wholfome  manner.  \Exit* 

Citizens  approach. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wafli  their  faces, 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean. —  So,  here  comes  a  brace: 
You  know  the  caule,  Sirs,  of  my  (landing  here. 

1  Cit.  We  do,  Sir  ->  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you 

to't. 
Cor.  Mine  own  defert. 

2  Cit.  Your  own  defert  ? 
Cor.  Ay,  not  mine  own  defire. 

1  Cit.  How !  not  your  own  defire  ? 

Cor,  No,  Sir,  'twas  never  my  defire  yet  to  trouble 
the  Poor  with  begging. 

1  Cit.  You  muft  think,  if  we  give  you  any  thing, 
we  hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'th'Confulfhip? 

1  Cit.  The  price  is,  to  ask  it  kindly. 

Cor.  Kindly,  Sir,  I  pray,  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds 
to  fliew  you,  which  mall  be  yours  in  private  :  your 
good  voice,  Sir  5  what  fay  you  ? 

2  Cit.  You  (hall  ha't,  worthy  Sir. 

Cor.  A  match,  Sir ;  there's  in  all  two  worthy  voices 
begg'd  :  I  have  your  alms,  adieu. 

1  Cit.  But  this  is  fomething  odd. 

2  Cit.  An  'twere  to  give  again; — but  'tis  no  matter. 

[Exeunt* 

(21)   I  nvould  they  nvould  forget  me,  like  the  Virtues 

Which  our  Divines  lofe  by  them.']  i.  e.  I  wifti  they  would  forget 
me,  as  they  do  thofe  virtuous  Precepts,  which  the  Divines  preach  up  to 
them;  and  lofe  by  them,  as  it  were,  by  their  neglecting  the  Practice. 

(two 
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Two  other  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  Hand  with  the  tune 
of  your  voices,  that  I  may  be  Conful,  I  have  here  the 
cuftomary  Gown. 

i  Cit.  You  have  deferved  nobly  of  your  Country, 
and  you  have  not  deferved  nobly. 

Cor.  Your  asnigma.  — 

i  Cit.  You  have  been  a  fcourge  to  her  enemies  > 
you  have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends }  you  have  not,  in- 
deed, loved  the  common  People. 

Cor.  You  fhould  account  me  the  more  virtuous,  that 
I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love*  I  will,  Sir,  flat* 
tcr  my  fworn  Brother,  the  People,  to  earn  a  dearer 
eftimation  of  them ;  'tis  a  condition  they  account  gen- 
tle: and  fince  the  wifdom  of  their  choice  is  rather  to 
have  my  cap  than  my  heart,  I  will  practife  the  infi- 
noating  nod,  and  be  off  to  them  moil  counterfeitly : 
that  is,  Sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the  bewitchment  of 
fome  popular  Man,  and  give  it  bountifully  to  the  De- 
firers :  therefore,  befeech  you,  I  may  be  Confuh 

z  Cit.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  Friend  $  and  there- 
fore give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

1  Cit.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your 
Country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  feal  your  knowledge  with  fhewing 
them.  I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  fo  trou- 
ble you  no  further. 

Both.  The  Gods  give  you  joy,  Sir,  heartily  !    [^Exe* 

Cor.  Moft  fweet  voices  - — ■•— * 
Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  ftarve, 
Than  crave  the  hire*  which  firft  we  do  deferVe. 
Why  in  this  woolviih  Gown  fhould  I  ftand  here, 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick^  that  do  appear, 
Their  needlefs  Voucher?  Cultom  calls  me  to't- 


What  Cuftom  wills  in  all  things,  fhould  we  do*t, 
The  duft  on  antique  time  would  lye  unfwept, 
And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heapt, 

For  truth  to  o'er-peer. Rather  than  fool  it  fo, 

Let  the  high  Office  and  the  Honour  go 

E  %  To 
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To  one  that  would  do  thus.  —  J  am  half  through  j 
The  one  part  fuffer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. 

Three  Citizens  more. 

Here  come  more  voices. 

Your  voices  —  for  your  voices  I  have  fought, 

Watch'd  for  your  voices  j  for  your  voices,  bear 

Of  wounds  two  dozen  and  odd :  battels  thrice  fix 

I've  feen,  and  heard  of:  for  your  voices,  have 

Done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more: — — •  your 

voices : 

Indeed,  I  would  be  Conful. 

i  Cit.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without 
any  honeft  man's  voice. 

z  Cit.  Therefore  let  him  be  Conful ,  the  Gods  give 
him  joy,  and  make  him  a  good  friend  to  the  People. 

AIL  Amen,  amen.     God  fave  thee,  noble  Conful. 

[Exeunt. 

Cor.  Worthy  voices  ! 

Enter  Menenius,  with  Brutus  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  You've  flood  your  limitation :    and  the  Tri- 
bunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice.     Remains, 
That  in  th'  official  marks  invefted,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  Senate. 

Cor.  Is  this  done? 

Sic.  The  Cuftom  of  Requeftyou  have  difcharg'd: 
The  people  do  admit  you,  and  are  fummon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where?  at  the  Senate-houfe  ? 

Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  May  I  change  thefe  garments  ? 

Sic.  You  may,  Sir. 

Cor.  That  I'll  ftraight  do  :  and  knowing  my  felf  again, 
Repair  to  th'  Senate-houfe. 

Men.  I'll  keep  you  company.  Will  you  along  ? 

Bru.  We  (lay  here  for  the  people. 

Sic.  Fare  you  well.  [_Exeunt  Coriol.  and  Men. 

He  has  it  now,  and  by  his  looks,  methinks, 

'Tis 
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'Tis  warm  at's  heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  Weeds:  will  you  difmifs  the  people  ? 

Enter  Plebeians. 

Sic.  How  now,    my  matters,     have  you   chofe  this 

man  ? 
i  Cit.  He  has  our  voices,  Sir. 
Bru.    We    pray  the    Gods,    he    may  deferve  your 

loves ! 
i  Cit.  Amen,  Sir :  to  my  poor  unworthy  notice, 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 
3  Cit.  Certainly,  he  flouted  us  down-right. 

1  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  fpeech,  he  did  not  mock 

us. 

2  Cit.  Not  one    amongft    us,  fave   your  felf,    but 

fays, 
He  us'd  us  fcornfully :  he  fhould  have  fhew'd  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receiv'd  for's  Country. 

Sic.  Why,  fo  he  did,  I  am  fure. 

All.  No,  no  man  faw  'em. 

3  Cit.  He  faid,  he'd  wounds,  which  he  could  fhew 

in  private; 
And  with  his  cap,  thus  waving  it  in  fcorn, 
I  would  be  Conful,  fays  he :  aged  Cuftom, 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  fo  permit  me ; 
Your  voices  therefore:    when  we  granted  that, 
Here  was ^-1  thank  you  for  your  voices  —thank 

you  — »- 

Your  moll  fweet  voices  ■         now  you  have  left  your 

voices, 
I  have  nothing  further  with  you.  Wa'n't  this  mockery  ? 

Sic.  Why,  cither,  were  you  ignorant  to  fee't  ? 
Or  feeing  it,  of  fuch  childifh  friendlinefs 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 
As  you  were  leflbn'd  -,    when  he  had  no  Power, 
But  was  a  petty  fervant  to  the  State, 
He  was  your  enemy  5  ftill  fpake  againft 
Your  liberties,  and  charters  that  you  bear 

E  ?  ?th' 


54  CORIOLANUS. 

I'th'  body  of  the  weal :  and  now  arriving 
At  place  of  potency,  and  fway  o'th'  State, 
If  he  mould  ftill  malignantly  remain 
Fall  foe  to  the  Plebeians,  your  voices  might 
Be  curfes  to  your  felves.     You  fliould  have  faid, 
That  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  flood  for  ;  fo  his  gracious  Nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Tranilate  his  malice  tow'rds  yon,  into  love, 
Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic,  Thus  to  have  (aid, 
As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touch'd  his  fpirit, 
And  try'd  his  inclination  5  from  him  pluck t 
Either  his  gracious  promife,  which  you  might, 
As  caufe  had  calPd  you  up,   have  held  him  to  5 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  gall-d  his  furly  nature ; 
"Which  eafily  endures  not  article, 
Tying  him  to  ought  *  fo,  putting  him  to  rage, 
You  mould  have  ta'en  th'  advantage  of  his  choler, 
And  pafs'd  him  unele&ed. 
Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 
He  did  follicit  you  in  free  contempt, 
When  he  did  need  your  loves  ?  and  do  you  think, 
That  his  contempt  lhall  not  be  bruifing  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crufh  ?  why  had  your  bodies. 
No  heart  among  you?  or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Againft  the  re&orihip  of  judgment? 

th.  Have  you, 
Ere  now,  deny'd  the  asker  ?  and,  now  again 
On  him  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  bellow 
Your  fu'd-for  tongues  ? 

3  Cit.  He's  not  confirm'd,  we  may  deny  him  yet. 
z  Cit,  And  will  deny  him : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  found. 

1  Cit.  I,  twice  five  hundred,    and   their   friends   tQ 

piece  'em. 
Bru.  Get  you  hence  inftantly,  and  tell  thofe  friends. 
They've  chofe  a  Conful  that  will  from  them  take 
r\  heir  liberties  j  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking, 

As 
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As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo. 
Sic.  Let  them  aflemble* 
And  on  a  fafcr  Judgment  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  election :  enforce  his  Pride, 
And  his  old  hate  to  you ;  befides,  forget  not, 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  Weed  j 
How  in  his  fuit  he  fcorn'd  you:  but  your  loves, 
Thinking  upon  his  fervices,  took  from  you 
The  apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance  $ 
Which  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fafhion 
After  th'  inveterate  hate  he  bears  to  you. 

Bru.  Nay,  lay  a  fault  on  us,   your  Tribunes,  that 
We  labour'd  (no  impediment  between) 
But  that  you  muft  caft  your  election  on  him. 

Sic.  Say,  you  chofe  him,   more  after  our  command- 
ment, 
Than  guided  by  your  own  affections  j 
And  that  your  minds,  pre-occupied  with  what 
You  rather  muft  do,  than  what  you  mould  do, 
Made  you  agaihft  the  grain  to  voice  him  Conful. 
Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bru.  Ay,  fpare  us  not :   fay,   we   read    lectures  to 
you, 
How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  Country, 
How  long  continued  ;  and  what  ftock  he  fprings  of, 
The  noble  Houfe  of  Marcius;  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Marcius,  Numa's  daughter's  fon, 
Who,  after  great  Hoftilius^  here  was  King  : 
Of  the  fame  houfe  Publius  and  Quint  us  were,  (11) 

That 

(22)  Of  the  fame  houfe  Publius  —  ]  I  have  taken  notice,  in  the 
Courie  of  thefe  Notes,  of  many  Anachronifms  knowingly  committed  by 
our  Author :  I  cannot  help  observing,  that  He  is  guilty  of  more  than 
One  here,  thro'  an  Inadvertence,  and  Defire  of  copying  Plutarch  at  all 
Hazards.  This  Paflage,  as  Mr.  Pope  rightly  informs  us,  is  dire Ct\y 
translated  from  that  Greek  Biographer :  but  I'll  tell  Mr.  Pope  a  piece 
of  Hiftory,  which,  I  dare  fay,  he  was  no  more  aware  of  than  our 
Author  was.  Plutarch,  in  the  Entrance  of  Coriolanus's  Life,  tracing 
the  Origin  of  the  Marcian  Family,  blends  his  Account  not  only  witn 
the  Ancefors,  but  the  Defendants  of  that  Great  Man  :  and  Shakefpeare 
in  his  hafie,  (or  perhaps,  his  Inacquaintance  with  this  particular 
Point i)  not  attending  to   Plutarch's  Drift;    but  taking  all  the  Perfons 

E  4  named 
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That  our  heft  water  brought  by  conduits  hither. 
And  CenforinuSy  darling  of  the4  people, 
(And  nobly  nam'd  fo  for  twice  being  Cenfor) 
Was  his  great  Anceftor. 

Sic.  One  thus  defcended, 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  perfon  wrought, 
To  be  fet  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances ;  but  you  have  found, 
Scaling  his  prefent  Bearing  with  his  paft, 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  approbation.  ' 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don't, 
(Harp  on  that  ftill)  but  by  our  putting  on  % 
And  prefently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number, 
Repair  to  th'  Capitol. 

All.  We  will  fo  i  almoft  all  repent  in  their  election. 

[Exeunt  Plebeians. 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on  : 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  ftay  paft  doubt  for  greater  : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 

named  to  be  Coriolanus\  Anceftors ;  has  ftrangely  tripp'd  in  Time,  and 
made  his  Tribune  talk  of  Perfons  and  Things  not  then  in  Being.  For 
Inftance,  he  is  made  to  talk  of  Cenfor  s\  Now  Coriolanus  was  kilFd-in 
the  Year,  after  Rome  built,  266 :  But  no  Cenfors  were  ever  created  at 
Rome  'till  46  Years  after  that  Period,  in  the  Year  312.  Again;  here 
is  Mention  not  only  of  a  Cenjor,  but  of  Cenforinus.  Now  Cuius  Mar- 
cius  Rutilus,  when  he  came  a  fecond  time  to  that  Office,  on  Account 
of  the  known  Law  propounded  by  him,  was  dignified  with  that  addi- 
tional Name,  in  the  Year  487.  But  This  was  not  till  220  Years 
after  Coriolanus  %  Death.  And  then,  again,  here  is  mention  of  the 
Marcian  Waters  being  brought  into  Rome.  But  we  have  the  poiitive 
Teftimony  of  Julius  Frontinus,  that  they  had  no  Aquee  duels  at  Rome 
till  the  Year  441  ;  and  that  the  Marcian  Water  was  not  introduced 
till  the  Year  613  :  So  that  the  Tribunes  are  made  to  talk  of  a  Fact 
347  Years  later  in  Time  than  the  Period  of  Coriolanus.  I  would  not 
be  fuppofed  to  found  any  Merit  on  this  Difcovery ;  much  lefs,  to  be 
defirous  of  con  vising  my  Author  of  fuch  Miftakes;  but  I  thought  it 
proper  to  decline  a  Charge  of  Ignorance,  that  might  have  been  laid 
at  my  Door,  had  I  pafs'd  this  Affair  over  in  Silence.  Mr.  Pope, 
his  plain,  tho'  he  took ;  the  Pains  to  add  the  Conjectural  Line  about 
Cenforinus,  was  not  aware  of  this  Confufion  in  Point  of  Chronology, 
or  of  our  Author's  innocent  Trefpafs.     Non  omnia  pojfumus  omnes. 

With 
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With  their  refufal,  both  obfervc  and  anfwer 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic.  To  th'  Capitol,  come  * 
We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o'th'  people  : 
And  this  {hall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  [Exeunt. 


ACT      III. 

SCENE,  a  publick  Street  in  Rome, 

Cornets.     Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Cominius, 
Titus  Lartius,  and  other  Senators. 

Coriolanus. 

TUHus  Aufidius  then  had  made  new  head? 
Lart.  He  had,  my  Lord  5  and  that  it  was, 
which  caus'd 
Our  fwifter  compofition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Volfcians  ftand  but  as  at  firft, 
Ready,  when  time  fhall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon's  again. 

Com.  They're  worn,  Lord  Conful,  fo, 
That  we  (hall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 
Their  Banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius? 

Lart.  On  fafe-guard  he  came  to  me,  and  did  curfe 
Again  ft  the  Volfcians ',  for  they  had  fo  vilely 
Yielded  the  Town ;  he  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

Lart.  He  did,  my  Lord. 

Cor.  How?- what?  — 

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you,  fword  to  fword: 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  earth  he  hated 
Your  perfon  molt ;  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 

To 
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To  hopelefs  reftitution,  fo  he  might 
Be  call'd  your  vanquifher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 

Lart.  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wifh,  I  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there  •, 
To  oppofe  his  hatred  fully.  —  Welcome  home. 

[To  Lartius. 
Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Behold !  thefe  are  the  Tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o'th'  common  mouth  :  I  do  defpife  them  j 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority 
Againft  all  noble  fufferance. 

Sic.  Pafs  no  further. 

Cor.  Hah !  ■ what  is  that !  — • 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on  — no  further. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change? 

Men.  The  matter? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pafs'd  the  Nobles  and  the  Com- 
mons ? 

Bru.  CominiuS)  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  childrens  voices  ? 

Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way*    he  {hall   to  th'   niarker, 
place, 

Bru.  The  people  are  incens'd  againft  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 
Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor.  Are  thefe  your  herd  ? 
Muft  thefe  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And  ftraight  difclaim  their  tongues?    what  are  your 

4%  ill  /"•  (*  Q     r 

You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  teeth? 
Have  you  not  fct  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor   It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  Nobility  : 
Suffer'c,  and  live  with  fuch  as  cannot  rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

nru    Call't  not  a  plot  j 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them  j  and,  of  late, 
When  corn  was  given  them  gratis,  you  reprn  d; 
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Scandal'd  the  fuppliants  for  the  people  *  call'd  them 
Time-pleafers,  flatterers,  foes  to  Noblenefs. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  inform'd  them  fince? 

Bru.  How !  I  inform  them ! 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufinefs. 

Bru.  Not  unlike,  each  way,  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  Why  then  fhould  I  be  Conful  ?  by  yond  clouds, 
Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  Fellow-Tribune. 

Sic.  You  fhew  too  much  of  That, 
For  which  the  people  ftirj  if  you  will  pafs 
To  where  you're  bound,    you  muft  enquire  your  way 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  fpirit, 
Or  never  be  fo  noble  as  a  Conful, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  Tribune. 

Men.  Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people   are  abus'd.  — •  Set   on  5  ~  thi$ 
paltring  (2,3) 
Becomes  not  Rome :  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deferv'd  this  fo  dilhonour'd  Rub,  laid  falfly 
I'th9  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn  I 
This  was  my  fpeech,  and  I  will  fpeak't  again  — *— 

Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 

Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  Sir,  now. 

Cor.  Now  as  I  live,  I  will  ■ 

As  for  my  nobler  friends,  I  crave  their  pardons : 

But  for  the  mutable  rank-fcented  Many, 

Let  them  regard  me,  as  I  do  not  flatter, 

And  there  behold  themfelves  :  I  fay  again, 

In  foothing  them,  we  nourifh  'gainfl:  our  Senate 

(23)  The  People  are  abused,  fet  on;  ]  This  is  pointed,  as  if  the  Senfe 
were,  the  People  are  fet  on  by  the  Tribunes :  but  I  don't  take  That 
to  be  the  Poet's  Meaning.  Cominius  makes  a  fingle  Reflection,  and 
then  bids  the  Train  fet  forward,  as  again  afterwards; 

Wellt  On  to  th?  Market  place. 
And  fo  in   Julius  Ceefar ; 

Set  on,  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 

The 
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The  cockle  of  rebellion,  infolence,  fedition, 

Which  we  our  felves  have  plow'd  for,  fow'd  and  fcat- 

ter'd, 
By  mingling  them  with  us,   the  honour'd  number : 
Who  lack  not  Virtue,  no,  nor  Power,  but  that 
Which  we  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men.  Well,  no  more  ■ 

Sen.  No  more  words,  we  befeech  you • 

Cor.  How  ! no  more ! 

As  for  my  Country  I  have  ihed  my  blood, 
Not  fearing  outward  force  5  fo  (hall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  'till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  meafles, 
Which  we  difdain  mould  tetter  us,  yet  feek 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  fpeak  o'th'  people,  as  you  were  a  God 
To  punifh,  not  a  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  'Twere  well,  we  let  the  people  know't. 

Men.  What,  what!  his  choler? 

Cor.  Choler !  were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  deep, 
By  Jove^  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind 
That  fhall  remain  a  poifon  where  it  is, 
Not  poifon  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain? 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows?  mark  you 
His  abfolute  (hall? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.  Shall! - 

O  good,  but  mod  unwife  Patricians,  why, 

You  grave,  but  wreaklefs  Senators,  have  you  thus 

Given  Hydra  here  to  chufe  an  officer, 

That  with  his  peremptory^//,  being  but 

The  horn  and  noife  o'th'  monfters,    wants  not  fpirit 

To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch, 

And  make  your  channel  his  ?  If  he  have  power, 

Then  vail  your  ignorance ;  if  none,  awake  r 

Your  dangqrous  lenity:  if  you  are  learned, 

Be  not  as  common  fools  5  if  you  are  not, 

Let  them  have  cufhions  by  you.     You're  Plebeians, 

If  they  be  Senators^  and  they  are  no  lefs, 

When, 
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When,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  great'ft  tafte 
Moil  palates  theirs.     They  chufe  their  magiftrate ! 
And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  Jhall^ 
His  popular yifo//,  againft  a  graver  Bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece!  By  Jove  himfelf, 
It  makes  the  Confuls  bafe  j  and  my  foul  akes 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 
Neither  fupream,  how  foon  Confufion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  Both,  and  take 
The  one  by  th'  other. 

Com.  Well On  to  th'  market-place. 

Cor.  Who  ever  gave  that  counfel,  to  give  forth 
The  corn  o'th'  ftorehoufe,  gratis, ..as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece  • 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor.  Though  there  the  people   had   more  abfolutc 
Power  : 
I  fay,  they  nourifh'd  difobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  State. 

Bru.  Why  (hall  the  people  give 
One,  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  I'll  give  my  reafons, 
More  worthy  than  their  voice.     They  know,  the  corn 
Was  not  our  recompence  \  refting  aflur'd, 
They  ne'er  did  fervice  for't$  being  preft  to  th'  war, 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  State  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates :    this  kind  of  fervice 
Did  not  deferve  corn  gratis:  Being  i'th'  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  fhew'd 
Moft  valour,  fpoke  not  for  them.     Th9  accufation, 
Which  they  have  often  made  againft  the  Senate, 
All  caufe  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native 
Of  our  fo  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then? 
How  (hall  this  Bofom-multiplied  digeft 
The  Senate's  courtefie  ?   let  deeds  exprefs, 
What's  like  to  be  their  words  —  wedidrequeft  it  — 
We  are  the  greater  poll,  and  in  true  fear 

They  gave  us  our  demands. Thus  we  debafe 

The  nature  of  our  Seats,    and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears  j  which  will  in  time  break  ope 

The 
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The  locks  o'th'  Senate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 
To  peck  the  eagles  — - 

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over  meafure. 

Cor.  No,  take  more. 
What  may  be  fworn  by,  both  divine  and  human, 
Seal  what  I  end  withal! — This  double  worfhip,     - 
"Where  one  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Infult  without  all  reafon*  where  gentry,  title,  wifdorrij 
Cannot  conclude  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  gen'ral  ignorance,  it  muft  omit 
Real  neceffities,  and  give  way  the  while 
T'  unliable  flightnefs  ;  purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  follows, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe.  Therefore,  befeech  you, 
(You  that  will  be  lels  fearful  than  difcreet, 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  State 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  of  'tj  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wifh 
To  vamp  a  body  with  a  dangerous  phyfick, 
That's  fure  of  death  without  *,)  at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  poifon.     Your  dishonour 
Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  State 
Of  that  integrity  which  fhould  become  it  : 
Not  having  power  to  do  the  good  it  would, 
For  th'  ill  which  doth  controul  it* 

Bru.  H'as  faid  enough. 

Sic.  H'as  fpoken  like  a  traitor,  and  {hall  anfwer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch  !  Defpight  o'erwhelm  thee !  — 
What  fhould  the  people  do  with  thefe  bald  Tribunes  ? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  th'  greater  bench.   In  a  Rebellion, 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  muft  be,  was  law, 
Then  were  they  chofen  ;  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  faid,  it  muft  be  meet, 
And  throw  their  Power  i'th'  duft. 

Bru.  Manifeft  treafon * 

Sic.  This  a  Conful?  no* 

Bru. 
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Bru.  The  JEdileS)  ho !  let  him  be  apprehended. 

[JEdiles  enter. 

Sic.  Go  call  the  people,  in  whofe  name  ray  felf 
Attach  thee  as  a  traiterous  innovator: 
A  foe  to  th'  publick  weal.    Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  thine  anfwer. 

{Laying  hold  on  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

All.  We'll  furety  him. 

Com.  Ag'd  Sir,  hands  off. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  fhall  fhake  thy  bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help  me,  citizens. 

Enter  a  Rabble  of  Plebeians,  with  the  iEdilcs. 

Men.  On  both  fides,  more  refpect. 

Sic.  Here's  he,  that  would  take  from  you  all  your 
power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  JEdiles. 

All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him! 

1  Sen.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons! 

[They  all  buflle  about  Coriolanus. 

Tribunes,  Patricians,  Citizens what  hoe  ■ 

SiciniuS)  Brutus^  Coriolanus^  citizens ! 

All.  Peace,  peace,  peace,  flay,  hold,  peace! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be? —  I  am  out  of  breath  5 
Confufion's  near,  I  cannot  fpeak.— —You  Tribunes, 
CoriolanuSy    patience  5  fpeak,  Sicinius. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  people — peace. 

All.  Let's  hear  our  Tribune  5   peace  >   fpeak,  fpeak, 
fpeak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  liberties  : 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  :  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  nam'd  for  Conful. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie. 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sic.   What  is  the  city,  but  the  people? 

All.  True,  the  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  confent  of  all,  we  were  eftabliih'd 

The 
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The  people's  magiftrates. 

All.  You  fo  remain. 

Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat  % 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation, 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  diftin£tly  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sic.  This  deferves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  Hand  to  our  Authority, 
Or  let  us  lofe  it ;  we  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o'th*  people,  in  whofe  power 
We  were  cle&ed  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  prefent  death. 

Sic.  Therefore  lay  hold  on  him  > 
Bear  him  to  th'  rock  Tarpeian^  and  from  thence 
Into  deftruftion  caft  him. 

Bru.  Mdilesi  feize  him. 

All  Pk.  Yield,  Marcius ,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  wordj  'befeech  you,  Tribunes, 
hear  me  but  ai  word ■  ••    •-  -. 

JEdiles.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  Country's  friends** 
And  temp'rately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.  Sir,  thofe  cold  ways, 
That  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poifonous^ 
Where  the  difeafe  is  violent.     Lay  hands  on  him, 
And  bear  him  to  the  Rock.         [Cor.  draws  his  Sword, 

Cor.  No*  I'll  dye  here. 
There's  fome  among  you  have  beheld  me  righting, 
Come  try  upon  your  felves,  what  you  have  feen  me. 

Men.  Down  with  that  fword  j  Tribunes,  withdraw 
a  while. 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Men.  Help  Marcius^  help  —  you  that  be  noble,  help 
him  young  and  old. 

All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him.  \JLxeunt. 

\Jn  this  mutiny^  the  Tribunes,  the  ./Ediles,  and  the 
people  are  beat  in. 

Meni 
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Men.  Go,  get  you  to  your  houfe ;  be  gone,  away^ 
All  will  be  naught  elfe. 

2  Sen.  Get  you  gone. 

Com.  Stand  fail,  we  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

Men*  Shall  it  be  put  to  That? 

Sen.  The  Gods  forbid  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  houfe, 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  caufe. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  fore, 
You  cannot  tent  your  fe\t->  begone,  'befeech  you. 

Com.  Come,  Sir,  along  with  us. 

Men.  1  would,  they  were  Barbarians^  (as  they  are. 
Though  in  Rome  litter"  d  $ )  not  Romans  :  (as  they  are 

not, 
Though  calved  in  the  porch  o'th'  Capitol:) 
Begone,  put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue. 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground  I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  my  felf  take  up  a  brace  o'th'  beft  of 
them  j  yea,  the  two  Tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetick  5 
And  manhood  is  call'd  fool'ry,  when  it  Hands 
Againft  a  falling  fabriek.     Will  you  hence. 
Before  the  tag  return,  whofe  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone  1 
I'll  try,  if  my  old  wit  be  in  requeft 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little 5    this  mud  be  patent 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com.  Come,  away.  {Exeunt  Coriolanus  and  Comings* 

1  Sen.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Nepfime  for  his  trident, 

Or  Jove  for's  power  to  thunder :  his  heart's  his  mouth : 

What  his  bread  forges,  that  his  tongue  mud  vent  $ 

And  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 

He  heard  the  name  of  death.  S^A  wife  within* 

Here's  goodly  work. 

2  Sen.  I  would  they  were  a-bed, 

I  Vol.  VI  F  Men, 
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Men.  I  would,  they  were  in  Tyber. —  What,  the  ven> 
geance, 
Could  he  not  fpeak  'em  fair? 

Enter  Brutus  and  Sicinius,  with  the  rabble  again* 

Sic.  Where  is  this  viper, 
That  would  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  every  man  himfelf  ? 

Men.  You  worthy  Tribunes' 

Sic.  He  mail  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  Rock 
With  rigorous  hands ;  he  hath  refilled  Law, 
And  therefore  Law  fhall  fcorn  him  further  tryal 
Than  the  feverity  of  publick  Power, 
Which  he  fo  fets  at  nought. 

i  Cit.  He  fhall  well  know,  the  noble  Tribunes  arc 
The  people's  mouths,  and  we  their  hands. 

AIL  He  fhall,  be  fure  on't. 

Men.  Sir,  Sir, — 

Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you  mould  buthunt 
With  modeft  warrant. 

Sic    Sir,  how  comes  it,  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men    Hear  me  fpeak  $ 
As  I  do  know  the  Conful's  worthinefs, 
So  can  I  name  his  faults — 

Sic.  Conful!  — what  Conful! 

Men.  The  Conful  Coriolams. 

Bru.  He  Conful !  — 

All.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no.  [people, 

Men.  If  by   the   Tribunes  leave,   and  yours,  good 
I  may  be  heard,  I'd  crave  a  word  or  two  $ 
The  which  fhall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm, 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then, 
For  we  are  peremptory  to  difpatch 
This  viperous  traitor  5  to  ejeft  him  hence,  (24) 

Were 

(24)  '       ■     To  ej£ft  him  hence 

Were  but  one  danger,  and  to  keep  him  hen 
Our  certain  Death  i}  This  Reading,  which  ha6  obtain  d  in  the 

priced 
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Were  but  our  danger  $  and  to  keep  him  here* 
Our  certain  death*  therefore  it  is  decreed, 
He  dies  to  night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  Gods  forbid, 
That  our  renowned  Rome9  whofe  gratitude 
Tow'rds  her  deferving  children  is  enrolled 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  Unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own! 

Sic.  He's  a  difeafe  that  muft  be  cut  away. 

Men.  Oh,  he's  a  limb,  that  has  but  a  difeafe  % 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  off  5  to  cure  it,  eafie. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome^  that's  worthy  death? 
Killing  our  enemies,  the  blood  he  hath  loft 
(Which  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  That  he  hath$ 
By  many  an  ounce)  he  dropt  it  for  his  Country : 
And  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  Country, 
Were  to  us  all  that  do't,  and  fufFer  it, 
A  brand  to  th'  end  o'th'  world. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kamme. 

Bru.  Meerly  awry :  when  he  did  love  his  Country^ 
It  honour'd  him. 

Men.  The  fervice  of  the  foot 
Being  once  gangreen'd,  it  is  not  then  refpected 
For  what  before  it  was 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more. 
Purfue  him  to  his  houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence  % 
Left  his  infection*  being  of  ^catching  nature, 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word  : 
This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  fhall  find 
The  harm  of  unskann'd  fwiftnefs,  will  (too  late) 
Tye  leaden  pounds  to's  heels.     Proceed  by  proeefij 
Left  Parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out,' 
And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  It  'twere  fo > 

Sic,  What  do  ye  talk  ? 

printed  Copies,  deftroys   that  Climax   which  evidently  feems   deign'd 
here,    and  flattens  the    Sentiment.        In   my    Opinion,    the     Tribune 
would  (ay,  "  To  banifli  him,   will  be  hazardous  to  Us ;   to  let  him  re- 
gain at  horns,  oar  certain  Deftrudion. 

F  ?,  Have 
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Have  we  not  had  a  tafte  of  his  obedience  ? 
Our  Mdiles  fmote,  our  felves  refitted,  come  - 


Men.  Confider  this  >  he  hath  been  bred  i'th'  wars 
Since  he  could  draw  a  fword,  and  is  ill-fchool'd 
In  boulted  language  ;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftinftion.     Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  fhall  anfwer  by  a  lawful  form, 
In  peace,  to  his  utmpft  peril. 

i  Sen.  Noble  Tribunes, 
It  is  the  humane  way  :  the  other  courfe 
Will  prove  too  bloody,  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius^ 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer. 
Mafters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.  Meet  on  the  forum ;  we'll  attend  you  there, 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Martins^  we'll  proceed 
In  our  firit  way. 

Men.  I'll  bring  him  to  you. 
Let  me  defire  your  company  $  he  muft  come, 
Or  what  is  worft  will  follow. 

1  Sen.  Pray,  let's  to  him.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  CoriolanusV  Houfe. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  with  Nobles. 

Cor.  T    ET  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears,  prefentme 
JLj  Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horfes  heels, 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  Rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  ftretch 
Below  the  beam  of  fight,  yet  will  I  Hill 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 

Noble.  You  do  the  nobler. 
Cor.  I  mufe,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 

8  To 
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To  call  them  woollen  vafTals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  fell  with  groats;   to  fhew  bare  heads 
In  congregations,  yawn,   be  ftill,  and  wonder, 
When  one  but  of  my  Ordinance  flood  up 
To  fpeak  of  Peace  or  War ;  (I  talk  of  you) 
Why  did  yo'u  wifh  me  milder?   wou'd  you  have  me 
Falfe  to  my  nature?  rather  fay,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

Vol.  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  Power  well  on, 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Cor.  Let  it  go.  — 

Vol.  You  might  have  been   enough   the  man  you 
are, 
With  ftriving  lefs  to  be  fo.     LefTer  had  been  (if) 
The  Thwartings  of  your  difpofitions,  if 
You  had  not  fhew'd  them  how  ye  were  difpos'd 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you* 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

Vol.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  Menenius,  with  the  Senators. 

Men.  Come,  come,  you've  been  too  rough,  fome- 
thing  too  rough  : 
You  muft  return,  and  mend  it. 

Sen.  There's  no  remedy, 
Unlefc,  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  City 
Cleave  in  the  midft,  and  perifh. 

Vol,  Pray,  be  counfell'd  ; 
I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours, 
But  yet  a  brain  that  leads  my  ufe  of  anger 
To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  faid,  noble  woman  : 

(25)  ■ Leffer  had  been 

The  Things  t'hat  thwart  your  Difpofitions,'] 
The  old  Copies  exhibit  it, 

The  Things  of  your  Difpofitions 
A  few  Letters  replaced,  that  by  iome  Carelefnefs  drcp\3  out,    reflore  Us 
uie  Poet's  genuine  Reading  ; 

The  Thwartings  of  your  Difpofitions. 

F  3  Before 
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(26)  Before  he  ihould  thus  iloop  to  th'  Herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'th'  times  craves  it  as  phyfick 
For  the  whole  State,  I'd  put  mine  armour  on, 
"^Vhich  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  muft  I  do  ? 

Men.  Return  to  th'  Tribunes. 

Cor.  Well,  what  then?  what  then  ? 

Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 

Cor.  For  them  ?« 1  cannot  do  it  for  the  Gods, 

Muft  I  then  do't  to  them? 

Vol.  You  are  too  abfolute, 
Tho'  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble, 
But  when  Extremities  fpeak.     I've  heard  you  fay, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unfever'd  Friends, 
I'th'  war  do  grow  together :  grant  That,  and  tell  me 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lofes, 
That  they  combine  not  there? 
L'  Cor.  Turn,  tufh 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol.  If  it  be  honour  in  your  wars,  to  feem 
The  fame  you  are  not,  which  for  your  beft  ends 
You  call  your  policy :  how  is't  lefs,  or  worfe, 
That  it  thall  hold  companionfhip  in  peace 
With  Honour,  as  in  War  5  fince  that  to  both 
It  fland  in  like  requeit  ? 

Cor.  Why  force  you  this? 

Vol.  Becaufe  it  lies  on  you  to  fpeak  to  th'  People  : 
Not  by  your  own  inftru£Hon,  nor  by  th'  matter 
Which  your  heart  prompts  you  to,  but  with  fuch  words 
But  roated  in  your  tongue  ->  baftards,  and  fyllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  difhonours  you  at  all, 

(26)  Before  he  thusjhould  Jloof  tStJy  Heart, ]   But  how  did  Corio- 

Janus  ftoop  to  his  Heart  ?  he  rather,  as  we  vulgarly  exprefs  it,  made  his 
proud  Heart  ftocp  to  the  Neceffity  of  the  Times.  I  am  perfuaded,  my 
Emendation  gives  the  true  Reading.     So,  before,  in  this  Play  j 

Are  thefe your  Herd? 
So,  in  Julius  Ctefar  i 

When  he  percei<vd,  the  common  Herd  njoas  glad  hi  refits' d  the  Cro<vui;s 
&c. 

And  in  many  other  Parages  t 

Than 
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Than  to  take  in  a  Town  with  gentle  words, 

Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 

The  hazard  of  much  blood.  — • 

I  would  diflemble  with  my  nature,  where 

My  fortunes,  and  my  friends  at  flake,  required 

I  mould  do  fo  in  honour.     (17)  I'm  in  this 

Your  Wife,  your  Son,  thefe  Senators,  the  Nobles.  — 

And  you  will  rather  mew  our  general  lowts 

How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  'em, 

For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  fafeguard 

Of  what  that  Want  might  ruin ! 

Men.  Noble  Lady! 
Come,  go  with  us,  fpeak  fair :  you  may  falve  fo 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  paft. 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee  now,  my  Son, 
Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand, 
And  thus  far  having  ftretch'd  it  (here  be  with  them) 
Thy  knee  buffing  the  ftones  \  (for  in  fuch  bufinefs 
Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  th'  ignorant 
More  learned  than  the  ears ;)  (18)  waving  thy  head, 
Which  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  flout  heart, 

{27)  ■  Fm  in  this 

Tour  Wife,  your  Son  :  the  Senators  the  Nobles, 
And  Yqu  &c]  The  Pointing  of  the  printed  Copies  makes  flark 
Nonfenfe  of  this  Paffage.  Volumnia  is  perfuading  Coriolanus  that  he 
ought  to  flatter  the  People,  as  the  general  Fortune  was  at  Stake  ;  and  fays, 
that,  in  this  Advice,  She  fpeaks  as  his  Wife,  as  his  Son ;  as  the  Senate,  and 
Body  of  the  Patricians ;  who  were  in  ibme  Meafure  link'd  to  his  Con- 
duct. Mr.  Wat-burton* 

(28)  ■ — -  ■  ■  waving  thy  Head, 

Which  often,   thus,  correcting  thy  ji out  Heart ?\  ?But  do  any  of  the 
Ancient,  or  Modern  Matters  of  Elocution  prefcribe  the  waving  the  Heady 
when  they  treat  of  Action  ?  Or  how  does  the  waving  the  Head  correct  the 
Stoutnefs  of  the  Heart,  or  evidence  Humility  ?  Or  laftly,  where  is  the 
Senfe  or  Grammar  of  thefe  Words,  Which  often  thus  &c.  Thefe  Queftions 
are  fufficicnt  to  mew  the  abfurd  Corruption  of  thefe  Lines.,  I  would  read 
therefore ; 

———————.——  <wa<ving  thy  Hand, 

Which  foften  thus,  ccrrecling  thy  fiout  Heart  \ 
This  is  a  very  proper  Precept  of  Action  hiking  the  Occafion;  Wave  thy 
Hand,  fays  She,  and  foften  the  Action  of  it  thus,  - — -  then  ftrike  upon 
thy  Breait,  and  by  that  Action  fhevv  the  People  thou  hail  corrected  thy 
flout  Heart,    All  here  is  £ne  and  proper.  Mr.  Warburton. 

F  4  Moft 
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Now  humble  as  the  ripeft  Mulberry, 

That  will  not  hold  the  handling  :  or  fay  to  them, 

Thou  art  their  Soldier,  and,  being  bred  in  broils, 

Haft  not  the  foft  way,  which  thou  doit  confefs 

Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim, 

In  asking  their  good  loves  >  but  thou  wilt  frame 

Th>   ielr  (foriooth)  hereafter  theirs  fo  far,    . 

As  thou  haft  power  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done, 
Ev'n  as  fhe  fpeaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were  yours  | 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free, 
As  words  to  little  purpofe. 

Vol.  Pr'ythee  now, 
Go  and  be  rul'd :  altho',  I  know,  thou'dft  rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  Gulf 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower. 

Enter  Cominius, 

Here  is  Cominius. 

Com.  I've  been  i'th'  Market-place,  and,  Sir,  'tis  fis 
You  have  ftrong  Party,  or  defend  your  felf 
By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfence :  all's  in  anger. 

Men.  Only,  fair  fpeech. 

Com.  I  think,  'twill  ferve,  if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  fpirit. 

Vol.  He  muft  and  will: 
Pr'ythee  now,  lay  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Cor.  Muft  I  go  {hew  them  my  unbarbed  fconce  ? 
Muft  my  bafe  tongue  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  muft  bear  ?  well,  I  will  do't  : 
(ip)  Yet  were  there  but  this  fingle  Plot  to  lofe, 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dull;  fhould  grind  it, 
And  throw't  againft  the  wind.     To  th'  Market-place  ! 

(29)   Yet  ivere  there  but  this  Jingle  Plot,  to  lofe 

This  Mould  of  Mar ci us,]    The  Pointing  of  all    the  Imprefnons. 
ihews,  the  Editors  did  not  underftand  this  Paifage.      What  Phi  is  this, 

they  are  dreaming  of,  to  lofe  the  Mould  of  Marcius  ? —  But  Plot  and 

Mould  are  but  one  and  the  fame  Thing  ;  and  mean  no  more  than  the 
Flefh  and  Subftance  of  Marcius 's  Body.  "  Were  there  no  other  Conie- 
*•  quences  annexed,  fays  He,  than  the  Deftru&ion  of  my  Body,  they 
I'  ihoald  grind  it  to  Powder  $  &V. 

You've 
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You've  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  Part,  which  never 
I  fhall  difcharge  to  th'  life. 

Com.  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol.  Ay,  pr'ythee  now,  fweet  Son>  as  thou  haftfaid, 
Mv  praifes  made  thee  firft  a  Soldier,  fo, 
To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a  Part 
Thou  haft  not  done  before. 

Cor.  Well,  I  muftdo't: 
Away,  my  Difpofition,  and  pofTefs  me 

.me  Harlot's  fpirit !  my  throat  of  war  be  turn'd, 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  Eunuch,  or  the  Virgin  voice 
That  Babies  lulls  afleep  !  the  fmiles  of  Knaves 
Ttat  u,  my  cheeks,  and  fchool-boys  tears  take  up 
The  glaffes  of  my  fight !  a  Beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips,  and  my  arm'd  knees5 
Which  bow'd  but  in  my  ftirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms!  — I  will  not  do't,»- —  « 
Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 
And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  moft  inherent  bafenefs. 

Vol.  At  thy  choice  then : 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dishonour, 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  to  ruin,  let 
Thy  Mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  ftoutnefs :  for  I  mock  at  Death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do,  as  thou  lift  : 
Thy  valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fuck'dft  it  from  me : 
But  own  thy  pride  thy  felf. 

Cor.  Pray,  be  content : 
Mother,  I'm  going  to  the  Market-place: 
Chide  me  no  more.     I'll  mountebank  their  loves, 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belov'd 
Of  all  the  Trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going  : 
Commend  me  to  my  Wife.     I'll  return  Conful, 
Or  never  truft  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
I'th'  way  of  flattery  further. 

Vol.  Do  your  will.  \_Exit  Volumnia- 

Com.  Away,  the  Tribunes  do  attend  you :  arm 
Your  felf  to  anfwer  mildly :  for  they're  prepar'd 

With 
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With  accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ftrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor.  The  word  is,  mildly.  — Pray  you,  let  us  go. 
Let  them  accufe  me  by  invention  ;  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  honour. 

Men.  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then,  mildly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Forum. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  T  N  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affe&s 

X   Tyrannic  Power  :  if  he  evade  us  there, 
Inforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  People, 
And  that  the  Spoil,  got  on  the  Antiates^ 
Was  ne'er  diftributed.     What,  will  he  come? 

Enter  an  iEdile. 

r/Ed.  He's  coming. 

Bru.  How  accompanied  ? 

JEd.  With  old  MeneniuS)  and  thofe  Senators 
That  always  favour'd  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd, 
Set  down  by  th'  poll  ? 

JEd.  I  have;  'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic.  Have  you  collected  them  by  Tribes  ? 

jEd.  I  have. 

Sic.  Affemble  prefently  the  People  hither, 
And,  when  they  hear  me  fay,  It  fhall  be  fo, 
I'th'  right  and  ftrength  o'th'  Commons  5  (be  it  either 
For  Death,  for  Fine,  or  Banifhment,)  then  let  them. 
If  I  fay  Fine,  cry  Finej  if  Death,  cry  Death  j 
Infilling  on  the  old  Prerogative 
And  Power  i'th'  truth  o'th'  Caufe, 

jEd.  I  will  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  begun  to  cry, 
Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a  Din  confus'd 

Inforce 
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Inforce  the  prefent  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  fentence. 

jEd.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  ftrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
When  we  fhall  hap  to  give't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it.  \_Exit  iEdile. 

Put  him  to  choler  ftreight ;  he  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  word 
Of  contradiction.     Being  once  chaft,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temp'rancej  then  he  fpeaks 
What's  in  his  heart  j  and  That  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  and  Cominius, 
with  others. 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 

Cor.  Ay,  as  an  hoftler,  that  for  the  pooreft  piece 
j  Will  bear  the  Knave  by  th'  volume :  —  The  honour'd. 

Gods 
Keep  Rome  in  fafety,  and  the  Chairs  of  Juftice 
Supply  with  worthy  men,  (30)  plant  love  amongfi:  you, 
Throng  our  large  Temples  with  the  ihews  of  peace, 
And  not  our  ftreets  with  war ! 

1  Sen.  Amen,  amen. 

Men.  A  noble  wifh. 

Enter  the  ./Edile  with  the.  Plebeians. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  People. 
jEd.  Lilt  to  your  Tribunes :  audience  ; 
Peace,  I  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Both  Tri.  Well,  fay :  peace,  ho* 

(30)  — ■  -plant  Love  among  You, 

Through,  our  large  Temples  with  the  Shews  of  Peace, 
And  not  our  Streets  with  War.]  Though  this  be  the  Reading  or" 
all  the  Copies,  it  is  flat  Nonfenfe.  There  is  no  Verb  either  expreft,  of 
«nderilood,  that  can  govern  the  latter  Part  of  the  Sentence.  I  have  no 
Doubt  of  my  Emendation  reltoring  the  Text  rightly,  becaufe  Mr.  *War- 
burton  flarted  the  fame  Conjecture,  unknowing  that  I  had  meddled  with 
the  Paffoge> 
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Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  farther  than  this  prefent  ? 
Mufl  all  determine  here? 

Sic.  I  do  demand, 
If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  People's  voices, 
Allow  their  Officers,  and  are  content 
To  fufFer  lawful  Cenfure  for  fuch  faults 
As  fhall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? 

Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  Citizens,  he  fays,  he  is  content  : 
The  warlike  fervice  he  has  done,  confider  j 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  fhew 
Like  Graves  i'th'  holy  Church-yard. 

Cor.  Scratches  with  briars,  fears  to  move  Laughter 
only. 

Men.  Confider  further : 
That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  Citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  Soldier  -y  ($i)  do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  founds ; 
But,  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  Soldier. 
Rather  than  envy,  you 

Com.  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor.  What  is  the  matter, 
That  being  paft  for  Conful  with  full  voice, 
I'm  fo  difhonour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Sic.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 

Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriv'd  to  take 
From  Rome  all  leafon'd  Office,  and  to  wind 
Your  felf  unto  a  Power  tyrannical ; 
For  which  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  People. 

(3 1 )  '    »  '   do  not  take 

His  rougher  Adions  for  malicious  Sounds :]  I  have  no  manner  of 
Apprehenfion  how  a  Man's  Atlions  can  be  miftaken  for  Words.  It  would 
be  very  abfurd,  as  well  as  extraordinary,  were  I  to  do  a  faucy  Thing 
in  Company,  for  the  Perfon  offended  to  tell  me,  Sir,  you  give  me  very 
impudent  Language.  This  would  be,  certainly,  taking  Aclions  for 
Sounds  :  — — —  We  may  remember,  a  Roughnefs  of  Accent  was  one  of  Co- 
riolanus^s  diftinguifhing  Characlerifticks.  I  corrected  this  PafTage  in  the 
Appendix  to  my  Shakespeare  Re/IoSd,  and  Mr.  Pope  has  embraced  it 
in  his  laft  Edition, 
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Cor.  How?  Traitor? 

Men.  Nay,  temperately :  your  promife. 

Cor.  The  fires  i'th'  loweft  hell  fold  in  the  people! 
Call  me  their  traitor  !  thou  injurious  Tribune ! 
Within  thine  eyes  fate  twenty  thoufand  deaths, 
In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers  j  I  would  fay, 
Thou   lieft,  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free, 
As  I  do  pray  the  Gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people? 

All.  To  th'  Rock  with  him. 

Sic.  Peace: 
We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  Charge  : 
What  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak, 
Beating  your  Officers,  curfing  your  felves, 
Oppofing  laws  with  ftroaks,  and  here  defying 
Thofe  whofe  great  Power  muft  try  him,  even  this 
So  criminal,  and  in  fuch  capital  kind, 
Deferves  th'  extreameft  death. 

Bru.  But  fince  he  hath 
Serv'd  well  for  Rome • 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  fervice? 

Bru.  I  talk  of  That,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You  ? ■ 

Men.  Is  this  the  promife,  that  you  made  your  Mo- 
ther ? 

Com.  Know,  I  pray  you 

Cor.  I'll  know  no  farther: 
Let  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabond  exile>  fleaing,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a-day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word  3 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  have't  with  faying,  good  morrow. 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  lyes)  from  time  to  time 
Envy'd  againft  the  People  5  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  Power  j  as  now  at  laft 
Giv'n  hoftile  flroaks,  and  that  not  in  the  prefence 
Of  dreaded  juftice,  but  on  the  Minifters 

That 
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That  do  diftribute  it  5  in  the  Name  o'th'  People, 

And  in  the  Power  of  us  the  Tribunes,  we 

(Ev'n  from  this  inftant)  banifh  him  our  City  -, 

In  peril  of  precipitation 

From  off  the  Rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 

To  enter  our  Rome's  Gates.     I'th'  People's  Name, 

I  fay,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

All.  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fhall  be  fo ;  let  him  away  : 
He's  banilh'd,  and  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Com.    Hear   me,    my   Mafters,    and    my   common 
Friends  - 

Sic.  He's  fentenc'd :  no  more  hearing. 

Com.  Let  me  fpeak  : 
(31)  I  have  been  Conful,  and  can  fhew  for  RomV 
Her  Enemies  Marks  upon  me.     I  do  love 
My  Country's  Good,  with  a  refpect  more  tender, 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  Wife's  eftimate,  her  womb's  increafe, 
And  treafure  of  my  loins :  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that- 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift.     Speak  what  ? 

Bru.  There's  no  more  to  be  faid,  but  he  is  banifh'<3 
As  enemy  to  the  People,  and  his  Country. 
It  fhall  be  fo. 

All.  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  curs,  whofe  breath  I  hate, 
As  reek  o'th'  rotten  fenns ;  whole  loves  I  prize, 
As  the  dead  carkafTes  of  unburied  men, 
That  do  corrupt  my  air:  I  banifh  you. 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  ; 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  fhake  your  hearts  j 

(32)   /  have  been  Conful,  and  can  Jhe-w  from  Rome 

Her  Enemies  Marks  upon  me  ?~\  How,  from  Rome  ?  Did  he  re- 
ceive hoftile  Marks  from  his  own  Country  ?  No  fuch  Thing  :  He  re- 
ceiv'd  them  in  the  Service  of  Rome .  So,  twice  in  the  Beginning  of  next 
A&,  it  is  faid  of  Coriolanus  ; 

, . Had* ft  "Thou  Fox/hip 

To  banijh  him,  that  jiruck  more  Blows  for  Rome, 
Than  Thou  haft /poke n  Words  ? 

And  again  ; 

Good  Man  I  the  Wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  ! 

Your 
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Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 
Fan  you  into  Defpair :  have  the  Power  ftili 
To  banilh  your  Defenders,  till  at  length, 
Your  ignorance  (which  finds  not,  till  it  feels  j 
Making  but  refervation  of  your  felves 
Still  your  own  enemies)  deliver  you, 
As  molt  abated  captives,  to  fome  Nation 
That  won  you  without  blows.    Defpifing  then 
For  you,  the  City,  thus  I  turn  my  back : 

There  is  a  world  elfewhere 

[Exeunt  Coriolanus,  Cominius,  and  others. 
[jThe  people  Jb out)  and  throw  up  their  caps. 
JEdile.  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  gone! 
AIL  Our  enemy   is  banifli'dj    he   is    gone!    Hoo! 

hoo ! 
Sic.  Go  fee  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  him 
As  he  hath  follow'd  you ;  with  all  defpight 
Give  him  deferv'd  vexation.     Let  a  Guard 
Attend  us  through  the  City. 
AIL  Come,  come  5  let's  fee  him  out  at  the  gates  5 
come. 
The  Gods  preferve  our  noble  Tribunes !  — -  come. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT 


O  CORIOLANUS. 


A    C    T    IV. 

S  C  E  N  E;    before  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  Menenius* 
Cominius,  with  the  young  Nobility  0/Rome. 

Coriolanus. 

COrne,  leave  your   tears:    a    brief    farewel:    the 
beaft 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away.  Nay,  mother  , 
Where  is  your  ancient  Courage?  you  were  us'd 
To  fay,  Extremity  was  the  trier  of  fpirits, 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear  j 
That,  when  the  Sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Shew'd  mafterfhip  in  floating.  Fortune's  blows. 
When  molt  ftruck  home,  being  gently  warded,  craves 
A  noble  Cunning.     You  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Fir.  Oh  heav'ns !  O  heav'ns ! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman  — — 

Vol.  Now  the  red  peftilence  ftrike  all  trades  in  Rome^ 
And  occupations  perifli. 

Cor.  What!  what!  what! 
I  {hall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lack'd.     Nay,  mother, 
Refume  that  fpirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  fay, 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules^ 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  fav'd 
Your  husband  fo  much  fvveat.     Cominius, 
Droop  not  j  adieu:  farewel,  my  wife  !    my  mother  ! 
I'll  do  well  yet.     Thou  old  and  true  Menemus, 
Thy  tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  man's, 
And  venomous  to  thine  eyes.  My  fometime  General, 

I've 
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I've  feen  chee  ftern,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld 

Heart- hardning  fpe&acles.     Tell  thefe  fad  Women, 

'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  ftroaks, 

As  'tis  to  laugh  at  'em.     Mother,  you  wot, 

My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  folace  j  and 

Believe't  not  lightly,  (tho'  I  go  alone, 

Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 

Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen:)  your  Son 

Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 

With  cautelous  baits  and  practice. 

Pol.  My  firft  Son, 
Where  will  you  go?  take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while ;  determine  on  fome  courfe, 
More  than  a  wild  expofure  to  each  chance, 
That  ftarts  i'th'  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  Gods ! 

Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devife  with  thee 
Where  thou  fhalt  reft,  that  thou  may'ft  hear  of  us, 
And  we  of  thee.    So,  if  the  time  thruft  forth 
A  Caufe  for  thy  Repealj  we  fhall  not  fend 
O'er  the  vaft  world,  to  feek  a  {ingle  man; 
And  lofe  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
I'th'  abfence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.  Fare  ye  well : 
Thou'ft  years  upon  thee,  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  war's  furfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruis'd  >  bring  me  but  out  at  gate.     . 
Come,  my  fweet  Wife,  my  deareft  Mother,  and 
My  Friends  of  noble  touch :  when  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  fmile.     I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  {hall 
Hear  from  me  ftill,  and  never  of  me  ought 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 
As  any  ear  can  hear.     Come,  let's  not  weep. 
If  I  could  fhake  off  but  one  (even  years 
From  thefe  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  Gods, 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand.  [Exeunt. 

Vol.  VI.  G  Enter 
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Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus,  with  the  ^Edile. 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home,  he^s  gone ;  and  we'll  no  fur- 
ther. 
Vex'd  are  the  Nobles,  who,  we  fee,  have  fided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru.  Now  we  have  fhewn  our  Power, 
JLet  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home* 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  ftrength. 

Bru.  Difmifs  them  home. 
Here  comes  his  Mother. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Menenius. 

Sic.  Let's  not  meet  her. 

Bru.  Why? 

Sic.  They  fay,  fhe's  mad. 

Bru.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us :  keep  on  your  way. 

Vol.  Oh,  y'are  well  met  : 
The  hoorded  plague  o'th'  Gods  requite  your  love ! 

Men.  Peace,  peace ;  be  not  fo  loud. 

Vol.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  mould  hear- 
Nay,  and  yoti  mail  hear  fome. —  Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Virg.  You  ihall  flay  too :  — I  would,  I  had  the 

Power 
To  fay  fo  to  my  Husband. 

Sic.  Are  you  man-kind? 

Vol.  Ay?  fool :  is  that  a  fhame  ?  note  but  this  fool. 
Was  not  a  Man  my  Father?  had  ft  thou  foxfhip 
To  baniih  him  that  ftruck  more  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  haft  fpoken  words 

Sic.  Oh  blefTed  heav'ns ! 

Vol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wife  words, 
And  for  Rome's  Good — Til  tell  thee  what  —  yet  go  — 

Nay,  but  thou  fhalt  ftay  too- .  I  would,  my  Son 

Were  in  Arabia,  and  thv  tribe  before  him, 
His  good  fword  in  his  hand. 

Sic.  What  then? 

Virg. 
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Virg.  What  then?  he'd  make  an  end  of  thy  Pofterity. 

Vol.  Baftards,  and  all. 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rpme  t 

Men.  Gome,  come,  peace. 

Sic.  I  would,  he  had  continued  to  his  Country 
As  he  began*  and  not  unknit  himfelf 
The  noble  Knot  he  made. 

Bru.  I  would,  he  had. 

Vol.  I  would,  he  had! 'twas  you  incens'd  the 

rabble  : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worthy 
As  I  can  of  thofe  myfleries  which  Heav'n 
Will  not  have  Earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 

Vol.  Now,  pray,  Sir^  get  you  gone* 
YouVe  done  a  brave  deed:  ere  you  go,  hear  this: 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  houfe  in  Rome;  fo  far  my  Son, 
This  Lady's  Husband  here,  this,  (do  you  fee) 
Whom  you  have  banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic.  Why  flay  you  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  wits?  £Ex.  Tribunes, 

Vol  Take  my  prayers  with  you. 
I  wifh,  the  Gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do, 
But  to  confirm  my  Curfes !  Could  I  meet  'em 
But  once  a-day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lyes  heavy  to't. 

Men.  You've  told  them  home, 
And,  by  my  troth,  have  caufe :  you'll  fup  with  me  ? 

Vol.  Anger's  my  meat,  I  fup  upon  my  felf, 
And  fo  fhall  ftarve  with  feeding  :  come,  let's  go, 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
In  anger,  Juno-like :  come,  come,  fie,  fie !      [Exeunt 
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SCENE  changes  to  Antium. 

Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Volfcian. 

Rom.  T  Know  you  well,  Sir,  and  you  know  me:  your 
X  name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vol.  It  is  fo,  Sir:  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman,  but  my  fervices  are  as  you  are, 
againft'em.     Know  you  me  yet? 

Vol.  Nicanor?  no. 

Rom.  The  fame,  Sir. 

Vol.  You  had  more  beard  when  I  laft  faw  you,  but 
your  favour  is  well  appeared  by  your  tongue.  What's 
the  news  in  Rome?  I  have  a  note  from  the  Volfcian 
State  to  find  you  out  there.  You  have  well  faved  me 
a  day's  journey. 

Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  ftrange  infurrecti- 
ons :  the  People  againfl  the  Senators,  Patricians,  and 
Nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been !  is  it  ended  then  ?  our  State  thinks 
not  fo  :  they  are  in  a  moft  warlike  preparation,  and 
hope  to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  divifion. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  pad,  but  a  fmall  thing 
would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  Nobles  receive 
fo  to  heart  the  Banifhment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus, 
that  they  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs  to  take  all  Power  from 
the  People,  and  to  pluck  from  them  their  Tribunes  for 
ever.  This  lies  glowing,  I  can  tell  you  5  and  is  al- 
moft  mature  for  the  violent  breaking  out. 

Vol.  Coriolanus  banifh'd  ? 

Rom.  Banifh'd,  Sir. 

Vol.  You  will  be  welcone  with  this  intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.  I  have 
heard  it  faid,  the  fie  ted  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife, 
h  when  fhe's  fallen  out  with  her  husband.  Your  no- 
ble Tullus  Jujldius  will  appear  well  in  thefe  wars,  his 
great  Oppofer  Coriolanus  being  now  in  no  requeft  of  his 
Country. 

Vol 
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Vol  He  cannot  chute.  I  am  moft  fortunate,  thus 
accidentally  to  encounter  you.  You  have  ended  my 
bufjnefs,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rom.  I  ihail  between  this  and  flipper  tell  you  moft 
ftrange  things  from  Rome  -9  all  tending  to  the  Good  of 
their  Adversaries.     Have  you  an  Army  ready,  fay  you? 

Vol.  A  moft  royal  one.  The  Centurions  and  their 
Charges  diftinftly  billetted,  already  in  the  entertain* 
ment,  and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readinefs,  and  am 
the  Man,  I  think,  that  fhall  fee  them  in  prefent  action. 
So,  Sir,  heartily  well  met,  and  moft  glad  of  your  com- 
pany. 

Vol.  You  take  my  part  from  me,  Sir,  I  have  the 
moft  caufe.  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.  \JLxeunt9 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  mean  Apparel^  djfguifd  and 

muffled. 

Cor.  A  goodly  City  is  this  Antium. City, 

'Tis  I,  that  made  thy  widows  :  Many  an  heir 

Of  thefe  fair  edifices  for  my  wars 

Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  ;  then  know  Me  not, 

Le$  that  thy  wives  with  fpits,  and  boys  with  ftones, 

In  puny  battel  flay  me.     Save  you,  Sir. 

Enter  a  Citizen, 

Cit.  And  you. 

Cor.  Direft  me,  if  it  be  your  will,  where  great  Au* 
fidius  lies  : 
Is  he  in  Antium? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  feafts  the  Nobles  of  the  State,  u 
his  houfe  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  houfe,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Cit.  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  Sir  :  Farewel.  \_Exit  Citizen, 

Oh,  world,  thy  flippery  Turns!  friends  now  faft  fworn, 
Whofe  double  boibms  feem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whofe  hours,  whofe  bed,  whofe  meal  and  exercife 
Are  ftill  together,  who  twine  (as  'twere)  in  love 

Q  j  Unfe* 
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Unfeparable,  {hall  within  this  hour, 

On  a  diflenfion  of*if  doit,  break  out 

To  bittereft  enmity.     So  felleft  foes, 

Whofe  paflions  and  whofe  plots  have  broke  their  fleep 

To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance, 

Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  fhall  grow  dear  friends, 

And  inter-join  their  iflues.     So,  with  me* • 

My  birth-place  have  I  and  my  lovers  left  5 

This  enemy's  Town  I'll  enter ;  if  he  flay  me, 

He  does  fair  juftice*  if  he  give  me  way, 

I'll  do  his  Country  fervice.  [Exit* 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Hall  in  AufidiusV  Houfe. 

Mufick  plays*     Enter  a  Serving-man. 

1  Ser.  TT7INE,  wine,  wine!  what  fervice  is  here ? 
VV     I  think,  our  fellows  are  afleep.       [Exit* 

Enter  another  Serving-man. 

z  Ser.  Where's  Cotus  ?  my  Matter  calls  for  him  : 
Cotus. 

Enter  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  A  goodly  houfe  >  the  feaft  fmells  well ;  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  gueft. 

Enter  the  firft  Serving-man. 

1  Ser.  What  would  you  have,  friend  ?  whence  are 
you  ?  here's  no  place  for  you  :  pray,  go  to  the  door. 

[Exit. 

Cor.  I  have  deferv'd  no  better  entertainment,  in  be- 
ing Coriolanus*  [Afide. 

Enter  fecond  Servant. 

z  Ser.  Whence  are  you,  Sir?  has  the  porter  his  eyes 
in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  companions  ? 
pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor.  Away  ! 

z  Ser.  Away?- get  you  away. 

Cor. 
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Cor.  Now  thou'rt  troublefom. 
z  Ser.  Are  you  fo  brave  ?  I'll  -MrVe  you  talk'd  with 
anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant.     'The  fir  ft  meets  him. 

3  Ser.  What  Fellow's  this? 

1  Ser.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on :  I  cannot 
get  him  out  o'th'  houfe :  pr'ythee,  call  my  Mailer  to 
him. 

3  Ser.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  Fellow  ?  pray  you, 
avoid  the  houfe. 

Cor.  Let  me  but  ftand,  I  will  not  hurt  your  hearth, 

3  Ser.  What  are  you  ? 

Cor.  A  Gentleman, 

3  Ser.  A  marvellous  poor  one. 

Cor.  True  5  fo  I  am. 

3  Ser.  Pray  you,  poor  Gentleman,  take  up  fome  o- 
ther  ftation,  here's  no  place  for  you ;  pray  you,  avoid : 
come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  funftion,  go  and  batten  on  cold 
bits.  {Pujhes  him  away  from  him. 

3  Ser.  What,  will  you  not?  pr'ythee,  tell  my  Mailer, 
what  a  ftrange  Gueft  he  has  here. 

z  Ser.  And  I  fhall.  {Exit  Second  Servjng-n?ani, 

3  Ser.  Where  dwell'ft  thou? 

Cor.  Under  the  Canopy. 

3  Ser.  Under  the  Canopy  ? 

Cor.  Ay. 

3  Ser.   Where's  that  ? 

Cor.  I'th'  City  of  Kites  and  Crows. 

3  Ser.  I'th'  City  of  Kites  and  Crows?  what  an  Afs 
it  is!  then  thou  dwell'ft  with  Daws  too? 

Cor.  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  Mafter. 

3  Ser.  How,  Sir!  do  you  meddle  with  my  Matter? 

Cor.  Ay,  'tis  an  honefter  fervice,  than  to  meddle 
with  thy  Miftrefs:  thou  prat'ft,  and  prat'ft;  ferve  with 
thy  trencher:  hence.  {Beats  him  away, 

G  4  Entw 
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Enter  Aujjjdius,  with  a  Serving-man. 

Auf.  Where  is  this  Fellow  ? 

z  Ser.  Here,  Sir  ;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog, 
but  for  difturbing  the  Lords  within. 

Auf.  Whence  com'ft  thou  ?   what   would'ft  thou  ? 
thy  name? 
Why  fpeak'ffc  not?  fpeak,  Man:  what's  thy  name? 
Cor.  If,  TulluSy  yet  thou  know 'ft  me  not,   and  fee* 
ing  me, 
Doft  not  yet  take  me  for  the  Man  I  am, 
Necefiity  commands  me  name  my  felf. 
Auf.   What  is  thy  name? 
Cor.  A  name  unmufical  to  Volfcian  ears, 
And  harfh  in  found  to  thine. 

Auf.  Say,  what's  thy  name? 
Thou  haft  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in't  -,  though  thy  tackle's  torn, 
Thou  fhew'ft  a  noble  velTel :  what's  thy  name? 

Cor*  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown  5  know'ft  thou  me 

yet  ? 
Auf.  I  know  thee  not  5  thy  name? 
Cor.  My  name  is  Cuius  Marciusy  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Folfcians^ 
Great  hurt  and  mifchief;  thereto  witnefs  may 
My  Sirname,  Coriolanus.     The  painful  fervice, 
The  extream  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thanklets  Country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  Sirname  :  A  good  memory, 
And  witnefs  of  the  malice  and  difpleafure 
Which    thou   fhould'ft  bear  me,    only  that  name  re- 
mains. 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  People, 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  Nobles,  who 
Have  all  for  look  me,  .hath  devour'd  the  reft  j 
And  fuffer'd  me  by  th'  voice  of  flaves  to  be 
Hoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now,   this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth,  not  out  of  hope 
(Miftake  me  not)  to  fave  my  life  ;  for  if 
J  had  fear'd  Death,  of  all  the  men  i'th'  world 

I'd 
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I'd  have  avoided  thee.     But  in  meer  fpite 

To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  Banifhers, 

Stand  I  before  thee  here:  then  if  thou  haft 

A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 

Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  flop  thofe  maims 

Of  ihame  feen  through  thy  Country,  fpeed  thee  ftraight, 

And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  Turn :  fo  ufe  it, 

That  my  revengeful  fervices  may  prove 

As  benefits  to  thee.     For  I  will  fight 

Againft  my  canker'd  Country,  with  the  fpleen 

Of  all  the  under  fiends.     But  if  fo  be 

Thou  dar'ft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 

Thou'rt  tir'dj  then,  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 

Longer  to  live  moft  weary,  and  prefent 

My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice  : 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  fhew  thee  but  a  fool, 

5ince  I  have  ever  follow'd  thee  with  hate, 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  Country's  breaft, 

And  cannot  live,  but  to  thy  fhame,  unlefs 

It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

Auf.  Oh,  Martins^  Mar  rim  y 
Each  word,  thou'ft  fpoke,  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.     If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  cloud  fpeak  to  me  things  divine, 
And  fay,  'tis  true  $  I'd  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  all- noble  Marcius.     Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where-againft 
My  grained  a(h  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 
And  fcar'd  the  moon  with  fplinters:  here  I  clip 
The  anvile  of  my  fword,  and  do  conteft 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love, 
As  ever  in  ambitious  ftrength  I  did 
Contend  againft  thy  valour.     Know  thou  firft, 
I  lov'd  the  Maid  I  married  $  never  Man 
Sigh'd  truer  breath :  bur,  that  I  fee  thee  here, 
Thou  noble  thing,  more  dances  my  rapt  heart, 
Than  when  I  firft  my  wedded  Miftrefs  faw 
Beftride  my  threshold.     Why,  thou  Mars!  I  tell  thee, 
We  have  a  Power  on  foot  \  and  I  had  purpofe 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  from  thy  brawn, 

Or 
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Or  lofe  my  arm  for't :  thou  haft  beat  me  out 
Twelve  feveral  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fincc 
Dfeam't  of  encounters  'twixt  thy  felf  and  me: 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  deep, 
Unbuckling  helms,  filling  each  other's  throat, 
And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.    Worthy  Mdrthtf* 
Had  we  no  quarrel  elfe  to  Rome^  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  baniuVd,  we  would  mutter  all 
From  twelve  to  feventy ;  and  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'er-bear.     O  come,  go  in, 
And  take  our  friendly  Senators  by  th'  hands, 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 
Who  am  prepared  againft  your  Territories, 
Though  not  for  Rome  it  felf. 
Cor.  You  blefs  me,  Gods ! 

Auf.  Therefore,  moft  abfolute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
One  half  of  my  Commiffion,  and  fet  down 
As  beft  thou  art  experiene'd,  flnce  thou  know'ft 
Thy    Country's    ftrength   and    weaknefs,    thine  own 

ways  \ 
Whether  to  knock  againft  the  gates  of  Romey 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote, 
To  fright  them,  ere  deftroy.     But  come,  come  in  j 
Let  me  commend  thee  firfr,  to  thofe,  that  fhall 
Say  yea  to  thy  defires.     A  thoufand  welcomes  ! 
And  more  a  friend,  than  e'er  an  enemy : 
Yet,  Marcius^  that  was  much.*         Your  hand;  moft 

welcome!  [_Exeu*t. 

Enter  two  Servants. 

i  Ser.  Here's  a  ftrange  alteration. 

i  Ser.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  ftrucken 
him  with  a  cudgel,  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his 
clothes  made  a  falfe  report  of  him. 

I  Ser.  What  an  arm  he  has  !  he  turn'd  me  about 
with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  fee  up 
a  top. 

1  Ser. 
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z  Ser.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was  fome- 
thing  in  him.  He  had,  Sir,  a  kind  of  face,  methought-— 
I  cannot  tcil  how  to  term  it. 

i  Ser.  He  had  fo  :  looking,  as  it  were would  I 

were  hanged,  but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him 
than  I  could  think. 

z  Ser.  So  did  I,  I'll  be  fvvorn  :  he  is  (imply  the  ra- 
reft  mani'th'  world. 

i  Ser.  I  think,  he  is  5  but  a  greater  Soldier  than  he, 
you  wot  one. 

z  Ser.  Who,  my  Mafter  ? 

1  Ser.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

z  Ser.  Worth  fix  on  him. 

1  Ser.  Nay,  not  fo  neither  $  but  I  take  him  to  be 
the  greater  Soldier. 

z  Ser.  Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  fay 
that  j  for  the  defence  of  a  Town,  our  General  i$  ex- 
cellent. 

1  Ser.  Ay,  and  for  an  aflault  too. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 

2  Ser.  Oh,  flaves,  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news,  you 
rafcals. 

Both.  What,  what,  what?  let's  partake. 

2  Ser.  I  would  not  be  a  Roman^  of  all  nations  j  I 
tad  as  lieve  be  a  condemn'd  man. 

Both.  Wherefore?  wherefore? 

3  Ser.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our 
General,  Cams  Marcius. 

1  Ser.  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  General? 

3  Ser.  I  do  not  fay,  thwack  our  General 5  but  he  was 
always  good  enough  for  him. 

z  Ser.  Come,  we  are  fellows  and  friends  $  he  was  tvzr 
too  hard  for  him,  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 

1  Ser.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  tp  fay  the 
troth  on't :  before  Corioli^  he  fcocht  him  and  notcht 
him  like  a  carbonado. 

z  Ser.  And,  had  he  been  cannibally  given,  he  might- 
have  broil'd  and  eaten  him  too. 

1  Ser.  But,  more  of  thy  news  5  — — 

}  Ser- 
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5  Ser.  Why,  he  is  fo  made  on  here  within,  as  if  hq 
were  Son  and  Heir  to  Mars:  fet  at  upper  end  o'th'  ta- 
ble^ no  queftion  ask'd  him  by  any  of  the  Senators,  but 
they  ftand  bald  before  him.  Our  General  himfelf  makes 
a  Miftrefs  of  him,  fan&ifies  himfelf  with's  hands,  and 
turns  up  the  white  o'th'  eye  to  his  difcourfe,  But  the 
bottom  of  the  news  is,  our  General  is  cut  i'th'  mid- 
dle, and  but  one  half  of  what  he  was  yefterday.  For 
the  Other  has  half,  by  the  Intreaty  and  Grant  of  the 
whole  table.  He'll  go,  he  fays,  and  fowle  the  porter 
of  Rome  gates  by  th'  ears.  He  will  mow  down  all  be- 
fore him,  and  leave  his  paffage  poll'd. 

z  Ser.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't  as  any  man  I  can 
imagine. 

5  Ser.  Do't!  he  will  do't:  for  look  you,  Sir,  he  has 
as  many  friends  as  enemies;  which  friends,  Sir,  as  it 
were,  durft  not  ( look  you,  Sir )  fhew  themfelves  (as  we 
term  it)  his  friends,  whilft  he's  in  dire&itude. 

I  Ser.  Dire£Htude  !  what's  that  ? 

3  Ser.  But  when  they  {hall  fee,  Sir,  his  Creft  up  a- 
gain,  and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their 
burroughs  (like  conies  after  rain)  and  revel  all  with 
him. 

i  Ser.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 

3  Ser.  To  morrow,  to  day,  prefently,  you  fhall  have 
the  drum  ftruck  up  this  afternoon  :  'tis,  as  it  were,  a 
parcel  of  their  feaft,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe 
their  lips. 

z  Ser.  Why,  then  we  fhall  have  a  ftirring  world  a^ 
gain:  this  peace  is  worth  nothing,  but  to  ruft  iron, 
encreafe  tailors,  and  breed  ballad- makers. 

i  Ser.  Let  me  have  war,  fay  I ;  it  exceeds  peace,  as 
far  as  day  does  night  •,  it's  fprightly,  waking,  audible, 
and  full  of  vent.  Peace  is  a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy, 
rnuird,  deaf,  fleepy,  inlenfible,  a  getter  of  more  ba- 
ftard  children  than  war's  a  deftroyer  of  men. 

z  Ser.  'Tis  fo  j  and  as  war  in  fome  fort  may  be  faid 
to  be  a  ravifher,  fo  it  cannot  be  denied,  but  peace  is  a 
great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

t  Ser.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

?  Ser. 
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3  Ser.  Reafon,  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  one  ano- 
ther :  the  wars,  for  my  mony.     I  hope,  to  fee  Romans 
as  cheap  as  Volfcians. 
They  are  riling,  they  are  rifing. 

Both.  In,  in,  in,  in.  [Exeunt* 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  public k  Tlace  in  Rome. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sic.  (55)  \T  7E  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear 

VV  him ; 

His  remedies  are  tame  i'th'  prefent  peace, 
And  quietnefs  o'th'  People,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.     Here  we  make  his  Friends 
Blufh,  that  the  world  goes  well;  who  rather  had, 
Though  they  themfelves  did  fuffer  by't,  beheld 
Diflentious  numbers  peftring  ftreets,  than  fee 
Our  Tradefmen  finging  in  their  fhops,  and  going 
About  their  functions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenius. 

Bru.  We  ftood  to't  in  good  time.  Is  this  Menenius? 

Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he :  O,  he  is  grown  moft  kind  of 
late.     Hail,  Sir! 

Men.  Hail  to  you  Both ! 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  mifs'd,  but  with 
his  Friends  ;  the  Commonwealth  doth  ftand,  and  fo 
Would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All's  well,  and  might  have  been  much  better, 
if  he  could  have  temporiz'd. 

Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you? 

(33)   We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  ive  fear  him, 

His  Remedies  are  tame:  the  prefent  Peace 

And  Quietnefs  oth1  People,  which  before 

Were  in  nvild  hurry.]  As  this  Paflage  has  been  hitherto  pointed, 
it  labours  under  two  Abfurdities  ;  firft,  that  the  Peace  abroad,  and  the 
Qaietnefs  of  the  Populace  at  home,  are  call'd  Marcius's  Remedies; 
whereas,  in  Truth,  thefe  were  the  Impediments  of  his  Revenge :  In  the 
next  place,  the  latter  Branch  of  the  Sentence  is  imperfect  and  ungram- 
matical.     My  Regulation  prevents  both  thefe  Inconvenieneies. 

Men? 
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Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing: 
His  mother  and  his  wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  three  oY  four  Citizens. 

All.  The  Gods  preferve  you  Both ! 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  neighbours. 

Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you  all. 

I  Cit.  Our  felves,  our  wives,   and  children,  on  our 
knees, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic.  Live  and  thrive. 

Bru.  Farewel,  kind  neighbours  : 
We  wifh'd,  Coriolanus  had  lov'd  you,  as  we  did. 

All.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you ! 

Both  Tri.  Farewel,  farewel.  [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time, 
Than  when  thefe  fellows  ran  about  the  ftreets, 
Crying  confufion. 

Bru.  Caius  Marcius  was 
A  worthy  officer  i'th'  war,  but  infolent* 
O'ercome  with  pride,  ambitious  pad  all  thinking, 
Self-loving. 

Sic.  And  affe&ing  one  fole  Throne* 
Without  Affiltance. 

Men.  Nay,  I  think  not  fo. 

Sic.  We  had  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  Conful,  found  it  fo. 

Bru.  The  Gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  and  ftill  without  him. 

Enter  Mdile. 

JEdile.  Worthy  Tribunes, 
There  is  a  flave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prifon, 
Reports,  the  Volfcians  with  two  feveral  Powers 
Are  entred  in  the  Roman  Territories  > 
And  with  the  deepeft  malice  of  the  war 
Deftroy  what  lies  before  'em. 

Men.  'Tis  Aufidius, 
Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  Banifhment, 
Thrufts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world  j 

Which 
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Which  were  in-fhell'd   when  Marcius  ilood  for  Rome^ 
And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Marcius  ! 

Bru.  Go  fee  this  rumourer  whipt.     It  cannot  be, 
The  Volfcians  dare  break  wi*h  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be! 
We  have  Record,  that  very  well  it  can : 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.  But  reafon  with  the  fellow 
Before  you  punifh  him,  where  he  heard  this  j 
Left  you  (hall  chance  to  whip  your  information, 
And  beat  the  meflenger,  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me  : 
I  know,  this  cannot  be. 

Bru.  Not  poflible. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger* 

Mejf.  The  Nobles  in  great  earneftnefs  are  going 
All  to  the  Senate-houfe  $  fome  news  is  come, 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  flave: 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes:  his  railing! 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

Mef.  Yes,  worthy  Sir, 
The  flave's  report  is  feconded,  and  more, 
More  fearful  is  delivered. 

Sic.  W  hat  more  fearful  ? 

Mef.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
How  probable  1  do  not  know,  that  Marcius , 
Join'd  with  dufidius,  leads  a  Power  'gainft  Rome  ; 
And  vows  Revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 
The  young'ft  and  oldeft  thing. 

Sic    This  is  moil  likely  !  — . 

Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wifh 
Good  Marcius  home  again. 

Sic.  The  very  trick  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely. 

He 
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He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  attone,  (j  <) 
Than  violenteft  contrariety. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Senate  : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Cains  Marcius, 
Aflbciated  with  Aujidius ',  rages 
Upon  our  territories  \  and  have  already 
Q'er-born  their  way,  confam'd  with  fire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cbminius. 

Com.  Oh,  you  have  made  good  Work. 

Men.  What  news?  what  news? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravifh  your  own  daughters* 
and 
To  melt  the  city-leads  upon  your  pates, 
To  fee  your  Wives  difhonour'd  to  your  nofes. 

Men.  What's  the  news?  what's  the  news? 

Com.  Your  Temples  burned  in  their  cement,  and 
Your  franchifes,  whereon  you  flood,  confin'd 
Into  an  augre's  bore. 

Men.  Pray  now,  the  news? 
You've  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me :  pray,  your  news  ? 
If  Marcius  lhould  be  joyned  with  the  Voifcians^ ■ 

Com.  If?  he  is  their  Godj  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  fome  other  Deity  than  Nature, 
That  mapes  man  better ;  and  they  follow  him, 
Againft  us  brats,  with  no  lefs  confidence, 
Than  boys  purfuing  fummer  butter- flies, 

(34)  He  and  Aujidius  can  no  more  be  one 
Than  violent  eft  Contrariety] 
This  is  only  Mr.  Pope's  Sophiftication.  I  have  reftor'd  the  Reading  of  the 

genuine  Copies ; can  no  more  atone,  i.  e.  be  reconcil'd,  agree  ; 

for  in  this  Senfe  the  Word  is  as  frequently  ufed,  as  in  the  aclive  one,  to 
pacify,  to  reconcile. 
So  in  As  you  like  it ; 

Then  is  there  Mirth  in  Heaven, 

When  earthly  Things,  made  e<vnt 

Atone  together. 
And  in  many  other  Paflages  of  our  Author. 

Or 
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Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men.  You've  made  good  work, 
You  and  your  apron- men  ;  that  flood  fo  much 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlick-eaters.  \ 

Com.  He'll  (hake  your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Men.  As  Hercules  did  make  down  mellow  fruit  : 
You  have  made  fair  work  ! 

Bru.  But  is  this  true,  Sir? 

Com.  Ay,  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  Regions 
Do  fmilingly  revolt  j  and,  who  refills, 
Are  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance, 
And  perifh  conftant  fools :  who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
Your  enemies  and  his  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men,  We're  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  fhall  ask  it  ? 
The  Tribunes  cannot  do't  for  fhame  •,  the  people 
Deferve  fuch  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  fhepherds :    his  beft  friends,  if  they 
Shou'd  fay,  be  good  to  Rome,  they  charge  him  even 
As  thofe  mould  do  that  had  deferv'd  his  hate, 
And  therein  fhew'd  like  enemies. 

Men.  *Tis  true. 
If  he  were  putting  to  my  houfe  the  brand 
That  would  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  fay,  befeech  you,  ceafe.     You've  made  fair  hands, 
You  and  your  crafts !  you've  crafted  fair ! 

Com.  You've  brought 
A  trembling  upon  Rome9  fuch  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How  ?  was  it  we  ?  we  lov'd  him  5     but,  like 
beafts, 
And  coward  Nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clufters, 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o'th'  city. 

Com.  But  I  fear, 
They'll  roar  him  in  again,     tfullus  Jufidius^ 
The  fecond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 

Vol    VI.  H  As 
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As  if  he  were  his  officer  :  Defperation  * 

Is  all  the  policy,  flrength,  and  defence, 
That  Rome  can  make  againft  them. 

Enter  a  'Troop  of  Citizens. 

Men.  Here  come  the  clufters. 

And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ? You  are  they, 

That  made  the  air  unwholfome,  when  you  caft 
Your  (linking,  greafie  caps,  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus1  Exile.     Now  he's  coming, 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  foldier's  head, 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip  :    as  many  coxcombs. 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.     'Tis  no  matter, 
If  he  fliould  burn  us  all  into  one  coal, 
We  have  deferv'd  it. 

Omnes.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

i  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 
When  I  faid,  baniih  him  -,  I  faid,  'twas  pity. 

z  Cit.  And  fo  did  I. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  did  I ;  and  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did 
very  many  of  us ;  that  we  did,  we  did  for  the  beft  i 
and  tho'  we  willingly  confented  to  his  Baniihment,  yet 
it  was  againft  our  will. 

Com.  Y'are  goodly  things  5  you,  voices  !•— — — 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 
You  and  your  cry.     Shall's  to  the  Capitol? 

Com.  Oh,  ay,  what  elfe  ?  [Exeunt. 

Sic.  Go,  mailers,  get  you  home,  be  not  difmay'd. 
Thefe  are  a  Side,  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  fear.     Go  home, 
And  fhew  no  fign  of  fear. 

1  Cit.  The  Gods  be  good  to  us :  come,  mafters, 
let's  home.  I  ever  faid,  we  were  i'th'  wrong,  when  we 
banifti'd  him. 

z  Cit.  So  did  we  all  3  but  come,  let's  home. 

[Ex.  Cit.  I 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 

Sic.  Nor  I. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol  $  would,  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lie ! 

Sic.  Pray,  let  us  go.  [Exeunt  Tribunes. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E*  a  Camp',  at  a  fmall  T>iftance  from 

Rome. 

a 

Enter  Aufidius,  with  his  Lieutenant. 

Juf.  y\  O  they  ftill  flie  to  th'  Roman  ? 

JlJ     Lieu.  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in 
him ;  but 
Your  foldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end : 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  a&ion,  Sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now. 
Unlefs,  by  ufing  means*  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  defign.     He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  perfon,  than,  I  thought,  he  would 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him.     Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  changling,  and  I  muft  excufe 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wifh,  Sir. 
(I  mean  for  your  particular)  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  Commiffion  with  him  5   but  had  borne 
The  action  of  your  felf,  or  elfe  to  him 
Had  left  it  folely. 

Auf.  I  Underiland  thee  well  \  and  be  thou  fure, 
When  he  {hall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not, 
What  I  can  urge  againft  him  -,  though  it  feems* 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 
To  th'  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly; 
And  {hews  good  husbandry  for  the  Volfcian  State, 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  atchieve  as  foon 
As  draw  his  fword :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That  which  (hall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine, 
When  e'er  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieu.  Sir,  I  befeech,  think  you,  he'll  carry  Rome? 
Auf.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  fits  down, 
And  the  Nobility  of  Rome  are  his  : 
The  Senators  and  Patricians  love  him  too  : 
The  Tribunes  are  no  foldiers  5  and  their  people 

H  %  Will 


IOO  C    0    R    I    0    L    A    K    U   S. 

Will  be  as  rafh  in  the  Repeal,  as  hafty 

To  expel  him  thence.  I  think,  he'll  be  to  Rami  (}f) 

As  is  the  Ofprey  to  the  fifh,  who  takes  it 

By  Sovereignty  of  Nature.     Firft,  he  was 

(35) '   I  think,  hi II be  to  Rome 

As  is  the  Afpray  to  the  Fi/b,  vuho  takes  it 

By  Sovereignty  of  Nature!] 
Though  one's  Search  might  have  been  very  vain  to  find  any  fuch  Word 
as  Afpray,  yet  I  eafily  imagin'd,  fomething  mull  be  couch'd,  under  the 
Corruption,  in  its  Nature  deftru&iye  to  Fifh,  and  that  made  a  Prey  of 
Them.  And  this  fufpicion  led  me  to  the  Difcovery.  The  Osprey  is  a 
Species  of  the  Eagle,  of  a  ftrong  Make,  that  haunts  the  Sea  and  Lakes 
for  its  Food,  and  altogether  preys  on  Fifh.  It  is  called  the  &kiou{l@-, 
or  Aquila  Marina,  as  alfo  Avis  ofjtfraga  :  thence  contracted  firft,  per- 
haps, into  Osphrey,  and  then,  with  Regard  to  the  Eafe  of  Pronuncia- 
tion, Ofprey.  Pliny  gives  us  this  Defcription  of  its  acute  Sight,  and 
Eager nefs  after  its  Prey.  Haliseetus,  darijjimd  oculorum  acie,  lihrans 
ex  alto  fife,  vifo  in  Mart  pifce,  praceps  in  mare  ruens,  et  difcufjis 
peflore  aquis,  rapiens.  It  may  not  be  difagreeable  to  go  a  little  farther 
to  explain  the  Propriety  of  the  Poet's  Alluiion.  Why  will  Coriolanus 
be  to  Rome,  as  the  Ofprey  to  the  Fifh, 

«"  hill  take  it 

By  Sovereignty  of  Nature  f 
Shakefpeare,  'tis  well  known,  has  a  Peculiarity  in  Thinking;  and 
wherever  he  is  acquainted  with  Nature,  is  fure  to  allude  to  her  molt 
uncommon  Effects  and  Operations.  I  am  very  apt  to  imagine,  there- 
fore, that  the  Poet  meant,  Coriolanus  would  take  Rome  by  the  very 
Opinion  and  Terror  of  his  Name,  as  Fifh  are  taken  by  the  Ofprey, 
thro'  an  inftinclive  Fear  they  have  of  him.  "  The  Fifhermen,  (fays  our 
"  old  Naturalift  William  Turner  J)  are  ufed  to  anoint  their  Baits  with 
"  Ofprey  s  Fat,  thinking  thereby  to  make  them  the  more  efficacious : 
"  becaufe,  when  That  Bird  is  hovering  in  the  Air,  all  the  Fifh,  that 
"  are  beneath  him,  (the  Nature  of  the  Eagle,  as  it  is  believ'd,  com- 
**  pelling  them  to  it ; )  turn  up  their  Bellies,  and  as  it  were,  give  him 
"  his  Choice  which  he  will  take  of  them".  Gefner  goes  a  little  farther 
in  fupport  of  this  odd  Inflindt,  telling  us,  "  that  while  this  Bird  flutters 
"  in  the  Air,  and  fometimes,  as  it  were,  feems  fufpended  there,  he 
"  drops  a  certain  Quantity  of  his  Fat,  by  the  Influence  whereof  the 
"  Fifh  are  fo  affrighted  and  confounded,  that  they  immediately  turn 
"  themfelves  Belly  upwards ;    upon  which    he  fowfes  down  perpendicu- 

"  larly  like  a  Stone,  and  feizes  them  in  his   Talons".  To  This,  I 

dare   fay,  Shake/peare  alludes  in  this  Expreflion  of   the  Sovereignty  of 
Nature.     This  very  Thought  is  again  touch'd  by  Beaumont  and    Flet- 
cher, in  their  Two  Noble  Kinfinen  ;  a  Play  in  which  there  is  a  Tradition 
of  our  Author  having  been  jointly  concern'd. 

. ■   ■  ■—  But,  oh,  Jove  ! your  Anions, 

Soon  as  they  move,  as  Afprays  do  the  Fifh,  f. 

Subdue  before  they  touch. 
JPor  here  again  we  muft  read,  Ofpreys, 
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A  noble  fervant  to  them,  but  he  could  not 

Carry  his  Honours  even  j  whether  pride, 

(Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 

The  happy  man)  whether  defect  of  judgment, 

(To  fail  in  the  difpofing  of  thofe  chances, 

Whereof  he  was  the  lord)  or  whether  nature, 

(Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing ;  not  moving 

From  th'  cask  to  th*  cu(hion$  but  commanding  peace 

Even  with  the  fame  aufterity  and  garb, 

As  he  controlled  the  war  j)  But  one  of  thefe, 

(As  he  hath  fpices  of  them  all)  not  all, 

For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him,  made  him  fear'd, 

So  hated,  and  fo  banifli'd ;  but  he  has  merit 

To  choak  it  in  the  utt'rance :  fo  our  virtues 

Lye  in  th'  interpretation  of  the  time  j 

And  Power,  unto  it  felf  moil  commendable,  (36) 

Hath  not  a  tomb  fo  evident,  as  a  chair 

T'extol  what  it  hath  done. 

One  fire  drives  out  one  fire  j    one  nail,  one  nail  ; 

Right's   by   right  fouler,    ftrengths   by   ftrengths  do 

fail. 
Come,  let's  away  5  when,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine, 
Thou'rt  poor'fl:  of  all,  then  fhortly  art  thou  mine. 

[Exeunt. 

{36)  And  Po<vjr,  unto  it  felf  moft  commendable, 

Hath  not  a  Tomb  fo  evident,    as  a  Chair 

T' 'extol  what  it  hath  done.~\ 
This  is  a  very  common  Sentiment,  but  moll  obfeurely  exprefs'd.  This 
is  the  Senfe.  That  Virtue,  which  delights  to  commend  it  felf,  will 
find  the  certaineft  Tomb  in  That  Chair,  in  which  it  holds  forth  on  its 
own  Commendations,  i.  e.  Nothing  fo  readily  throws  our  own  Virtue 
into  Oblivion;  as  the  Practice  of  commending  one's  felf.  That  Power, 
which  is  moft  jealous  of  Competitors,  [unto  it  felf  molt  commendable,] 
hath  no  certainer  Grave  than  That  Chair  in  which  it  extols  its  own 
Worth.  Mr.  Warburton. 
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SCENE,  a  publkk  Place  in  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius,  Cominius,  Sicinius*  Rruitus* 

with  others. 

MpNENIUS. 

O,  I'll  not  go :  you  hear,   what  he  hath  faid, 
Which  was  fomerime  his  General  j  who  lov'4 
him 

In  a  moft  dear  particular.    He  calPd  me  father : 
But  what  o'that  ?  go  you,  that  banifh'd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  Tent,  fall  down,  and  knee 
The  way  into  his  mercy :  nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 
Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me. 
Men.  Do  you  hear? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name: 
I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  anfwer  to  5  forbad  all  names  j 
He  was  a  kind  of  Nothing,  titlelefs, 
'Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  name  o'th'  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  foj  you've  made  good  work: 
A  pair  of  Tribunes,  that  have  rack'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap  :  a  noble  memory  \ 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  leaft  expected.     He  reply'd. 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  State 
To  one  whom  they  had  punifh'd. 
Men.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lefs  ? 
Com.  I  ofFer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For's  private  friends.    His  anfwer  to  me  was, 

He 
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He  could  not  flay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noifom  mufty  chaff.     He  faid,  'twas  folly, 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt, 
And  ftill  to  nofe  th'  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
I'm  one  of  thofe:  his  mother,  wife,   his  child, 
And  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains; 
You  are  the  mufty  chaff;  and  you  are  fmelt 
Above  the  Moon.   We  mult  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient :  if  you  refufe  your  aid 
In  this  fo- never- needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid  us  wixh  our  diftrefs.     But,  fure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  Country's  pleader,  your  good  tongue, 
More  than  the  inftant  army  we  can  make, 
Might  flop  our  Country-man. 

Men.  No :  I'll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  Pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  fhould  I  do  ? 

Bru.  Only  make  tryal  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Rome,  tow'rds  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay,  that  Marcius 
Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  return'd, 
Unheard:  (what  then?) 
But  as  a  difcontented  friend,  grief-fhot 
With  his  unkindnefs.     Say't  be  fo  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  I'll  undertake  it : 
I  think,  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  me. 

He  was  not  taken  well,  he  had  not  din'd. ■ 

The  veins  unfiU'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then  (37) 
We  powt  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive;  but  when  we've  ftuff'd 
Thefe  pipes,  and  thefe  conveyances  of  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  fouls 

(37)  The  Veins  unfilfd,  our  Blood  is  cold,  &c]  Lord  Bacon  fome- 
where  in  his  Eflays  makes  this  very  Remark  concerning  the  Sea- 
fons  of  Pollicitation. 

H  4  Than 
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Than  in  our  prieft-like  falls*  therefore  I'll  watch  him 
'Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  requeft, 
And  then  I'll  fet  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindnefs, 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith,  I'll  prove  him, 
Speed  how  it  will.  I  ihall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  {Exit. 

Com.  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic.  Not? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  j  and  his  Injury 
The  Goaler  to  his  Pity.     I  kneel'd  before  him, 
'Twas  very  faintly  he  faid,  rife :    difmifs'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand.    What  he  would  do, 
He  fent  in  writing  after  >  what  he  would  not, 
Bound  with  an  oath  to  yield  to  his  conditions  : 
So  that  all  hope  is  vain,  unlefs  his  mother 
And  wife,  —  "who  (as  I  hear)  mean  to  follicit  him 
For  mercy  to  his  Country  :    therefore  hence, 
And  with  our  fair  intreaties  hafte  them  on.       {Exeunt. 

SCENE   changes   to  the  Volfcian  Camp. 

Enter  Menenius  to  the  Watch  or  Guard. 

I  Watch.  CTAY:  whence  are  you  ? 

C5  z  Watch,  Stand,  and  go  back. 
Men.  You  guard  like  men,  'tis  well.     But,  by  your 
leave, 
I  am  an  Officer  of  State,  and  come 
To  fpcak  with  Coriolanus. 
i  Watch.  Whence? 
Men.  From  Rome. 

i  Watch.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  muft  return :  our 
General 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

z  Watch.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embrac'd  with  fire, 
before 
You'll  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men. 


CORIOLANUS.  105 

Men.  Good  my  friends, 
If  you  have  heard  your  General  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  Lots  to  Blanks, 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears  j  it  is  Menenius. 

1  Watch.  Be  it  fo,  go  back :  the  virtue  of  your  Name 
Is  not  here  paffablc. 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow, 
Thy  General  is  my  lover  :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  a&s  *,  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unparallel'd  happily  amplified  : 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  friends, 
(Of  whom  he's  chief)  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  without  lapfing  fuffer :  nay,  fometimes, 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  fubtle  ground, 
I've  tumbled  pad  the  throw  5   and  in  his  praife 
Have,  almoft,  ftamp'd  the  leafing.  Therefore,  fellow, 
I  muft  have  leave  to  pafs. 

1  Watch,  Faith,  Sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in 
his  behalf,  as  you  have  utter'd  words  in  your  own, 
you  mould  not  pafs  here:  no,  though  it  were  as  vir- 
tuous to  lie,  as  to  live  charily.     Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  remember,  my  name  is  Me- 
nenius j  always  fa&ionary  of  the  Party  of  your  Ge- 
neral. 

z  Watch.  Howfoever  you  have  been  his  liar,  (as 
you  fay,  you  havej)  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  un- 
der him,  muft  fay,  you  cannot  pafs.  Therefore,  go 
back. 

Men.  Has  he  din'd,  canft  thou  tell?  for  I  would 
not  fpeak  with  him  'till  after  dinner. 

1  Watch.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 

Men.  I  am  as  thy  General  is. 

1  Watch.  Then  you  fhould  hate  Rome,  as  he  does. 
Can  you,  when  you  have  pufh'd  out  of  your  gates  the 
very  Defender  of  them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular  ig- 
norance, given  your  enemy  your  (hield,  think  to  front 
his  revenges  with  the  eafie  groans  of  old  women,  the 
virginal  palms  of  your  daughters,  or  with  the  palfied 
interceffion  of  fuch  a  decay'd  Dotard  as  you  feem  to 
be?  can  you  think  to  blow  out  the  intended  fire  your 
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city  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with  fuch  weak  breath  as 
this  ?  no,  you  are  deceiv'd,  therefore  back  to  Rome, 
and  prepare  for  your  execution  5  you  are  condemn'd, 
our  General  has  fworn  you  out  of  reprieve  and  par- 
don. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  Captain  knew  I  were  here,  he 
would  ufe  me  with  eitimation. 

1  Watch.  Come,  my  Captain  knows  you  not. 

Men.  I  mean,  thy  General. 

1  Watch.  My  General  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I 
fay,  go  j  left  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  Blood.  Back, 
that's  the  utmoft  of  your  Having,  back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, • 

Enter  Coriolanus,  with  Aufidius. 

Cor.  What's  the  matter? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  I'll  fay  an  errand  for 
you  \  ygu  fhall  know  now,  that  I  am  in  eftimation  5 
you  fhall  perceive,  that  a  J^-gardant  cannot  office 
me  from  my  fon  Coriolanus  \  guefs  but  my  entertain- 
ment with  him;  if  thou  ftand'ft  not  i'trT  Hate  of 
hanging,  or  of  fome  death  more  long  in  fpe&atorfhip, 
and  crueller  in  fuffering,  behold  now  prefently,  and 
fwoon  for  what's  to  come  upon  thee. The  glori- 
ous Gods  fit  in  hourly  fynod  about  thy  particular  pro-* 
fperity,  and  love  thee  jno  worfe  than  thy  old  father 
Menenius  does  !  Oh  my  fon,  my  fon!  thou  art  pre- 
paring fire  for  us  y  look  thee,  here's  water  to  quench 
it.  I  was  hardly  mov'd  to  come  to  thee y  but  being 
aflured,  none  but  my  felf  could  move  thee,  1  have 
been  blown  out  of  our  gates  with  fighs  j  and  conjure 
thee  to  pardon  Romey  and  thy  petitionary  Countrymen. 
The  good  Gods  affwage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  dregs 
of  it  upon  this  varlet  here*  this,  who,  like  a  block, 
hath  denied  my  accefs  to  thee 

Cor.  Away! 

Men.  How,  away? 

Cor.  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.     My  affairs 
Are  fervanted  t,o  others:  though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  remiffion  lyes 

In 
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In  Volfcian  breafts.  That  wc  have  been  familiar,  (38) 
Ingrate  Forgetfulnefs  fhall  prifon,  rather 

Than  Pity  note  how  much. -Therefore,  be  gonej 

Mine  ears  againft  your  fuits  are  ftronger  than 
Your  gates  againft  my  force.  Yet,  for  I  loved  thee, 
Take  this  along  \  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 

[Gives  him  a  letter. 
And  would  have  fent  it.     Another  word,  Menenius^ 

I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak. This  man,  dufidius. 

Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome;  yet  thou  behold'ft. 

Auf.  You  keep  a  conftant  temper.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  the  Guards  and  Menenius. 
I  Watch.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name  Menenius? 
z  Watch.  'Tis  a  Spell,  you  fee,  of  much  power :  you 
now  the  way  home  again. 
1  Watch.  Do  you  hear,  how  we  are  fhent  for  keep- 
ing your  Greatnefs  back  ? 

z  Watch.   What  caufe,  do  you  think,    I   have  to 

fwoon? 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  Gene- 
ral: for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think  there's 
any,  y'are  fo  flight.  He,  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by 
himfelf,  fears  it  not  from  another :  let  your  General 
do  his  worft.  For  you,  be  what  you  are,  long  5  and 
your  mifery  encreafe  with  your  age !  I  fay  to  you,  as 

I  was  faid  to,  Away!— [Exit. 

1  Watch.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 
1  Watch.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  General.  He's 
the  rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-fhaken.    [Ex.  Watch. 

(38)  '  That  we  ba<ve  been  familiar, 

Ingrate  Forgetfulnefs  fhall  poyfon,  rather 

Than  -pity  :  Note  how  much  ■ ] 

We  cannot  defire  a  more  fignal  Inftance  of  the  indolent  Stupidity  of  our 
Editors.  Forgetfulnefs  might  poyfon,  in  not  remembring  a  Conversation 
of  Friendfhip,  but  how  could  it,  in  fuch  an  Attion,  be  faid  to  pity  too  i 
The  Pointing  is  abfurd  j  and  the  Sentiment  confequently  funk  into  Non- 
fenfe.  As  I  have  regulated  the  Stops,  both  Dr.  fhirlhy  and  Mr.  War- 
lurton  faw  with  me,  they  ought  to  be  regulated.  I  have  Hill  ventur'd 
beyond  my  ingenious  Friends,  in  changing  Poyfon  into  Prifon:  which 
adds  an  Antitheiis,  by  which  the  Senfe  feems  clearer  and  more  natu- 
ral :  was.  That  Forgetfulnefs  fhall  rather  keep  it  afecret,  that  we  have 
been  familiar  1  than  Pity  mall  difdofi  how  much  we  have  been  fo. 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Coriolanus  and  Aufidius. 

Cor,  We  will  before  the  Walls  of  Rome  to  morrow 
Set  down  our  Hoft.      My  Partner  in  this  a£Hon, 
You  muft  report  to  th'  Volfcian  lords  how  plainly 
I've  borne  this  bufinefs. 

Auf.  Only  their  Ends  you  have  refpe&ed  5  ftopt 
Your  ears  againfl:  the  general  fuit  of  Rome: 
Never  admitted  private  whifper,  no. 
Not  with  fuch  friends  that  thought  them  fure  of  you. 

Cor.  This  laft,  old  man, 
Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  fent  to  Romey 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  father  : 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.      Their  lateft  refuge 
Was  to  fend  him :  for  whofe  old  love,  I  have 
(Tho'  I  (hew'd  fow'rly  to  him)  once  more  offer'd 
The  firft  conditions  -,  (which  they  did  refufe, 
And  cannot  now  accept,)  to  grace  him  only, 
That  thought  he  could  do  more  :    a  very  little 
I've  yielded  to.     Frefh  embaflie,  and  fuits, 
Nor  from  the  State,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to.  —  Ha  !   what  fhout  is  this  ? 

[_Sbout  within. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow, 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not——* 

Enter  Virgilia,  Volumnia,  Valeria,  young  Marcius, 
with  Attendants  all  in  Mourning. 

My  wife  comes  foremoft,  then  the  honoured  mould 

Wherein  this  trunk  was  framed,  and  in  her  hand 

The  grand-child  to  her  blood.  But,  out,  affection ! 

All  bond  and  privilege  of  Nature  break! 

Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obftinate. 

What  is  that  curt'fie  worth  ?    or  thofe  dove's  eyes, 

Which  can  make  Gods  forfworn  ?  I  melt,  and  am  not 

Of  ftronger  earth  than  others :  my  mother  bows, 

As  if  Olympus  to  a  mole-hill  fhould 

In  fupplication  nod  >  and  my  young  boy 

Hath  an  afpect  of  interceffion,  which 

Great  Nature  cries,  —  Deny  not.  Let  the  Volfcians 

Plough 
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Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy  5  I'll  never 
Be  fuch  a  gofling  to  obey  inftin&j  but  ftand 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himfelf, 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Virg.  My  lord  and  husband  ! 

Cor.  Thefe  eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  in  Rome. 

Virg.  The  forrow,  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd, 
Makes  you  think  fo. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  Actor  now, 
I  have  forgot  my  Part,  and  I  am  out, 
Even  to  a  full  difgrace.      Bed  of  my  flefh, 
Forgive  my  tyranny  •,  but  do  not  fay, 

For  That,  forgive  our  Romans.  ~ O  a  kifs 

Long  as  my  exile,  fweet  as  my  revenge! 
Now,  by  the  jealous  Queen  of  heav'n,  that  kifs 
I  carried  from  thee,  Dear ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  fince.  —  You  Gods!  I  prate;  (}p) 

And 

(39)   — ■  . — You  Gods,  I  pray , 

And  the  moji  noble  Mother  of  the  World 

Leave  unfaluted^] 
An  old  Corruption  mult  have  poffefs'd  this  PaiTage,  for  two  Reafons. 
In  the  firft  Place,  whoever  confults  this  Speech,  will  find,  that  He  is 
talking  fondly  to  his  Wife,  and  not  praying  to  the  Gods  at  all.  Se- 
condly, if  He  were  employ'd  in  his  Devotions,  no  Apology  would  be 
wanting  for  leaving  his  Mother  unfaluted.  The  Poet's  Intention  was 
certainly  This.  Coriolanus,  having  been  lavifh  in  his  Tendernefles 
and  Raptures  to  his  Wife,  bethinks  himfelf  on  the  fudden,  that  his 
Fondnefs  to  her  had  made  him  guilty  of  ill  Manners  in  the  Neglect 
of  his  Mother ;  and,  therefore  correcting  himfelf  upon  Reflexion, 
cries ; 

• You  Gods  !  I  prate ; 

Prate,  'tis  true,  is  a  Term  now  ill- founding  to  us,  becaufe  it  is  taken 
only,  as  the  Grammarians  call  it,  in  malam  partem.  Our  Language  was 
not  fo  refin'd,  tho1  more  mafculine,  in  Shakefpeare's  days  ;  and  there- 
fore (no-tvvithftanding  the  prefent  fuppos'd  KAioQavic/, )  when  he  is 
moil  ierious,  he  frequently  makes  ufe  of  the  Word.  A  little  after,  in 
this  very  Scene,  Volumnia  fays; 

■ yet  here  he  lets  me  prate, 

Like  One  itV  Stocks. 
K.  John. 

If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  Prate 

He  <vjill  aivake  my  Mercy. 
Hamlet. 

And  if  thou  prate  of  Mountains,  let  them  throw 

Millions  of  Acres  on  Vs.  -   ■  - 

Nor 
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And  the  raoft  noble  mother  of  the  world 

Leave  unfaluted:  fink,  my  knee,  i'th'  earth  $      [kneels. 

Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impreffion  fhew 

Than  that  of  common  fons. 

Vol.  O  ftand  upbleft! 
Whilft  with  no  fofter  cufhion  than  the  flint 
I  kneel  before  thee,  and  improperly 
Shew  duty  as  miftaken  all  the  whiles  .  {kneels. 

Between  the  child  and  parent. 

Cor.  What  is  this? 
Your  knees  to  me  ?  to  your  corre&ed  fon  ? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
fillop  the  ftars :  then,  let  the  mutinous  winds 
Strike  th£  proud  cedars  'gainft  the  fiery  Sun : 
Murd'ring  impoflibilityj  to  make 
"What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

Vol.  Thou  art  my  warrior, 
I  holp  to  frame  thee.     Do  you  know  this  lady  ? 

Cor.  The  noble  After  of  Poplicola, 
The  moon  of  Rome-,  chafte  as  the  ificle, 
That's  curdled  by  the  froft  from  pureft  fnow, 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  Temple:  dear  Valeria! '« •' 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours, 

[Jhewing  young  Marcius. 
Which  by  th'  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  fhew  like  all  your  felf. 

Cor.  The  God  of  foldiers^ 
With  the  confent  of  fupream  Jove,  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  Noblenefs,  that  thou  may'fl  prove 

Nor   is  it    infrequent    with   him    to    employ   the  Diminutive  of  this 
Term. 

— —  But  I  prattle 

Something  too  wildly,  and  my  Father  s  Precepts 

I  do  forget.  Tempeft, 

Silence  that  Fellow ;  ■         /  would,  he  had  fome 

Caufe  to  prattle  for  himfelf.  Meaf.  for  MeaC 

'  O  my  Sweet, 

I  prattle  out  of  Fajhion,  and  J  doat 

In  mine  own  Comfort.  Othello. 

I  amended  the  PafTage  in  Queftion,  in  the  Appendix  to  my  Shake- 
speare reford ;  and  Mr.  Pope  has  thought  fit  to  corred  it  from 
thence,  in  his  laft  Edition. 

To 
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To  Shame  unvulnerable,  and  flick  i'th'  wars 
Like  a  great  fea-mark,  Handing  every  flaw, 
And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee! 
Vol.  Your  knee,  firrah. 
Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy. 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  my  felf, 
Are  {u i tors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  beieech  you,  peace : 
Or,  if  you'd  ask,  remember  this  before; 
The  thing,  I  have  forfworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denial.     Do  not  bid  me 
Difmifs  my  ibldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  Mechanicks.     Tell  me  not, 
Wherein  I  feem  unnatural:  defire  not 
T'allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reafons. 

Vol.  Oh,  no  more j  no  more: 
You've  faid,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing : 
For  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  ask,  but  That 
Which  you  deny  already  :  yet  we  will  ask, 
That  if  we  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  Blame 
May  hang  upon  your  Hardnefs  ;    therefore  hear  us. 
Cor.  Aufidiuss  and  you  Volfcians,  mark  s  f°r  we'll 

Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. Your  requeft  ? 

Vol.  Should  we  be  filent  and  not  fpeak,  our  raiment 
And  flate  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We've  lead  fince  thy  Exile.     Think  with  thy  felf, 
How  more  unfort'nate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither  3  fince  thy  fight,  which  fhould 
Make  our  Eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  com- 
forts, 
Conftrains  them  weep,  and  fliake  with  fear  and  forrow  -, 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child  to  fee 
The  fon,  the  husband,  and  the  father  tearing 
His  Country's  bowels  out :  and  to  poor  we, 
Thine  enmity's  moil:  capital  -,  thou  barr'ft  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  Gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy.     For  how  can  we, 
Alas !  how  can  we,  for  our  Country  pray, 
Whereto  we're  bound?  together  with  thy  viSrory, 

Wherero 
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Whereto  we're  bound  ?  Alack !  or  we  muft  lofe 
The  Country,  our  dear  nurfe ;  or  elfe  thy  perfon, 
Our  comfort  in  the  Country.     We  muft  find 
An  eminent  calamity,  tho'  we  had 
Our  wi(h,  which  fide  fhou'd  win.    For  either  thou 
Mull,  as  a  foreign  Recreant,  be  led 
With  manacles  along  our  ftreets ;  or  elfe 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  Country's  ruin, 
And  bear  the  palm,  for  haying  bravely  fhed 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.  For  my  felf,  fon, 
I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  Fortune,  'till 
Thefe  wars  determine :  if  I  can't  perfwade  thee 
Rather  to  fhew  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts, 
Than  feek  the  end  of  one  $   thou  fhalt  no  fooner 
March  to  aflault  thy  Country,  than  to  tread 
(Truft  to't,  thou  (halt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb, 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Virg-  Ay,  and  mine  too, 
That  brought  you  forth  this  Boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  time. 

Boy.  He  fhall  not  tread  on  me  :  j 

1*11  run  away  till  I'm  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight. 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tendernefs  to  be, 
Requires,  nor  child,  nor  woman's  face,  to  fee  : 
I've  fat  too  long. 

Vol.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus  : 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  requefl:  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans^  thereby  to  deftroy 
The  Volfcians  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemn  us, 
As  poyfonous  of  your  Honour.     No  -y   our  fuit 
Is,  that  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  Volfcians 
May  fay,  This  mercy  we  have  fhew'd ;  the  Romans^ 
This  we  receiv'd  3  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  all-hail  to  thee,   and  cry,  be  bleft 
For  making  up  this  Peace!  Thou  know'ft,  great  fon, 
The  End  of  War's  uncertain  -,  but  this  certain, 
That  if , thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit, 
Which  thou  (halt  thereby  reap,    is  fuch  a  Name, 
Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  Curfes  : 
Whofe  Chronicle  thus  writ,  4  the  man  was  noble—- 

4  But 
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c  But  with  his  laft  attempt  he  wip'd  it  out, 

'  Deftroy'd  his  Country,  and  his  name  remains 

c  To  th'  enfuing  age,  abhorr'd.'     Speak  to  me,  fon: 

Thou  haft  affected  the  iirft  ftrains  of  honour, 

To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  Gods  5 

To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'th'  air, 

And  yet  to  charge  thy  iulphur  with  a  bolt,  (40) 

That  fhould  but  rive  an  oak.     Why  doft  not  fpeak? 

Think'ft  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 

Still  to  remember  wrongs  ?   Daughter,  fpeak  you  : 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.     Speak  thou.  Boy  5 

Perhaps,  thy  childifhnefs  will  move  him  more 

Than  can  our  reafons.     There's  no  man  in  the  world 

More  bound  to's  mother,  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 

Like  one  i'th'  Stocks.    Thou'ft  never  in  thy  life 

Shew'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtefie ; 

When  fhe,  (poor  hen)  fond  of  no  fecond  brood, 

Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  faiely  home, 

Loaden  with  honour.     Say,  my  Requeft's  unjuft, 

And  fpurn  me  back :  but  if  it  be  not  fo, 

Thou  art  not  honeft,  and  the  Gods  will  p'ague  thee, 

That  thou  reftrain'ft  from  me  the  duty,  which 

To  a  mother's  part  belongs.  —  He  turns  away  : 

Down,  Ladies ;  let  us  fhame  him  with  our  knees. 

To 's  fir-name  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride, 

Than  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down*  and  end  $ 

This  is  the  laft.     So  we  will  home  to  Rome^ 

And  die  among  our  neighbours:  nay,  behold  us. 

This  Boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  h  ;ve, 

But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowfhip, 

Does  reafon  our  petition  with  more  ftrength 

Than  thou  haft  to  deny't.     Come,  let  us  go  : 

This  fellow  had  a  Volfchn  to  his  mother  :  (^  i) 

His 

(40)  And  yet  to  change  thy  Sulphur  nuith  a  Bolt, 
That  foould  but  rive  an  Oak.~] 

AW  the  printed  Copies    concur  in   this  Reading,    but  I  have  certainly 
reitor'd  the  true  Word.     Vid.  the  14th  Note  on  this  Play. 

(41)  This  Fellow  had  a   Volfcian  to  his  Mother; 
His  Wife  is  in  Corioli  ;  and  his  Child 

Like   hi?n  by    Chance  :  —  ]    But  tho*    his  Wife    was  in  Corioli, 
Vol.  VI.  I  might 
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His  wife  is  in  Corioli^  and  this  child 

Like  him  by  chance  j  yet  give  us  our  dif^atch : 

1*01  hufht,  until  our  City  be  afire 5 

And  then  I'll  fpeak  a  little. 

Cor.  O  mother,  mother! - 

[Holds  her  by  the  hands  ^  filent< 
What  have  you  done?  behold,  the  heav'ns  do  ope, 
The  Gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  fcene 
They  laugh  at.     Oh,  my  , mother,  mother!  oh! 
You've  won  a  happy  victory  to  Rome : 
But  for  your  fon,  believe  it,  oh,  believe  it, 
Moft  dang'roufly  you  have  with  him  prevail'd, 

If  not  moft  mortal  to  him.     Let  it  come ; » 

Aufidius^  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.      Now,  good  Aufidius^ 
Were  you  in  my  (lead,  fay,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lefs?  or  granted  lefs,  Aufidius? 

Auf.  I  too  was  mov'd. 

Cor.  I  dare  be  fworn,  you  were  % 
And,  Sir,  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  ey£s  to  fweat  Companion.     But,  good  Sir, 
What  peace  you'll  make,  advife  me:* for  my  part, 
I'll  not  to  Rome^  I'll  back  with  you,  and  pray  you 
Stand  to  me  in  this  caufe.     O  mother!  wife! - 

Auf.  I'm  glad,  thou'ft  fet  thy  mercy  and  thy  ho- 
nour 
At  difference  in  thee  s  out  of  That  I'll  work 
My  felf  a  former  fortune.  [AfideA 

Cor.  Ay,  by  and  by  3  but  we  will  drink  together  j 
And  you  (hall  bear  [To  Vol.  Virg.  t*jc* 

A  better  witnefs  back  than  words,  which  we, 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-feal'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us :  Ladies,  you  deferve 

might  not  his  Child,  neverthelefs,  be  like  him  ?  The  minute  Altera-*'/ 
tion  I  have  made,  I  am  perfwaded,  reftores  the  true  Reading.  Volum-y 
nia  would  hint,  that  Coriolanus  by  his  ftcrn  Behaviour  had  loft  alB 
ir'amiiy-Regards,  and  did  not  remember  that  he  had  any  Child.  lam 
not  his  Mother,  (fays  (he)  his  Wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  this  Child,  whom, 
We  bring  with  us,  (young  Marcius)  is  not  his  Child,  but  only  bears 
his  hciemblance  by  Chance. 

To 
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To  have  a  Temple  built  you  :  all  the  fvvords 

In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms, 

Could  not  have  made  this  Peace.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,    the  Forum,  In  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  QEE  you  yond  coin  o'th'  Capitol^yond  corner- 
»3  ftone? 
Sic.  Why,  what  of  that? 

Men.  If  it  be  pollible  for  you  to  difplace  it  with 
your  little  finger,  there  is  forne  hope  the  ladies  of 
Rome,  efpecially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him. 
But,  I  fay>  there  is  no  hopeiri'tj  our  throats  are  fen- 
tenc'd,  and  flay  upon  execution. 

Sic.  1st  poffible,  that  fo  fhort  a  time  can  alter  the 
condition  of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  difference  between  a  grub  and  a 
butterfly,  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub  ;  this  Marcius 
is  grown  from  man  to  dragon:  he  has  wings,  he's 
more  than  a  creeping  thing 

Sic.  He  lov'd  his  mother  dearly. 
Men.  So  did  he  me;  and  he  no  more  remembers 
his  mother  now,  than  an  eight  years  old  horfe.  The 
tartnefs  of  his  face  fours  ripe  grapes.  When  he  walks, 
he  moves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground  (brinks  be- 
fore his  treading.  He  is  able  to  pierce  a  corflet  with 
his  eye:  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  battery. 
He  fits  in  his  State,  as  a  thing  made  for  Alexander. 
What  he  bids  be  done,  is  finiiri'd  with  his  bidding. 
tic  wants  nothing  of  a  God,  but  Eternity,  and  a  hea- 
ven to  throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 
Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  character.  Mark,  what  mer- 
cy his  mother  iTuU  bring  from  him  3   there  is  no   more 
rnercy    in  him,  than  there  is    milk    in    a  male  tyger ; 
that  ihall  our  poor  City  find  j  and  all  this  is  long  oi  you. 
Sic;  Tiiw  Gods  be  good  unto  us ! 

I  z  Men. 
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Men  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  Gods  will  not  be  good 
unto  us.  When  we  banifh'd  him,  we  refpe&ed  not 
them :  and  he  returning  to  break  our  necks,  they  re- 
fpe£t  not  us. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Sir,  if  you'd  fave  your  life,  fly  to  your  houfe  \ 
The  Plebeians  have  got  your  fellow- tribune, 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  y  All  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  Ladies  bring  not  comfort  home. 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Sic.  What's  the  news  ? 

Mef.  Good  news,  good  news,  the  Ladies  have  pre- 
vails, 
The  Folfcians  are  diflodg'd,  and  Marcius  gone: 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 
No,  not  th'  Expulfion  of  the  Farquins. 

Sic.  Friend, 
Art  certain,  this  is  true  ?  is  it  moft  certain  ? 

Mef  As  certain,  as  I  know  the  Sun  is  fire  : 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it? 
Ne'er  throuah  an  Arch  fo  hurried  the  blown  tide. 
As  the  recomforted  through  th'  gates.  Why,  hark  you; 
[Trumpets^  Hautboys,    Drums  beat^  all  together. 
The  trumpets,  fackbuts,  pfalteries  and  fifes, 
Tabors  and  cymbals,   and  the  fbouting  Romans 
Make  the  Sun  dance.     Hark  you  !         [_A  floout  within. 

Men.  This  is  good  news  : 
I  will  go  meet  the  Ladies.     This  Volumnia 
Is  worih  of  Confuls,  Senators,  Patricians, 
A  City  full:  of  Tribunes,  fuch  as  you, 
A  Sea  and  Land  full.  You've  pray'd  well  to  day : 
This  morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.     Hark,  how  they  joy! 

\_Sound filly  with  the  fhouts. 

Sic.  Firft,  the  Gods  blefs  you  for  your  tidings :  next, 
Accept  my  thankfulnefs. 

Mef. 
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Mef.  Sir,  we   have   all  great   caufe    to  give  great 

thanks. 
Sic.  They're  near  the  city  ? 
Mef.  Almoft  at  point  to  enter. 
Sic.  We'll  meet  them,  and  help  the  joy.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Senators,  with  ladies,  paffng  over  the 
flage  y  with  other  Lords* 
Sen.  Behold  our  Patronefs,  the  Life  of  Rome  : 
Call  all  your  Tribes  together,   praife  the  Gods, 
And  make  triumphant   fires :   ftrew    flowers    before 

them  : 
Unfhout  the  noife,  that  banim'd  Marcius  j 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother  : 
Cry,  —  welcome,  Ladies,  welcome !  [Exeunt. 

All.  Welcome,  Ladies,  welcome!—— 

[A  flour ijh  with  drums  and  trumpets. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  fublick  Tlace  in 

Antium. 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  with  Attendants. 

Auf.  /^  O  tell  the  Lords  o'th'  City,  I  am  here  : 

Vj  Deliver  them  this  paper:  having  read  it, 
Bid  them  repair  to  th'  market-place,  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  t.he  Commons'  ears, 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     He,  I  accufe, 
The  city  ports  by  this  hath  enter'd  5  and 
Intends  t'appear  before  the  people,  hoping 
To  purge  himfelf  with  words.   Difpatch.  —  Moft 
welcome ! 

Enter  three  or  four  Confpirators   of  Aufidius'j  faftion. 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  General? 

Auf.  Even  fo, 
As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  impoyfpn'd, 
And  with  his  charity  flain. 

2,  Con.  Moft  noble  Sir, 
If  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent^  wherein 

I  3  You 
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You  wifh'd  us  parties;  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

Auf.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell  ; 
We  muft  proceed,  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

5  Con.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whilft 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference;   but  the  Fall  of  either 
Makes  the  Survivor  heir  of  all. 

Auf.  I  know  it  j 
And  my  pretext  to  flxike  at  hirn  admits 
A  good  conftruction.     I  rais'd  him,  and  pawn'd 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth  $  who  being  fo  heighten'd, 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery, 
Seducing  fo  my  friends  $  and  to  this  end, 
He  bow'd  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free. 

'\  Con.  Sir,  his  ftoutnefs 
When  he  did  ftand  for  Conful,  which  he  loft 
By  lack  of  Hooping- • 

Auf.  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of: 
Being  banifh'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  hearth, 
Prefented  to  my  knife  his  throat  ;  I  took  him, 
Made  him  joint  fervant  with  me;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  deflres  ;  nay,  let  him  chufe 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish, 
My  beft  and  freiheft  men ;  ferv'd  his  defignments 
In  mine  own  perfon;  holpe  to  reap  the  Fame, 
Which  he  did  make  all  his;  and  took  fome  pride 
To  do  my  felf  this  wrong;  'till,  at  the  laft, 
I  feem'd  his  follower,  not  partner ;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance,  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  Con.  So  he  did,  my  lord  : 
The  army  marvell'd  at  it,  and,  at  laft, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome^  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  lefs  Spoil,  than  Glory  * 

Auf.  There  was  it; • 

(For  which  my  finews  fhall  be  ftretch'd  upon  him$ 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  fold  the  Blood  and  Labour 
Of  our  great  A&ion  3  therefore  fhall  he  die, 

And 
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And  1*11  renew  me  in  his  Fall.     But,  hark! 

{Drums  and  trumpets  found \  with  great  pouts   of  the 
people. 

i  Con.  Your  native  Town  you  enter'd  like  a  Poft, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home  5   but  he  returns, 
Splitting  the  Air  with  noife. 

1  Con.  And  patient  fools, 
Whofe  children  he  hath  flain,  their  bafe  throats  tear, 
Giving  him  glory. 

$  Con.  Therefore  at  your  vantage, 
Ere  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  fword, 
Which  we  will  fecond.  When  he  lies  along, 
After  your  way  his  Tale  pronounc'd  fliall  bury 
His  reafons  with  his  body. 

Auf.  Say  no  more, 
Here  come  the  lords. 

Jlnter  the  Lords  of  the  City. 

Ml  Lords.  You're  mod  welcome  home. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus'd 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

All.  We  have. 

1  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  laft,  I  think, 
Might  have  found  eafie  fines :  but  there  to  end, 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  Levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  charge,  making  a  treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding,  This  admits  no  excufe. 

Auf.  He  approaches,   you  fhall  hear  him. 

Enter    Coriolanus,    marching   with   drums   and  colours; 
the  Commons  being  with  him. 

Cor.  Hail,  lords ;  I  am  return'd,  your  foldier$ 
No  more  infected  with  my  Country's  love, 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,  but  (till  fubfifting 
Under  your  great  Command.     You  are  to  know. 
That  profperoufly  I  have  attempted,  and 

I  4  With 
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With  bloody  paflage  led  your  wars,  even  to 

The  gates  of  Rome:  Our  fpoils,  we  have  brought  home, 

Do  more  than  counterpoife,  a  full  third  part, 

The  charges  of  the  adfcion.    We've  made  peace 

W  ith  no  lefs  honour  to  the  Antiates^ 

Than  fhame  to  th'  Romans :  and  we  here  deliver, 

Subfcribed  by  the  Confuls  and  Patricians, 

Together  with  the  feal  o'th'  Senate,  what 

We  have  compounded  on. 

Auf.  Read  it  not,  noble  lords. 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  higheft  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor !  —  how  now  I      . 

Auf.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cor.  Marcius!-* 

Auf.  Ay,  Marciu^  Caius  Marcius;  doft  thou  think, 
I'll  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  ftoln  name 
Goriolanus^  in  Corioli? 

You  Lords  and  Heads  o'th'  State,  perfidioufly 
He  has  betray'd  your  bufinefs,  and  given  up, 
For  certain  drops  of  fait,  your  city  Rome-0 
I  fay,  yo"ur  city,  to  his  wife  and  mo  her  * 
Breaking  his  oath  and  refolution,  like 
A  twift  of  rotten  firk,  never  admitting 
Counfel  o'th'  warj  but  at  his  nurfe's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  victory, 
That  Pages  blufh'd  at  him  ;  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wondring  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear'ft  thou,  Mars! — 

Auf.  Name  not  the  God,  thou  boy  of  tears !  — 

Cor.  Ha! 
Auf.  No  more. 

Cor.  Meafurelefs  liar,  thou  haft  made  iny  heart 

Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy?  O  flave! ■ 

Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  the  firft  time  that  ever 

I'm  fore'd  to  fcold.     Your  judgments,  my  grave  lords, 

Muft  give  this  Cur  the  Lie  5   and  his  own  Notion, 

(Who  Wears  my  ftripes  impreft  upon  him  5  thai 

Muft  bear  my  beating  to  his  Grave >)  (hall  join 

To  thrufl  the  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord, 
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i  Lord.  Peace  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volfcians^  men  and  lads, 
Stain  all  your  edges  in  me.     Boy!   falfe  hound! 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there, 
That,  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-coat,  I 
Flutter'd  your  Volfcians  in  CoriolL 
Alone  I  did  it.     Boy!> ■ 

Auf.  Why,  noble  lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune, 
Which  was  your  fhame,  by  this  unholy  braggart, 
'Fore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 

All  Con.  Let  him  die  for't. 

All  People.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently : 
He  kill'd  myfon, — my  daughter,  —  kill'd  my  coufin, — - 
He  kill'd  my  father.  — .       [The  Croud  fpeak  promifcuoufly* 

z  Lord.  Peace,  —  no  outrage peace — 

The  man  is  noble,  and  his  Fame  folds  in 
This  Orb  o'th'  earrh  j  his  lad  offences  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  Hearing.     Stand,  Aufidius* 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor.  O  that  I  had  him, 
With  fix  Aufidius'Sy  or  more,    his  tribe, 
To  ufe  ray  lawful  fword 

Auf.  Infolent  villain! 

All  Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

[The  confpirators  all  draw,  and  kill  Marcius, 
who  falls,  and   Aufidius  ftands  on  him. 

Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf.  My  noble  Matters,  hear  me  fpeak. 

i  Lord.  O  Tullus 

z  Lord.  Thou  hafl:  done  a  deed,   whereat 
Valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him  —  mailers  all,  be  quiet  j 
Put  up  your  fwords. 

Auf.  My  lords,  when   you  fhall  know  (as   in  this 
rage 
Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot)  the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.     Pleafe  it  your  Honours 
To  call  me  to  your  Senate,  I'll  deliver 

My 
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My  felf  your  loyal  fervant,    or  endure 
Your  heavieft  cenfure. 

i  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body, 
And  mourn  you  for  him.     Let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  mod  noble  Coarfe,  that  ever  Herald 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 

z  Lord.  His  own  impatience 
Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame  ; 
Let's  make  the  belt  of  it. 

jfuf.  My  Rage  is  gone, 
And  I  am  ftruck  with  forrow :  take  him  up  : 
Help,  three  o'th'  chiefeft  foldiers  *   I'll  be  one.  (42) 
Beafc  thou  the  drum,  that  it  fpeak  mournfully : 
Trail  your  ileel  pikes.     Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widowed  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
Yet  he  ihall  have  a  noble  memory. 

[Exeunt,  bearing  the  body  of  Marcius.     A  dead 
March  founded. 

(42)  Help,  three  oth"  chiefeft  Soldiers ;  III  be  One.] 
Not  One  of  the  three,  but  One  to  affift  them  :     he  would  make  th$ 
fourth  Man.     So,  in  the  Conclufion  of  Hamlet ; 

■ —  Let  four  Captains 

Bear  Hamlet  like  a  Soldier  to  the  Stage:     , 
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JULIUS    C^SAR. 

Octavius  Casfar.         ) 

M.  Antony.  >  friumvirs,  after  the  Death  cf  Julius  Csefar. 

M.  j£mil.  Lepidus.  \ 

Cicero. 

Brutus, 

Caffius, 

Cafca, 

Trebonius, 

Ligarius,  \     ^^JP^tors  againft  Julius  Casfar, 

Decius  Brutus, 

Metellus  Cimber, 

Cinna. 

Popilius  Lasna,  ? 

Publius.  5   s***»**< 

Marullus  5    <^r^tmes  an*  £****&*  t0  Caefar,, 

Meflala,  ?    frienjs  to  Brutus  and  Caffius. 

Titmius.  5         , 

Artemidoras,  a  &/£#  ef  Cnidos. 
A  Soothfayer. 
^Toung  Cato. 
Cinna,  a  Poet. 
Another  Poet. 
Lucilius, 
Dardanius, 

Volumnius,  \ 

Varro,  \   Servants  of  "Brutus- 

Clitus, 
Claudius, 
Strato, 
Lucius. 

Pindarus,  Servant  of  Caffius. 
Ghoft  *f  Julius  Caefar. 
Cohler, 
Carpenter, 
Other  Plebeians. 

Calphurnia,  Wife  to  Caefar. 
Porcia,  Wife  to  Brutus. 

Guards  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,/or  the  three  firft  A&sy  at  Rome  :  after - 
<wards>  at  an  Ifle  near  Mutina ;  at  Sardis  3  00^  Phi- 
lippi. 
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SCENE,    a   Street    in  Rome. 

Enter  Flavius,  (i)   Marullus,  and  certain  Com- 
moners. 

Flavius. 

HENCE-,  home,  you  idle  creatures,  get  you 
home  j 
Is  this  a  holiday  ?  what!  know  you  not, 
Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  fign 
Of  your  profeffion  ?  fpeak,  what  trade  art  thou  ? 

Car.  Why,  Sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  befl:  apparel  on? 
You,  Sir,  —  What  trade  are  you  ? 

Cob.  Truly,  Sir,  in  refpect  of  a  fine  workman,  lam 
but,  as  you  would  fay,  a  cobler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  anfwer  me  directly. 

Cob.  A  trade,  Sir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  ufe  with  a 
fafe  confciencej  which  is,  indeed,  Sir,  a  mender  of 
bad  foals. 

Flav.  What  trade,  thou  knave?  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade? 

(i)  Murel/us]  I  have,  upon  the  Authority  of  Plutarch^  8cc.  given 
to  this  Tribune,  his  right  Name,  Marullus. 

Cob. 
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Cob.  Nay,  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  be  not  out  with  me  i 
yet  if  you  be  out,  Sir,  I  can  mefld  you. 

(z)  Flav.  What  mean' ft  thou  by  that  ?  mend  me,  thoii 
fawcy  fellow  ? 

Cob.  Why,  Sir,  cobble  you. 

Flav.  Thou  art  a  cobler,  art  thou  ? 

Cob.  Truly,  Sir,  all,  that  I  live  by,  is  the  awl  :  I 
meddle  with  no  tradefman's  matters,  nor  woman's, 
matters  j  but  with- all,  I  am,  indeed,  Sir,  a  furgeon  to 
old  flioes ;  when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  recover 
them.  As  proper  men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats-leather 
have  gone  upon  my  handy-work. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  (hop  to  day? 
Why  doft  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  ftreets  ? 

Cob.  Truly,  Sir,  to  wear  out  their  flioes,  to  get  my 
felf  into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  Sir,  we  make  holi- 
day to  fee  Cafar^  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice !  —  what  conqueft  brings 
he  home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot- wheels  ? 
You  blocks,    you   ftones,    you   worfe    than  fenfelefi 

things! 
O  you  hard  hearts!  ybii  cruel  men  of  Rome! 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  ?  many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements, 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney  tops, 
Your  infants  in  your  arms*  and  there  have  fate 
Thfe  live-long  day  with  patient  expe&ation, 
To  fee  great  Pompey  pafs  the  ftreets  of  Rome  : 
And  when  you  faw  his  chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  univerfal  ihout, 
That  *fyber  trembled  underneath  his  banks 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  founds, 
Made  in  his  concave  fht>res  ? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  attire? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  an  holi-day? 

(2)  Mar.  What  mean  ft  thou  by  that?]  As  the  Cohler,  in  the  pre- 
ceding Speech,  replies  to  Flavius,  riot  ipMaru/Jus;  'tis  plain,  I  think, 
this  Speech  mud  be  given  to  F/avius. 

And 
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And  do  you  now  ftrew  flowers  in  his  way, 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompefs  blood  ? 

Be  gone 

Run  to  your  houfcs,  fall  upon  your  knees, 
Pray  to  the  Gods,  to  intermit  the  plague, 
That  needs  mult  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and  for  this  fault 
AfTemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  Sort  5 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  bank,   and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  'till  the  loweft  ftream 
Do  kifs  the  moil  exalted  fhores  of  all. 

\_Exeunt  Commoners. 
See,  whe're  their  bafeft  mettle  be  not  mov'd; 
They  vanifh  tongue-ty'd  in  their  guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  that  way  tow'rds  the  Capitol, 
This  way  will  1 3  difrobe  the  images,     N 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

Mar.  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know,  it  is  the  feaft  of  Lupercal. 

Flav.  It  is  no  matter,  let  no  images  y 

Be  hung  with  Cafar's  trophies  5  I'll  about, 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  ftreets  : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  feathers,  pluckx  from  Cafar's  wing, 
Will  make  hirn  fly  an  ordinary  pitch  j 
Who  elfe  would  foar  above  the  view  of  men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  fcarfulnefs. 

[_Exeunt  feverally. 

Enter  Caefar,  Antony  for  the  Courfe,  Calphurnia,  Porcia, 
Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Caffius,  Cafca,  a  Sootbfayer. 

Caf.  Calphurnia, 

Cafe,  feace,  ho !  Cafar  fpeaks. 

Oaf.  Calphurnia , — 

Calp.  Here,  my  lord. 

Caf  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius*  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his,  Courfe Anionius^ • 

Ant.  C<efar^  my  lord. 

Caf  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphurnia  >  for  our  Elders  ia\ , 

the 
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The  Barren,  touched  in  this  holy  Chafe, 
Shake  off  their  fteril  Curfe. 

Jnt.  I  fhall  remember. 
When  Cafar  fays,  do  this ;  it  is  perform'd. 

Caf.  Set  on,  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 

Sooth,  Cafar,  — 

Caf  Ha!  who  calls  ? 

Cafe.  Bid  every  noife  be  ftillj  peace  yet  again. 

Caf  Who  is  it  in  the  Prefs,  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  fhriller  than  all  the  mufick, 
Cry,  Cafar.     Speak  >  Cafar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 

Caf  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru.    A  footh-fayer  bids  you  beware  the   Ides  of 
March. 

Caf  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face. 

Caf.  Fellow,  come   from   the    throng,    look    upon 
Cafar. 

Caf  What  fay'ft  thou  to  me  now?  fpeak  once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 

Caf.  He  is  a  dreamer,  let  us  leave  him  ;  pafs. 

[JLxeunt  Caefar  and  Train. 
Manent  Brutus  and  Caffius. 

Caf  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  Courfe  ? 

Bru.  Not  I. 

Caf  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamefom  *    I  do  lack  fome  part 
Of  that  quick  fpirit  that  is  in  Antony : 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Caffius^  your  defires ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Caf  Brutus^  I  do  obferve  you  now  of  late ; 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentlenefs 
And  fbew  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  5 
You  bear  too  ftubborn  and  too  flrange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Caffius^ 
Be  not  deceiv'd :  if  I  have  veil'd  my  Look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Meeiiy  upon  my  felf.    Vexed  I  am, 
Of  late,  with  paffions  of  fome  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  my  felf  j  Which 
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Which  give  fome  foil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviour: 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd, 
Among  which  number,  CaJ/ius,  be  you  one; 
Nor  conftrue  any  farther  my  neglecl:, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himfelf  at  war, 
Forgets  the  Shews  of  Love  to  other  men. 

Caf  Thcn^Brutus,  I  have  much  miftook  your  f  aflionj 
By  means  whereof,  this  bread  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  fee  your  face? 

Bru.  No,  Caffius\  for  the  eye  Cees  not  it  felf^ 
But  by  reflexion  from  fome  other  things. 

Caf  'Tisjuft. 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  fuch  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  fee  your  fhadow.      I  have  heard, 
Where  many  of  the  belt  Refpe£fc  in  Rome, 
(Except  immortal  Ccefar)  fpeaking  of  Brutus^ 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoak, 
Have  wiuYd,  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,    CaJJtuS, 
That  you  would  have  me  feek  into  my  felf, 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Caf.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,   be  prepar'd  to  hear  % 
And  fince  you  know,  you  cannot  fee  your  felf 
So  well  as  by  reflexion  -,  I,  your  glafs, 
Will  modeltly  difcover  to  your  felf 
That  of  your  felf,  which  yet  you  know  not  ofv. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus  : 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  ufe 
To  ftale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  proteftor*  if  you  know, 
That  1  do  fawn  on  men,  ar>d  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  fcandal  them  5  or  if  you  know, 
That  I  profefs  my  felf  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous* 

[Flourijh  andjhout. 

Bru.  What  means  this  fhouting  ?  I  do  fear,  the  People 
Chufe  Cafar  for  their  King. 

Vol,  VI.  K  Caf 
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Caf.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  muft  I  think,  you  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Caffius\  yet  I  love  him  well: 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  ? 
What  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  General  good, 
Set  Honour  in  one  eye,  and  Death  i'th'  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  Death  indifferently:  (3) 
For  let  the  Gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  than  I  fear  Death. 

Caf.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus^ 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  Favour. 

Well,  Honour  is  the  fubjecT:  of  my  flory :  — • 

I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life;  but  for  my  fingle  felf, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  fuch  a  thing  as  I  my  felf. 
I  was  born  free  as  Ctefar,  fo  were  you  5 
We  Roth  have  fed  as  well  5  and  we  can  Both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once  upon  a  raw  and  gufty  day,  (4) 

The 

(3)  And  1  *will  look  on  both  indifferently^  What  a  Contradiction  to 
this,  are  the  Lines  immediately  lucceeding?  If  He  lov'd  Honour, 
more  than  he  fear'd  Death,  how  could  they  be  both  indifferent  to 
him  ?  Honour  thus  is  but  in  equal  Balance  to  Death,  which  is  not 
fpeaking  at  all  like  Brutus :  for,  in  a  Soldier  of  any  ordinary  Preten- 
tion, it  {hould  always  preponderate.     We  muft  certainly  read, 

-  And  I  will  look  on  Death  indifferently. 
What  oCcafiorTd  the  Corruption,  I  prefume,  was,  the  Tranfcribers 
imagining,  the  Adverb  indifferently  muft  be  applied  to  Two  things 
opposed.  But  the  Ufe  of  the  V/ord  does  not  demand  it ;  nor  does 
Shakefpeare  always  apply  it  fo.  In  the  prefent  PafTage  it  fignifies, 
negleclingly ;  without  Fear,  or  Concern  :  And  fo  Cafca  afterwards,  a- 
gain  in  this  Ac\  employs  it. 

And  Dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 
i.  e.  I  weigh  them  not;  am  not  deterr'd  on  the  Score  of  Danger. 

Mr.  Warburton. 

(4)  For  once  upon  a  raw  and  gufty  day.]  This  may,  perhaps,  appear  a 
very  odd  Amufement  for  Two  of  the  greateft  Men  in  Rome.  But  it 
appears,  this  was  an  ufual  Exercife  for  the  Nobility,  that  delighted  in 
the  hardy  Ufe  of  Arms,  and  were  not  enervated,  from  this  Paflage  of 
Horace.  1.   1.  Ode  8. 

Cur  timet  jla<vum  Tiberim  t anger?  P 

Upon 
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The  troubled  fiber  chafing  with  his  mores, 

Cafar  fays  to  me,  u  dar'lt  thou,  CaJJius^  now 

44  Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood, 

"  And  fwim  to  yonder  point?- — Upon  the  word. 

Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 

And  bid  him  follow  j  io,  indeed,  he  did. 

The  torrent  roar'd,  and  We  did  buffet  it 

With  lufty  finews  >  throwing  it  afide, 

And  ftemming  it  with  hearts  of  controverfie. 

But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  prflpos'd, 

Cafar  cry'd,  u  Help  me,  CaJJius^  or  I  fink." 

I,  as  JEneaSy  our  great  Anceftor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  moulder 

The  old  Ancbifes  bear,  fo,  from  the  waves  of  laber 

Did  I  the  tired  Cafar:  and  this  man 

Is  now  become  a  God  $  and  CaJJius  is 

A  wretched  creature,   and  mud  bend  his  body, 

If  Cafar  carelefly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  feaver  when  he  was  in  Spain% 

And  when  the  fit  was  on  him,   I  did  mark 

How  he  did  make ;  'tis  true,  this  God  did  make  ; 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly, 

And  that  fame  eye,  whofe  Bend  doth  awe  the  World, 

Did  lofe  its  luftre  j  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bad  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  fpeeches  in  their  books, 

Alas!  it  cry'd  —  u  give  me  fome  drink,  Titinius—-* 

As  a  fick  girl.     Ye  Gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  fuch  a  feeble  temper  mould 

So  get  the  ftart  of  the  majeftick  World, 

And  bear  the  Palm  alone.  '  [Shout.     Flourtfh. 

Bru.  Another  general  fliQut ! 
I  do  believe,  that  thefe  applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Ctffar, 

Caf.  Why,  man,  he  doth  beftride  the  narrow  world 

Upon  which  Hermannus  Figulus  makes  this  Comment  -,  Natare.  Nam 
Romae  prima  Adohfcenti<e  jicvenes,  pr&ter  cater  as  gymnajticas  difci- 
flinas,  etiam  natare  difcebant,  ut  ad  belli  munera  firmiores  aptiorefo^ 
ejfent.  And  he  puts  us  in  mind  from  Suetonius,  how  expert  a  Swim- 
mer Jul.  Ceefar  was.  Mr.  Warburton. 

K  i  Like 
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Like  a  Colojfus  5  and  we  petty  men 

Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 

To  find   our  felves  difhonourable  Graves. 

Mdn  at  fome  times  are  mailers  of  their  fates  : 

The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  Stars, 

But  in  our  felves,  that  we  are  underlings. 

Brutus  and  Cafar  !  what  fhould  be  in  that  C<efar? 

Why  ihould  that  name  be  founded,  more  than  yours  ? 

Write  them  together \  yours  is  as  fair  a  name: 

Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well* 

Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy  ;  conjure  with  'em, 

Brutus  will  ftart  a  Spirit,  as  foon  as  C<efar. 

Now  in  the  Names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once, 

Upbn  what  meat  doth  this  our  Cafar  feed, 

That  he  is  grown  fo  great?  Age,  thou  art  fham'd  $ 

Rome,  thou  haft  loft  the  Breed  of  noble  bloods. 

When  went  there  by  an  age,  fince  the  great  flood, 

But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 

When  could  they  fay,  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 

That  her  wide  walls  incompafs'd  but  one  man? 

Now  is  it  Rome,  indeed  5  and  room  enough, 

When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 

Oh!  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  fay, 

There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 

Th*  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Romei 

As  eafilv  as  a  King. 

Eru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous  -, 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim  j 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,   and  of  thefe  times, 
I  fhall  recount  hereafter:  for  this  prefent, 
I  would  not  (fo  with  love  I  might  intreat  you) 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  faid, 
I  will  confider  >  what  you  have  to  fay, 
I  will  with  patience  hear ;  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  things. 
*  'Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this  *y 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager, 
Than  -to  repute  himfelf  a  fon.of  Rome 
Under  fuch  hard  conditions,  as  this  time 
Js  like  to  liJy  upon  us. 

Caf. 
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Caf  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  ftruck  but  thus  much  ihew  of  fire  from  Brutus. 
Enter  Csefar  and  his  Train. 
Bru.  The  Games  are  done,  and  C<efar  is  returning. 
Caf.  As  they  pafs  by,  pluck  Cafca  by  the  fleeve, 
And  he  will,  after  his  four  fafliion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to  day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  foj  but  look  you,  Cajfius^ — — 
The  angry  Spot  doth  glow  on  Cafar's  brow, 
And  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  train. 
Calphurma's  cheek  is  pale ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  ferret,  and  fuch  fiery  eyes, 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  croft  in  conf 'rence  by  fome  Senators, 
Caf.  Cafca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 
Caf  Antonius^*   ■  -  ■-■■ 
Ant.  Cafar  ? 

Caf.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat, 
Sleek- headed  men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  a-nights  : 
Yond  Cajfius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look, 
He  thinks  too  much  j  fuch  men  are,  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Cafar^  he's  not  dangerous  j      { 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Caf.  Would  he  were  fatter ;   but  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  ihould  avoid, 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Cajfius.     He  reads  much  ; 
He  is  a  great  obferver  \  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men.     He  loves  no  Plays, 
As  thou  doftj  Antony  j  he  hears  no  mufick :  (f ) 

(q)  . he  hears  no  Mufick  :]    This   is   not  a    trivial 

Observation,  nor  does  our  Poet  mean  barely  by  it,  that  Cajfius  was  not 
a  merry,  fprightly  man :  but  that  he  had  not  a  due  Temperament  of 
Harmony  in  his  Composition :  and  that  therefore  Natures,  fo  uncorrect- 
ed, are  dangerous.  He  has  finely  dilated  on  this  Sentiment  in  his  Mety 
chant  of  Venice.  Acl.  5.  ; 

The  Man,  that  hath  no  Mufick  in  himfelf 

And  is  not  monid  ivith  Concord  of  fiweet  Sounds, 

Is  fit  for  Treafons,  Stratagems,   and  Spoils  1 

Ihe  Motions  of  his  Spirit  are  dull  as  Night, 

And  his  Affections  dark  as  Erebus  ; 

Let  no  fuch  Man  be  trufied.  — '■ — • 

K  5  Seldom 
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Seldom  he  (miles ;  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,  and  fcorn'd  his  fpirit, 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  ffnile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  eafe, 
Whilft  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelveSj 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
Than  what  I  fear  $   for  always  I  am  defar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf* 
And  tell  me  truly,  what  thou  think'ft  of  him. 

[Exeunt  Casfar  and  his  %r&in. 

Manent  Brutus  and  Caflius :  Cafca,  to  them. 

Cafca.  You  pull'd  me  by  the  cloak  j  would  youfpeafe 

with  me? 

Bru.  Ay,  Cafca,  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to  day, 
That  Ctffar  looks  fo  fad. 

Cafca.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  yon  not? 
Bru.  Iihould  not  then  ask  Cafca  what  had  chanc'd. 
Cafca.  Why,  there  was  a  Crown  ofFer'd  him  5  and 
being  offer'd  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his 
hand  thus,  a*n4  then  the  people  fell  a  thouting. 
Btu.  What  was  the  fecond  noife  for? 
Cafca.   Why,  for  that  too. 
Caf.  They  {houted  thrice :    what   was  the  laft  cry 

for? 
Cafca.  Why,  for  that  too. 
Bru.  Was  the  Crown  ofFer'd  him  thrice? 
Cafca.  Ay,  marry,  was't,    and  he  put   it  by  thrice, 
every  time  gentler  than  other;  and  at  every  putting  by, 
mine  hone  ft  neighbours  fhouted. 
Caf.  W  ho  orFer'd  him  the  Crown  ? 
Cafca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Cafca. 
Cafca.  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd,  as  tell  the  manner  of 
it:  it  was  meer  foolery,  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  law 
Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  Crown  \  yet  'twas  not  a  Crown 
neither,  'twas  one  of  thefe  Coronets  j  and,  as  I  told 
you,  he  put  it  by  once}  but  for  all  that,  to  my  think- 
ing, he  would  fain  have  had    it.     Then   he    offer'd  it 

to 
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to  him  again :  then  he  put  it  by  again  $    but,  to   my 
thinking,  he  was  very  loth    to  lay  his  fingers    off  it. 
And  then  he  offer'd  it   the  third  time  3    he   put  it  the 
third  time  by  5  and  ftill  as  he  refus'd  it,  the  rabblemenc 
houted,  and  clapp'd  their  chopt  hands,  and  threw  up 
their  fweaty  night-caps,    and  uttered   fuch   a   deal  of 
ftinking  breath,  becaufe  Cafar  refus'd  the  Grown,  that 
it  had  almoft  choaked  Cafar\   for  he  fwooned,  and  fell 
down  at  it:  and  for  mine  own  part,    I  durft  not  laugh, 
foT  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and  receiving  the  bad  air. 
Caf  But,  foft,  1  pray  you  ;    what,  did  Ctefar  fwbon  ? 
Cafca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foam'd 
at  mouth,  and  was  fpeechlefs. 
Bru.  'Tis  very  like  5    he  hath  the  falling  Sicknefs. 
Caf.  No,  Cafar  hath  it  not  5  but  you  and  I, 
And  honeft  Cafca9   we  have  the  falling- ficknefs. 

Cafca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that;  but  I  am 
fure,  Cafar  fell  down :  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not 
clap  him,  and  hifs  him,    according  as  he  pleas'd,  and 
difpleas'd  them,  as  they  ufed  to  do  the  Players  in  the 
Theatre,  I  am  no  true  man. 
Bru.  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf  ? 
Cafca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,   when  he  per- 
ceiv'd  the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refus'd  the  Crown, 
he  pluckt  me  ope  his  doublet,    and  offer'd   them  his 
throat  to  cut :  An'  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupati- 
on, if  I  would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would 
I  might  go  to  hell  among  the  rogues  5   and  fo  he  fell. 
When  he  came  to  himfelf  again,    he  faid,  "  If  he  had 
"  done,  or  faid  any  thing  amifs,  he  defir'd  their  Wor- 
"  fhips  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity."  Three  or  four 
wenches  where  I  ftood,  cry'd,  *  alas,  good  foul!"  — 
and  forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts:  but  there's  no 
heed  to  be  taken  of  them  >    if  Cafar  had  ftabb'd  their 
mothers,  they  would  have  done  no  lefs. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  fad,  away? 

Cafca.  Ay. 

Caf  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing  ? 

Cafca-  Ay,  he  fpoke  Greek. 

Caf  To  what  effcft? 

K  4  Qafc&. 
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Cafca.  Nay,  an'  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you 
i'th'  face  again.  But  thofe,  that  underftood  him,  fmil'd 
at  one  another,  and  (hook  their  heads  j  but  for  mine 
own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more 
news  too :  Mar  alius  and  Flavius*  for  pulling  fcarfs  off 
Cafar's  Images,  are  put  to  filence.  Fare  you  well. 
There  was  more  foolery  yet,   if  I  could  remember  it. 

Caf  Will  you  fup  with  me  to  night,  Cafca  ? 

Cafca.  No,  I  am  promis'd  forth. 

Caf.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  morrow? 

Cafca.  Ay,  if  1  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and 
your  dinner  be  worth  the  eating. 

Caf.  Good,  I  will  expeft  you. 

Cafca.  Do  fo  :  farewel  Both.  [Exit* 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be? 
He  was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  fchool. 

Caf  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprize, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form  : 
This  rudenefs  is  a  fawce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  ftomach  to  digeft  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  fo  it  is:  for  this  time  I  will  leave  yoy. 
To  morrow,  if  you  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Caf  I  will  do  fo  ;  till  then*   think  of  the  world. 

[Exit  Brutus. 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble  5  yet  I  fee, 
Thy  honourable  Metal  may  be  wrought 
From  what  it  is  difpos'dj  therefore  'tis  meet, 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes: 
For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc'd  ? 
Cafar  doth  bear  me  hard;  but  he  loves  Brutus. 
If  I  were  Hrutus  now,  and  he  were  Caffius, 

He  mould  not  humour  me. -I  will  this  night, 

In  feveral  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 
As  if  they  came  from  feveral  citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  name  :    VV*herdn  obfcurely 

Ctffar's 


Julius    Cjesar,  137 

Ctfar's  ambition  (hall  be  glanced  at. 

And,  after  this,  let  Cafar  feat  him  fure  ; 

For  we  will  fhake  him,  or  worfe  days  endure-      {Exit. 

^thunder  and  lightning.     Enter  Cafca,   his  fword  drawn  5 
and  Cicero,   meeting  him. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Cafca  $  brought  you  C<efar  home  ? 
Why  are  you  breathlefs,  and  why  ftare  you  fo  ? 

Cafca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of  earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  O  Cicerol 
I  have  feen  tempeits,  when  the  fcolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks  5  and  I  have  feen 
Th'  ambitious  ocean  fwell,  and  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatning  clouds : 
But  never  till  to  night,  never  till  now, 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempeft  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  ftrife  in  heav'n  > 
Or  elfe  the  world,  too  faucy  with  the  Gods, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  deftru&ion. 

Cic.  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful? 

Cafca.  A  common  Have,  you  know  him   well  by 
fight, 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn, 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd$  and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  fenfible  of  fire,  remain'd  unfcorch'd. 
Befides,  (I  ha'  not  fince  put  up  my  fword) 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by, 
Without  annoying  me.     And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  gaftly  women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear  5  who  fwore,  they  faw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  ftreets. 
And  yefterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  fit, 
Ev'n  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place, 
Houting  and  flirieking.     When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 
c<  Thefe  are  their  reafons,   they  are  natural :" 
"or,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Climate,  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic. 
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Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange-difpofed  time: 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhios, 
Clean  from  the  parpofe  of  the  things  themfelves. 
Comes  C<efar  to  the  Capitol  to  morrow  ? 

Cafca.  He  doth  :  for  he  did  bid  Antonlus 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  Qafca  y    this  difturbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Cafca.  Farewel,  Cicero.  [Exit  Cicero. 

Enter  Caffius. 

Caf.  Who*s  there? 

Cafe  a.  A  Raman. 

Caf.  Cafca,  by  your  voice. 

Cafca.  Your  ear  is  good.  Cafias,  what  night  is  this? 

Caf  A  very  pleafing  night  to  honed  men. 

Cafca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  fo  ? 

Caf  Thofe,  that  have  known  the  earth  fo  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perillous  night  j 
And  thus  unbraced,  Cafca,  as  you  fee, 
Have  bar'd  my  bofom  to  the  thunder»ftone  : 
And  when  the  crofs  blue  lightning  feem'd  to  open 
The  bread:  of  heaven,  I  did  prefent  my  felf 
Ev'n  in  the  aim  and  very  fla(h  of  it. 

Cafca.   But    wherefore  did    you  fo  much  tempt  the 
heav'ns? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  moll:  mighty  Gods,  by  tokens,  fend 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  aftonifh  us. 

Caf  You  are  dull,  Cafca  j  and  thofe  fparks  of  life, 
That  fliould  be  in  a  Ronym,  you  do  want, 
Or  elfe  you  ufe  not ;  you  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cad:  your  iclf  in  wonder, 
To  fee  the  ftrange  impatience  of  the   heav'ns  : 
But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe, 
Why  all  thefe  fires,  why  all  thefe  gliding  ghofts, 
Why  birds  and  beads,  from  quality  and  kind, 
Why  o'd  men,  fools,  and  children  calculate  5 
Why  all  thefe  things  change,  froul  their  ordinance, 

Their 
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Their  natures  and  pre-formed  faculties 

To  monftrous  quality ;  why,  you  (hall  find, 

That  heaven  has  infus'd  them  with  thefe  fpirits, 

To  make  them  inftruments  of  fear  and  warning 

Unto  fome  monftrous  ftate. 

Now  could  I9  Cafia9  name  to  thee  a  man 

Moft  like  this  dreadful  night  j 

That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  Graves,  and  roars 

As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol ; 

A  man  no  mightier  than  thy  felf  or  me, 

In  perfonal  a&ion  >  yet  prodigious  grown, 

And  fearful,  as  thefe  ftrange  eruptions  are. 

Cafca.  'Tis  Cafar  that  you  mean  $  is  it  not,  Caffius  ? 
Caf.  Let  it»be  who  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thewes  and  limbs  like  to  their  anceftors  $  (6) 
But,  woe  the  while !  our  fathers  minds  are  dead, 
And  we  are  governed  with  our  mothers  fpirits  : 
Our  yoke  and  fufPrance  fhew  us  womaniih, 

Cafca.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  Senators  to  morrow 
Mean  to  eftablifh  C<efar  as  a  King : 
And  he  {hall  wear  his  Crown  by  fea  and  land, 
In  every  place,  fave  here  in  Italy. 

Caf.  I  know,  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then. 
Caffius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Caffius. 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  wea{c  moft  ftrong  $ 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  ftony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brafs, 
Nor  airlefs  dungeon,  nor  ftrong  links  of  iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  fpirit  : 
But  life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  bars, 

(6)  Have  thews  and  Limbs,  —  ]  Mr.  Pope  has  fubjoin'd,  to  both 
his  Editions,  an  Explanation  of  Thews,  as  if  it  fignified,  manners  or 
capacities.  'Tis  certain,  it  fometimes  has  thefe  Significations ;  but  he's 
miftaken  flrangely  to  imagine  it  has  any  fuch  Senfe  here  :  Nor,  in- 
deed, do  I  ever  remember  its  being  ufed  by  our  Author  in  thofe  Ac- 
ceptations .  "With  him,  I  think,  it  always  figniiies,  Mufcles,  Sinews, 
bodily  Strength.     So,  in  the  2d  Part  of  Henry  IV, 

Care  I  for  the  Limb,  the  Thewes,  the  Stature,  Bulk>and big  femblancs 
of  a  Man  ? 
And  in  Hamlet ; 

For  Nature  crefcent  does  not  grow  alone 
In  Thewes  and  Bulk. 

Never 
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Never  lacks  power  to  difmifs  it  felf. 

If  I  know  this  j  know  all  the  world  befides, 

That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 

I  can  fhake  off  at  pleafure. 

Cafca.  So  can  I  : 
So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Caf  And  why  fhould  Co? far  be  a  tyrant  then? 
Poor  man!  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf, 
But  that  he  fees,  the  Romans  are  but  fheep ; 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Thofe  that  with  hade  will  make  a  mighty  fire, 
Begin  it  with  weak  ftraws.    What  trafti  is  Rome  ? 
What  rubbifh,  and  what  offal  ?  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Cafar?  But,  oh  grief! 
Where  haft  thou  led  me?   J,  perhaps,  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman  :  then  I  know, 
My  anfwer  muft  be  made.     But  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cafca.  You  fpeak  to  Cafca,   and  to  fuch  a  man, 
That  is  no  Hearing  tell-tale.     Hold  my  hand  :  (7) 
Be  factious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  griefs, 
And  I  will  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  fartheft. 

Caf  There's  a  bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Cafca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  nebleft- minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable  dang'rous  confequencej 
And  I  do  know,  by  this  they  ftay  for  me 
In  Pompcfs  Porch.     For  now  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets  ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
Is  feav'rous,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand  5 
Moft  bloody,  fiery,  and  mod  terrible. 

(7) Hold,  my  Hand]    This  Comma  muft  cer- 
tainly be  remov'd.  Cafca   bids    Cajjius  take   his  Hand,  -as  it  were  ;a 
bind  their  League  and  Amity.     So  afterwards,  in  this  Play  ; 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  Meffala.     * 

Enter 
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Enter  Cinna. 

Cafca.  Stand  clofe  a  while,  for  here  comes  one  in 
hafte. 

Caf  'Tis  anna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gate* 
He  is  a  friend.     Cinna,  where  hafte  you  fo? 

Cin.  To  find  out  you :  who's  that,  Metellus  Cimber  ? 

Caf.  No,  it  is  Cafca,  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.  '  Am  I  not  ftaid  for,  Cinna  ? 

Cin.  I'm  glad  on't.  What  a  fearful  night  is  this? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  Ctcn  ftrange  fights. 

Caf  Am  I  not  ftaid  for  ?  tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes,  you  are. 
O  Caffius!  could  you  win  the  noble  Brutus 
To  our  party 

Caf  Be  you  content.    Good  Cinna,  take  this  paper; 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Praetor's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window  %  fet  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus*  Statue :  all  this  done, 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  fhall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  'Trebonius  there  ? 

Cin.  All,  but  Metellus  Cimber^  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.  Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  fo  beftow  thefe  papers,  as  you  bad  me. 

Caf  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  Theatre. 

[Exit  Cinna. 
Come,  Cafca,  you  and  I  will,  yet,  ere  day, 
See  Brutus  at  his  houfe  >  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter  yields  him  ours. 

Cafca.  O,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts: 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richeft  alchymy, 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthinefs. 

Caf  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him, 
You  have  right  well  conceited ;  let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  mid-night  >  and,  ere  day, 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  fure  of  him.         [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT      II. 

SCENE,   B  k  u  t  u  $'s   Garden. 

Enter  Brutus. 

Brutus. 

WHAT,  Lucius!  ho! 
I  cannot  by  the  progreft  of  the  ftars 
Give  guefs  how  near  to  day —  Lucius*  I 
fay! 
I  would,  it  were  my  fault  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 
When,  Lucius^  when  ?  awake,  I  fay !    what,  Lucius ! 

Enter  Lucius, 

Luc.  Call'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  Study,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Bru.  It  muft  be  by  his  death:  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  perfonal  caufe  to  fpurn  at  him  $ 

But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown'd 

How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  queftion. 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adder ; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking:  crown  him  — that  — 
And  then  I  grant  we  put  a  fting  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
Th'  abufe  of  Greatnefs  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorfe  from  Power :  and,  to  fpeak  truth  of  Cjefar9 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affe&ions  fway'd 
More  than  his  reafon.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  lowlinefs  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
Whereto  the  climber  upward  turns  his  face  5 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  round, 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 
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Bv  which  he  did  afcend  :  fo  Cxfar  may  : 
Then,  left  he  may,  prevent.   And  fince  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Fafliion  it  thus-,  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 
Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  extremities : 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  ferpent's  egg, 
Which,hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  grow  mifchievbus  -, 
And  kill  him  in  the  fhell. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  The  taper  burneth  in  your  clofet,  Sir: 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  feal'd  up;  and,  I  arn  fure, 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  went  to  bed. 

[Gives  him  the  letter. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day : 
Is  not  to  morrow,  boy,   the  Ides  of  March  ?  (8) 

Luc.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  kalendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  Sir.  *  [Exit. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air, 
Give  fo  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  ktfer>>  arid  r^ads. 

(8)  Is  not  to  morrow,  Boy,  the  firft  of  March  ?  ]   I  dare  pronounce  a 
palpable  Blunder   here,  which  None    of  the  Editors  have    ever  been 
aware  of.     Brutus  enquires  whether  the  firfi  of  March  be  come,  ancl 
the   Boy   brings  hiiSi  ward    'tis    wafted    15    Days.      Allowing   Brutus 
to  be  a  moll  contemplative  Man,  and  his  Thoughts  taken  up  with  high 
Matters,  yet  I    can  -never  .agree,    that  he  fo  litde   knew  how    Time 
went,  as  to  be  miftaken  a  whole  Fortnight  in  the  Reckoning.     I  make 
no  Scruple  to  aflert,  the  Poet  wrote  Ides.     But  how  could  Ides,  may  It 
.not  be  obje&ed,    be  corrupted  into  firfi  ?    What   Similitude    in  the 
Traces  of  the  Letters  ?    This  Difficulty    may  very  eafily  be  folv'd,  by 
only  fuppofing  that  the  Word  Ides  in  the   Manufcript  Copy  happened 
to  be  wrote  contractedly  thus,  js :    The  Players  knew  the  Word  well 
-enough  in  the  Contrattion ;    but  when  the  MSS  came  to  the  Prefi, 
the   Compoiitors  were  not  fo  well  informed  in  it:  They  knew,  that  jft 
frequently  ftood  for  firfi »  and  blunderingly  thought  that  js :  hwas  meant 
to  do  fo  too :  and  thence  was  derivM  the  Corruption  of  the  Text.     But 
that  the  Poet  wrote   Ides,    we     have   This   in  Confirmation.   Brutus 
anakes  the  Enquiry  on   the  Dawn  of  the  very  Day,    m  which  C&far 
was  kill'd  in  the  Capitol.     Now  'tis  very   well  known,   that  this  was 
on  the  15  th  Day,  which  is  the  Ides,  of  March.       I  ought  to  acknow* 
iedge,  that  my  Friend  Mr.  Warhurton  likewife  Halted  this  very  Emen- 
dation, and  communicated  it  to  Me  by  Letter. 

Brutus 
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Brutus,  thou  Jleep'ft  ;  awake,  and  fee  thy  felf : 

Shall  Rome, /peak,  JIrike9  redrefs.  ' 

Brutus,  thoujkep'jl:  awake. 

Such  inftigations  have  been  often  dropt, 

Where  I  have  took  them  up  : 

Shall  Rome thus  mult  I  piece  it  out, 

<c  Shall  Rome  ftand  under  one  man's  awe  ?  what !  Rome  ? 

ic  My  anceftors  did  from  the  ftreets  of  Rome 

c<  The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  King. 

Speak,  ftrike,  redrefs— —zm  I  entreated  then 

To  fpeak,  and  ftrike?  O  Rome!  I  make  thee  promife, 

If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiv'ft 

Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus  ! 

Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fourteen  days,  (p) 

[knocks  within. 
Bru.  'Tis  good.  Go  to  the  gate  5  fome  body  knocks : 

\Exit  Lucius. 
Since  CaJJius  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Cafar,  (10) 
I  have  not  flept.  ■ 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  interim  is 

(9)  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fifteen  days.} .  The  Editors  are  flightly 
miftaken:  It  was  wafted  but  14  Days;  this  was  the  Dawn  of  the 
15th,  when  the  Boy  makes  his  Report. 

(10)  Since  Camus  y?r/?  did  whet  me  againft  Csefar, 
/  have  not  Jlept.~\ 

This  is  not  to  be  taken  literally :  but  only  that  it  had,  at  Fits,  broke 
his  Reft.  Some  Readers  might,  perhaps,  imagine,  that,  (becaufe  Bru- 
tus,  in  his  laft  Scene  with  CaJ/ius,  faid,  that  he  would  on  the  Morrow 
ftay  at  home  for  CaJJius ;  and  becaufe  Cajfius  here  comes  home  to 
him)  this  was  the  Day  immediately  fucceeding  That,  on  which  CaJJius 
©pen'd  the  Secret  of  the  Confpiracy  to  him.  But,  however  any  Circumltan- 
<ces  in  any  preceding  Lines  may  countenance  fuch  an  Opinion,  it  would  be  a 
great  Diminution  to  the  fedate  Character  of  Brutus,  to  be  let  into  a  Plot 
of  fuch  ferious  Moment  one  day,  and  to  be  ready  to  put  it  in  Execution 
on  the  Next.  The  Poet  intended  no  fuch  ralh  Conduct.  We  are  to 
obferve,  from  the  firft  Act,  that  CaJJius  open'd  the  Plot  to  him  on  the 
Peaft  of  the  Lupercalia,  which  Solemnity  was  held  in  February :  and 
Cajar  was  not  afTaflin  d,  as  has  been  obferv'd,  till  the  Middle  of  March. 
Some  of  the  Criticks,  with  what  Certainty  I  dare  not  pretend  to  fay, 
fix  down  this  Feaft  to  the  XVth  before  the  Calends  of  March;  (i.  e. 
the  15th  of  Febr.)  if  fo,  the  Interval  betwixt  that,  and  the  Time  when 
Qcefar  was  murther'd,  is  29  Days. 

Like 
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Like  a  phantafma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  Genius,  and  the  mortal  inftruments 
Are  then  in  council  5  and  the  itate  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  fuffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  iniurre&ion. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Caffius  at  the  door, 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  their  Hats  are  pluckt  about  their  earSj 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  Cloaks  ; 
That  by  no  means  I  may  difcover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bru.  Let  them  enter.  {Exit  Lucius, 

They  are  the  faction.  O  Confpiracy  ! 
Sham'ft  thou  to  fhew  thy  dang'rous  brow  by  nighty 
When  Evils  are  mod  free  ?  O  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough, 
To  mask  thy  monftrous  vifage  ?  feek  none,  Confpiracy  j 
Hide  it  in  bmiles  and  Affability : 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  femblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Caffius,  Cafca,  Decius,   Cinna,  Metellus, 
and  Trebonius. 

Caf.  I  think,  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  Reft  -, 
Good  morrow,  Brutus,  do  we  trouble  you? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  night. 
Know  I  thefc  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ?  [Afidt. 

Caf.  Yes,  every  man  of  them  5  and  no  man  here, 
But  honours  you :  and  every  one  doth  wifh, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  your  felf, 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cafr  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Vol.  VI.  h  Mm. 
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Brn.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Caf  This,  Cafca  j  this,' C/imw; 
And  this9MeteIlus>  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpofe  themfelves 
Betwixt  ybur  eyes  and  night  ? 

Caf  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  Xffkey  whifper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  Eaft.:   doth  not   the   day  break 
here?  (u) 

Cafca.  No.  - 

Cm.  O  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth  \  and  yon  grey  lines, 
That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  meffengers  of  day. 

Cafca.  You  fhall  confefs,  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd  : 
Here,  as  I  point  my  fword,  the  Sun  arifes, 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  South, 
Weighing  the  youthful  feafon  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  North 
He  firft  prefents  his  fire,  and  the  high  Eaft 
Stands  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Caf.  And  let  us  fwear  our  refolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath :   if  that  the  face  of  men, 
The  fufferance  of  our  fouls,  the  time's  abufe, 

(P    ^^  (n)  Here  ties  the  Eaft:]    Mr.  Rymer,    in     his    Examination   of  the 

^^i/^^^^'- Tragedies  of  the  laft  Age^p.    153,  has   left    an   invidious  and   paltry 
*vf3.  Remark  on  this  PafTage.  U  Here  the    Roman   Senators,    (fays  He)  the 

"  Midnight  before  C<efars  Death,  (met  in  the  Garden  of  Brutus  to 
"  fettle  the  Matter  of  their  Confpiracy.)  are  gazing  up  to  the  Stars, 
"  and  have  no  more  in  their  Heads  than  to  wrangle  about  which  is 
"  the  Eaft  and  Weft.  This  is  directly,  as  Bays  tells  us,  to  mew  the 
**  World  a  Pattern  here,  how  Men  mould  talk  of  Bufinefs.  But  it 
"  would  be  a  wrong  to  the  Poet,  not  to  inform  the  Reader  that  on 
"the  Stage  the  Spectators  fee  Brutus  and  CaJJius  all  this  while  at 
"  whifper  together".  •  I  cannot  help  having  the  utmoft  Contempt 
for  this  poor  ill-judg'd  Sneer.  It  mews  the  Height  of  good  Manners 
and  Politenefs  in  the  Confpirators,  while  Brutus  ani  CaJJius  whifper, 
to  ftart  any  occafional  Topick,  and  talk  extempore ;  rather  than  feem 
to  Liften  to,  or  be  defirous  of  overhearing,  what  Cafftus  draws  Brutus 
afide  for.  And,  if  I  am  not  miftaken,  tftere  is  a  Piece  of  Art  fliewn 
in  this  whifper,  which  our  Caviller  either  did  not.  or  would  not,  fee 
into.  The  Audience  are  already  apprized  of  the  Subject  on  which  the 
Faction  meet:  and  therefore  this  whifper  is  an  Artifice,  to  prevent 
the  Preliminaries,  of  what  they  knew  beforehand,  being  formally  re- 
peated. 

if 
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If  thefe  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes  5 

And  ev'ry  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed : 

So  let  high-fighted  tyranny  range  on,  (12) 

'Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  thefe* 

As  I  am  fure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 

To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  fteel  with  valour 

The  melting  fpirits  of  women  >  then,  countrymen, 

What  need  we  any  fpur,  but  our  own  caufe, 

To  prick  us  to  redrefs?  what  other  bond, 

Than  fecret  Romans,  that  haveTpoke  the  word, 

And  will  not  palter?  and  what  other  oath, 

Than  honefty  to  honefty  engag'd, 

That  this  (hall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it? 

Swear  priefts,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 

Old  feeble  carrions,  andfuch  fuffering  fouls 

That  welcome  wrongs :  unto  bad  caufes,  fwear 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt  5  but  do  not  ftain 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize, 

Nor  th'  infuppreffive  mettle  of  our  fpirits; 

To  think,  that  or  our  caufe,   or  our  performance, 

Did  need  an  oath.  When  ev'ry  drop  of  blood, 

That  ev'ry  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  baftardy, 

If  he  doth  break  the  fmalleft  particle  i  % 

Of  any  promife  that  hath  pail  from  him. 

Caf  But  what  of  Cicero?  fliall  we  found  him? 
I  think,  he  will  ftand  very  ftrong  with  us.  ... 

Cafca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O  let  us  have  him,  for  his  filverharrs  - 

(12)  So   let    high-fighted  tyranny  — •  ]  Tho'    I- have- not  difturb'd. 
this  Epithet  in  the  Text,  yet,    I    fufpeft,    our    Poet  either  wrote,  as  , 
Mr.  Warburton  hinted  to  me,  bigh-Jtegedi    or    elfe,    high -feat ed.      So  ' 
CaJJius,  in  the  former  A£l,  fays ; 

Andt  after  this,  let  Czefar  feat  him  fure ;  * 

So  in  Macbeth, 

—■■  and  our  high-plac'd  Mackbeth 

Shall  lime  the  leafe  of  Nature  ; 
And  again, 

Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  Bafis  fure, 
and  in  many  other  Paflages.  , 

L  1  Will 


J  U  L  I~U   S       C  M  S  A  R. 

Will  purchafe  us  a  good  opinion, 
And  buy  mens  voices  to  commend  our  deeds: 
It  fhall  be  faid,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands  j 
Our  youths  and  wildnefs  (hall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not :  let  us  not  break  with  him  * 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing, 
That  other  men  begin. 

Caf  Then  leave  him  out. 

Cafca.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  elfe  be  touch'd,  but  only  C<efar  ? 

Caf.  DecittS)  well  urg'd:  I  think,  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  Co  well  belov'd  of  Cafar, 
Should  out-live  C<efar  :  we  (hall  find  of  him 
A  fhrewd  contriver.    And  you  know,  his  means, 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  ftretch  fo  far, 
As  to  annoy  us  all  \  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Cafar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Cams  Caffms^ 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  limbs-, 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Cxfar. 
Let  us  be  facrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Cains  \ 
We  all  ftand  up  againft  the  fpirit  of  Cafary 
And  in  the  fpirit  of  man  there  is  no  blood  : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  C<efar'$  fpirit, 
And  not  difmember  Caefar!  but  alas! 
C<efar  muft  bleed  for  it,  —  And,  gentle  friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfuily  *, 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dim  fit  for  the  Gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carkafs  fit  for  hounds. 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  matters  do, 
Stir  up  their  fervants  to  an  aft  of  rage, 
And  after  feem  to  chide  them.    This  (hall  make 
Our  purpofe  ncceflary,  and  not  envious  : 
Which,  fo  appearing  to  the  common  eyes, 
We  fhall  be  caird  Purgers,  not  Murderers. 
And  for  Mark.  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Cafar's  arm, 
When  Cffar's  head  is  off. 
-  •  Caf. 
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Caf.  Yet  I  do  fear  him ; 

For  in  th'  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Cafar  - •  . 

Bru.  Alas,  good  Caffius,  do  not  think  of  him : 
If  he  love  C<ejar,   all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf,  take  thought,  and  die  for  defar : 
And  that  were  much,  he  mould  -y  for  he  is  giv'n 
To  fports,  to  wildnefs,  and  much  company. 

*treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  j  let  him  not  die  j 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

[Clock  ftrikes. 
Bru.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 
Caf.  The  clock  hath  ftricken  three. 
Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 
Caf  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 
If  Cafar  will  come  forth  to  day,  or  no : 
For  he  is  fuperftitious  grown  of  late, 
(Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantafie,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies :) 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccuftom'd  terror  of  this  night, 
And  the  perfuafion  of  his  augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to  day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that 5  if  he  be  fo  refolv'd, 
I  can  o'er-fway  him  5  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray 'd  with  trees, 
And  bears  with  glafles,  elephants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers. 
But  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  fays,  he  does j  being  then  moft  flattered. 
Leave  me  to  work  : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent* 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Caf.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 
Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour,  is  that  the  uttermoft  ? 
Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermoft,  and  fail  not  then. 
Met.  Cairn  Ligarius  doth  bear  Cafar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pompey% 
1  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus^  go  along  to  him  : 
He  loves  me  well :  and  I  h$ve  giy'n  him  reaibns  j 

L  j  Send 
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Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fafhion  him. 

Caf.  The  morning  comes  upon's  >   we'll  leave  you, 
Brutus  5 
And,  friends!  difperfe  your  felves  $   but  all  remember 
What  you  have  faid,  and  (hew  your  felves  true  Romans. 

Bru,  Good  Gentlemen,  look  frefh  and  merrily  > 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purpofes  j 
But  bear  it,    as  our  Roman  afbors  do, 
With  u'ntir'd  fpirits,  and  formal  conftancy  > 
And  fo,  good  morrow  to  you  every  one.  [Exeunt. 

,     Manet  Brutus. 

Boy!  Lucius!  faft  afleep  ?  it  is  no  matter, 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  Slumber: 
Thou  haft  no  figures,  nor  no  fantafies, 
Which  bufie  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men  5 
.Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. 

Enter  Porcia. 

Por.  Brutus )  my  lord! 

Bru.  Porcia^  what  mean  you  ?   wherefore    rife  you 
now  ? 
It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

Por.    Nor    for   yours    neither.     You've    ungently, 
Brutus^ 
Stole  from  my  bed :  and,  yefternight  at  fupper, 
You  fuddenly  arofe  and  walk'd  about, 
Mufing  and  fighing,  with  your  arms  a-crofs  : 
And,  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  ftar'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks. 
I  urg'd  you  further  j  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  fiamp'd  with  your  foot: 
Yei  I  infilled,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not  \ 
But  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 
Gave  fign  for  me  to  leave  you :  fo  I  did, 
Fearing  to  flrengthen  that  impatience, 
Which  feem'd  too  much  inkindled;   and,  withal,  : 
Hoping'  it  was  but  an  effe6t  of  humour  j 
Which  fometime  harh  his  hour  with  every  man. 
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It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  fleep  $ 
And  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  (hape, 
As  it  hath  much   prevail'd  on  your  condition, 
I  mould  not-  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

For.  Brutus  is  wife,  and  were  he  not  in  health. 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why,  fo  I  do:  good  Portia^  go  to  bed. 

For.  Is  Brutus  fick  ?  and  is  it  phyfical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and   fuck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning?  what,  is  Brutus  fick  ? 
And  will  he  fteal  out  of  his  wholfom  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air, 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?  no,  my  Brutus, 
You  have  fome  fick  offence  within  your  mind, 
Which,  by  the  Right  and  Virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  and,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty,  (13) 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  felf,  your  half, 
Why  you  are  heavy :  and  what  men  to  night 
Have  had  refort  to  you :  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por.  I  mould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus^ 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  fecrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  am  I  your  felf, 
But,  as  it  were,  in  fort  or  limitation  ? 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  confort  your  bed,  (14) 

And 

(13)  /charge  you.']  Thus  Mr.  Pope  has  corrected,  in  both  his  Edi- 
tions j  but  I  have  reftor'd  the  Reading  of  the  Old  Books,  /  chater 
you,  i.  e.  I  conjure  you  by  the  Magick  of,  £ffr. 

(14)  — — ■  comfort  your  Bed, 

And  talk  to  you  ?  >.    •  ] 

L  4  This 
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And  talk  to  you  fometimes  ?  dwell  I  but  in  the  fuburbs 
Of  your  good  pleafure  ?   if  it  be  no  more, 
Porcia  is  Brutus*  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife  \ 
As  dear  to  me,  as  xre  the  ruddy  drops 
That  vifit  my  fad  heart. 

Per.  If  this  were  true,  then  fhould  I  know  this  fc- 
cret. 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  j  but  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  : 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  •,  but  withal, 
A  woman  well  reputed  >  Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  ftrongcr  than  my  fex, 
Being  fo  father'd,  and  fo  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them: 
I  have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  conftancy, 
Giving  my  felf  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh  :  can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 
And  not  my  husband's  fecrets? 

Bru.  O  vc  Gods! 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife.  [Knock. 

Hark,  hark,  one  knocks  :   Porcia,  go  in  a  while  > 
And,  by  and  by,  thy  bofom  fhall  partake 
The  fecrers  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  conftrue  to  thee, 
All  the  chara&ery  of  my  fad  brows. 
Leave  me  with  hafte.  [Exit  Portia. 

This  is  but  an  odd  Phrafe,  and  gives  as  odd  an  Idea.  _  The  Word, 
I   have  fubftituted,    feems    much  more    proper ;     and    is  one   of  our 
Poet's  own  Ufage  ;  whi  h  makes  me  fufpeft,  he  employ 'd  it  here. 
So  in  his  Comedy  of  Errors ; 

And,  afterwards,  con  fort  you  till  Bed- time. 
And  fo  in  his  Poem,  call'd  Venus  and  Adonis  ; 

Who  bids  them  jlill  confort  with  ugly  Night ; 
And  fo  afterwards  aga.n.  in  the  fifth  A&  of  this  Play. 

Two  mighty  Eagles  fell;  and  there  they  perch*  d-\ 

Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  Soldiers    hands. 

Who  to  Phiiippi  here  conforted  us- 
A^d,  in  Midfummer  Night's  Dream  ; 

And  muf  for  aye  confort  with  black  brow'd  Night, 

Enter 
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Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 

Lucius,  who's  there  that  knocks  ? 

Luc.  Here  is  a  fick  man,  that  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Bru.  Caius  Ligarius^  that  Metellus  fpake  of. 
Boy,  ftand  afide.     Cairn  Ligarius  /  how  ? 

Cai.  Vouchfafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  0,what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out,  brave  Caius^ 
To  wear  a  kerchief?  would,  you  were  not  fick! 

Cai.  I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius^ 
Had  you  an  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Cai.  By  all  the  Gods  the  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  difcard  my  ficknefs.    Soul  of  Rome! 
Brave  fon,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins ! 
Thou,  like  an  Exorcift,  haft  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  fpirit.     Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  ftrive  with  things  impoffible ; 
Yea,  gee  the  better  of  them.     What's  to  do? 

Bru.  A  piece  of  work,    that  will  make  fick  met* 
whole. 

Cai.  But  are  not  fome  whole,   that  we  muft  make 
fick? 

Bru.  That  muft  we  alfo.     What  it  is,  my  Caiu$y 
I  fhall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

Cai.  Set  on  your  foot, 
And  with  a  heart  new-fiYd  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  fufHceth, 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE    changes  to  CaefarV  Talace. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.     Enter  Julius  Caefar. 

C*f.  VTOR  heav'n,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace 

IN  to  night  j 

Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  fleep  cry'd  out, 
"  Help,  ho  5  they  murder  Qafar"  Who's  within  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  My  lord  ? 


Caf.  Go  bid  the  priefts  do  prefent  facrifice, 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  fuccefs. 

Ser.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Cal.  What   mean  you,  Cafar  ?  think  you  to    walk 
forth  ? 
You  mail  not  ftir  out  of  your  houfe  to  day. 

Caf.  Cafar  (hall  forth  y  the  things,  that  threatned  me, 
Ne'er  lookt  but  on  my  back :  when  they  mall  fee 
The  face  of  Cafar ,  they  are  vanimed. 

Cal.  Cafar ,  I  never  ftood  on  ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me  :  there  is  one  within, 
(Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen) 
Recounts  mod  horrid  fights  feen  by  the  Watch. 
A  lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ftreets, 
And  Graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  5 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks  and  fquadrons  and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol: 
The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air  5 
Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan ; 
And  Ghofts  did  lhriek,  and  fqueal  about  the  ftreets. 
D  Cafar!  thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Qaf  What  can  be  avoided, 
Whofe  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  Gods  ? 
Yet  Cafar  mall  go  forth :  for  thefe  predi£tions 
Are  to  the  world  in  generalT  as  to  Cafar. 

Cal.  When  Beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  feen  $ 
The  heav'ns  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  Princes. 

Caf.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths, 
The  valiant  never  tafie  of  death  but  once  : 
Qf  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 
It  feems  to  me  moft  ftrange,  that  men  fhould  fear; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  neceifary  end, 
Will  come,  when  it  will  ccme. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

What  fay  the  Augurs  ? 

Ser.  They  would  not  have  you  to  ftir  forth  to  day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  Offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beaft. 

\_Exit  Servant. 

Caf.  The  Gods  do  this  in  fhame  of  cowardife  : 
Cafar  fliould  be  a  beaft  without  a  heart, 
If  he  fhould  ftay  at  home  to  day  for  fear. 
No,  Cafar  fhall  not  j  Danger  knows  full  well. 
That  C<efar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
(if)  We  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible; 
And  C<efar  (hall  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,  my  lord, 
Your  wifdom  is  confum'd  in  confidence  : 
Do  not  go  forth  to  day  •,  call  it  my  fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  Senate-houfc, 
And  he  will  fay,  you  are  not  well  to  day : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Caf.  Mark  Antony  fhall  fay,  I  am  not  well  5 
And  for  thy  humour,  I  will  ftay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  fhall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec,  Caefar^  all  hail  !  good  morrow,  worthy  Cafar  5 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate-houfe. 

(15)  We  heard  t<wo  Lions — ]  The  firft  Folio We  heart  —  The 

Copies  have  been  all  corrupt,  and  the  Paflage,  of  courfe,  unintelligible. 
But  the  flight  Alteration,  I  have  made,  reftores  Senfe  to  the  whole,  and 
the  Sentiment  will  neither  be  unworthy  of  Shakefpeare,  nor  the  Boaft  too 
extravagant  for  C<zfar  in  a  Vein  of  Vanity  to  utter :  that  He  and  Dan- 
ger were  Twin  whelps  of  a  Lyon,  and  He  the  Elder,  and  more  terrible 
of  the  Two.     A  fimilar  Thought  again  occurs  in  Antony  and  Cleopatra^ 
about  Victory  for  a  while  ftanding  fufoended  betwixt  two  Armies. 
When  Vantage  like  a  Pair  of  Twins  appear' dy 
;  Both  as  the  fame>  or  rather  ours  the  Elder. 
I  made  this  Emendation  formerly  in  my  Shakespeare  Refior'd  -9  and 
the  ingenious  Dr.  Thirty,  without  having  feen  it,  flruck  out  the  fame 
Conjecture- 
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Caf.  And  you  arc  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  Greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to  day  : 
Cannot,  is  falfe 5  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer  j 
I  will  not  come  to  day  5  tell  them  fo,  Decius. 

CaL  Say,  he  is  fick. 

C<ef.  Shall  Cafar  fend  a  lie  ? 
Have  I  in  conqueft  flretcht  mine  arm  fo  far, 
To  be  afraid  to  tell  Grey-beards  the  truth  ? 
Decius^  go  tell  them,  Cafar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Moft  mighty  Cdefar>  let  me  know  fomc  caufe, 
Left  I  be  laught  at,  when  I  tell  them  fo. 

Caf.  The  caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come; 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfie  the  Senate. 
But  for  your  private  fatisfa&ion, 
Becaufe  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  flays  me  at  home  : 
She  dreamt  laft  night,  fhe  faw  my  Statue, 
Which,  like  a  fountain,  with  an  hundred  fpouts, 
Did  run  pure  blood  y  and  many  lufly  Romans 
Came  fmiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
Thefe  fhe  applies  for  warnings  and  portents, 
And  evils  imminent;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd,  that  I  will  flay  at  home  to  day. 

Dec.  This  Dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted  j 
It  was  a  Virion  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  Statue,  fpouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
In  which  fo  many  fmiling  Romans  bath'd, 
Signifies,  that  from  You  great  Rome  fhall  fuck 
Reviving  blood ;  and  that  Great  Men  fhall  prefs 
For  tinftures,  ftains,  relicks,  and  cognifance. 
This  by  Calphurnta's  Dream  is  fignify'd. 
.  C<ef.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay ; 
And  know  it  now,  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Cafar. 
If  you  fhall  fend  them  word  vqu  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.     Befldes,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  rendered,  for  fome  one  to  fay, 
a  Break  up  the  Senate  'till  another  time, 

"  When 
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€<  When  Cafar's  Wife  fhall  meet  with  better  Dreams  : 
If  Cafar  hide  himfelf,  fhall  they  not  whifper, 
**  Lo,  Cafar  is  afraid  ! 
Pardon  me,  Cafar  j  for  my  dear,  dear,  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this : 
And  reafon  to  my  love  is  liable. 
Caf  How   foolifh  do  your  Fears  feem  now,   Cal- 
phurnia  ? 
I  am  afhamed,  I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  I  will  go  ; 

Enter  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Metellus,  Cafca,  Trebonius, 

Cinna  and  Publius. 

And,  look,  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  mc. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Cafar. 

Caf  Welcome,  Publius. 
What,  Brutus^  are  you  ftirr'd  fo  early  too  ? 
Good  morrow,  Cafca  :  Caius  Ligarius^ 
Cafar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  enemy, 
As  that  fame  Ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is't  o'  clock? 

Bru.  Cafar^  'tis  ftrucken  eight. 

Caf.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtefie. 

Enter  Antony. 

See,  Antony^  that  revels  long  o*  nights, 

Is  notwithftanding  up.     Good  morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  moft  noble  Cafar. 

Caf  Bid  them  prepare  within  : 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
Now,  Cinna j  now,  Metellus  \  what,  trebonius! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  ftore  for  you, 
Remember,  that  you  call  on  me  to  day* 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Cafar  ^  I  will  j  —  and  fo  near  will  I  be,  \Afiie. 
That  your  beft  Friends  fhall  wifh  I  had  been  further. 

Caf   Good  Friends,  go   in,    and  tafte  fome  wine 
with  me, 
And  we,  like  Friends,  will  flraightwsiy  go  together. 

Bru. 
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Br u.  That  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Cafar, 

^      ,  r  n  [Afide. 

The  heart  of  Brutus  yerns  to  think  upon  !       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Street  near  the  Capitol. 
(16)  Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  paper. 

CiESAR,  beware  of  Brutus ;  take  heed  o/Caffiusj 
come  not  near  Cafca  -,  have  an  eye  to  Cinna  *  trufi 
not  Trebonius  5  mark  well  Metellus  Cimber  ;  Decius 
Brutus  loves  thee  not ;  thou  haft  wrong'd  Caius  Ligarius. 
There  is  but  one  mind  in  alt  thefe  men^  arid  it  is  bent  a- 
gainft  Csefar.  If  thou  bee  ft  not  immortal^  look  about  thee  : 
fecurity  gives  way  to  confpiracy.  The  mighty  Gods  defend 
thee! 

Thy  Lover  Artemidorus. 

Here  will  I  ftand,  'till  Cafar  pafs  along, 

And  as  a  fuitor  will  I  give  him  this : 

My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  C^fhr^  thou  may*ft  live ; 

If  not,  the  fates  with  Traitors  do  contrive.         [Exit. 

Enter  Porcia  and  Lucius. 

Por.  I  pr'ythee,  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate- houfcj 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone  : 
Why  doft  thou  flay  ? 

(1 6)  Enter  Artemidorus,}  In  the  Dramatis  Per/onx,  thro1  all  the  E- 
ditions,  Artemidorus  is  call'd  a  Stothfayer.  But,  'tis  certain,  the  Poet  de- 
fign'd  two  dMtinct  Characters.  Artemidorus  was  neither  Augur,  nor 
Soothfayer.  'Tis  true,  there  was  an  Artemidorus^  whofe  Critic  on 
Dreams  we  ftill  have  :  but  He  did  not  live  'till  the  Time  of  Antoninus. 
He  likewife  wrote,  according  to  Suidas,  of  Augury  and  Falmiftry.  But 
this  Artemidorus,  who  had  been  Cafars  Hoft  at  Cnidos,  as  we  learn- 
from  PluJarcb,  Appian,  &e.  did  not  pretend  to  know  any  thing  of  the 
Confpiracy  againil  C<efar  by  Prefcience,  or  Prognoftication.  He  was  a 
Sophift,  who  taught  that  Science  in  Greek  at  Rome-;  by  which  Means 
being  intimate  with  Brutus,  and  thofe  about  him,  he  got  into  their  Se- 
cret; and,  out  of  his  old  Affection  for  Ctefar,  was  defirous  of  acquaint- 
ing him  with  his.  Danger., 

Luc. 
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Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  Madam. 
For.  I  would  have  had  chee  there,  and  here  again, 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  fhould'ft  do  there ~ 

0  Conftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide, 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue  j 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might  : 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  couniel ! 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  mould  I  do? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 
And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  cKc  ? 

For.  Yes,  bring  me  word,   boy,  if  thy  Lord  look 
well, 
For  he  went  fickly  forth  :  and  take  good  note, 
What  Cafar  doth,  what  fuitors  prefs  to  him. 
Hark,  boy !  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Luc  I  hear  none,  Madam. 

For.  Pr'ytbee,  liften  well  : 
I  heard  a  buftling  rumour  like  a  fray, 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,  Madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  Artemidorus. 

For.  Come  hither,  fellow,  which  way  haft  thou  been  ? 

Art.  At  mine  own  houfe,  good  Lady. 

For.  What  is't  o'  clock? 

Art.  About  the  ninth  hour,  Lady. 

For.  Is  C<efar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol? 

Art.  Madam,  not  yet ;  I  go  to  take  my  Stand, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 

For.  Thou  haft  forne  fuit  to  Caefar^  haft  thou  not? 

Art.  That  I  have,  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  C<efar 
To  be  fo  good  to  Ctffar,  as  to  hear  me  : 
I  mall  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

For.  Why,  know'ft  thou  any  harm  intended  tow'rds 
him? 

Art.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear; 
Good  morrow  to  you.     Here  the  ftreet  is  narrow  : 
The  throng,  that  follows  Cafar  at  the  heels, 
Of  Senators,  ofPnetors,  common  Suitors, 

Will 
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Will  crowd  a  feeble  Man  almoft  to  death  : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  C<efar  as  he  comes  along.  [Exit. 

For.  I  muft  go  in  —  aye  me !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  Woman  is !  O  Brutus  Z  Brutus ! 
The  Heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine  enterprize  ! 
Sure,  the  Boy  heard  me:— — Brutus  hath  a  Suit, 

That  Ctefar  will  not  grant. O,  I  grow  faint  : 

Run,  Lucius^  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord ; 

Say,  I  am  merry  5  come  to  me  again, 

And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  feverally. 


ACT      III. 

SCENE,  the  Street  before  the  Capitol; 
and  the  Capitol  open. 

Flourijh.  Enter  Caefar,  Brutus,  Caffius,  Cafca,  Decius, 

Metellus,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus, 

Artemidorus,  Popilius,  Publius,  and  the 

Sooth-fayer. 

C     JE      S     A      R. 

THE  Ides  of  March  are  come. 
Sooth.  Ay,  Cafar^  but  not  gone. 
Art.  Hail,  Cafar :  read  this  fchedule. 
Dec.  ^trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o'erread, 
At  your  beft  leifure,  this  his  humble  fuit. 

Art.  O  C<efar^  read  mine  firftj  for  mine's  a  fuit, 
That  touches  Cafar  nearer.     Read  ir,  great  Cafar. 
Caf.  What  touches  us  our  felf,  fliall  be  laft  fcrv'd. 
Art.  Delay  not,  Cafar^  read  it  inftantly. 
Caf.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 
P.ub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Caf. 
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Caf.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  flreet? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Pop.  I  wifh,  your  enterprize  to  day  may  thrive, 

Caf  What  enterprize,  Popilius? 

Pop.  Fare  you  well. 

Bru.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena  ? 

Caf  He  wifh'd,  to  day  our  enterprize  might  thrives 
I  fear,  our  purpofe  is  difcovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Cafar  5  mark  him* 

Caf  Cafca^  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. 
Brutus^  what  fhall  be  done,  if  this  be  known  ? 
Cafius9  or  Ctffar^  never  fhall  turn  back  i 
For  I  will  flay  my  felf. 

Bru.  CaffiuS)  beconftant: 
Popilius  Lena  (peaks  not  of  our  purpofe  5 
For,  look,  he  fmiles,  and  Cafar  doth  not  change. 

Caf  Trebonius  knows  his  time  5  for  look  you,  Brutus^ 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way, 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?  let  him  go, 
And  prefently  prefer  his  (bit  to  Ctffar. 

Bru.  He  is  addreftj  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 

Cin.  Cafca^  you  are  the  ftrft  that  rears  your  hand. 

Caf  Are  we  all  ready?  what  is  now  amifs, 
That  C<efar  and  his  Senate  muft  redrefs  ? 

Met.  Mod  high,   molt  mighty,    and  mod  puiffant 
Ctsefar^ 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  feat  {Kneeling* 

An  humble  heart. 

Caf  I  muft  prevent  thee,  Cimber  > 
Thefe  couchings  and  thefe  lowly  curtefies 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men, 
And  turn  pre-ordinance  and  firft  decree 
Into  the  lane  of  children.     Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  C<efar  bears  fuch  rebel  blood, 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  That  which  melteth  fools  j  I  mean,  fweet  words  > 
Low-crooked  curtfies,  and  bafe  fpaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banifhed  ; 
If  thou  doft  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him* 
I  fpurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 

Vol.  VI.  M  N  (if)  Know, 
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(17)  Know,  Cafar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  caufe 
Will  he  be  fatisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  found  more  fweetly  in  great  Cafar's  ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banifh'd  Brother? 

Bru.  I  kifs  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  C<efar  -y 
De firing  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Caf.  What,  Brutus  I 

Caf.  Pardon,  Cafar;   C<efar^  pardon  \ 
As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cajjius  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchifement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Ca?f.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you  > 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  mer 
But  I  am  conftant  as  the  northern  Star, 
Of  whofe  true,  fixt,  and  refting  quality. 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament  -, 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumbred  fparks, 

(17)  Know,  Csefar  doth  not  wrong,")   Ben.  Jonfon  in  the  Induction  to 

his  Staple  of  News  has  a  Sneer  upon  this  Paflage : "  Cry  you  Mercy, 

"  You  never  did  wrong  but  with  juft  Caufe."  — The  Words  are 

conftantly  printed  in  a  different  Character,  and,  that  they  are  levell'd 
at  Shakefpeare,  is  fully  clear*  d  up  by  another  PafTage  in  Bens  Difeo-ve- 
ries,  where  he  thus  fpeaks  of  our  Author  :  "  Many  times  he  fell  into 
"  thofe  Things  could  not  efcape  Laughter;  as  when  he  faid  in  the  Per- 

"  fon  of  Cafar,  one  fpeaking  to  him, Caefar,  thou  daft  me  wrong  ; 

"  he  reply'd,  Caefar  did  never  wrong,  but  with  juft  Caufe" I  can't 

pretend  to  guefs,  for  what  Reafon  Ben  has  left  this  Sarcafm  upon  our 
"Author ;  when  there  is  no  Room  for  it  from  any  of  the  printed  Copies: 
nor  mould  I  have  thought  it  worth  while  to  revive  the  Memory  of  fuch 
a  Remark,  had  not  Mr.  Pope  purpofely  deviated  into  a  Criticifai  upon 
the  Affair.  There  is  a  Sort  of  Fatality  attends  fome  People,  when  they 
aim  at  being  hypercritical.  "  He  thinks,  Ben  Jonfon  s  Remark  was 
"  made  upon  no  better  Credit,  than  fome  Blunder  of  an  Actor  in  fpeak- 
"  ing  the  Verfe  now  under  Debate:  And,  perhaps,  {fays  He,)  this  Play 
"  was  never  printed  in  B.  Jonfon  s  Time ;  and  fo  he  had  nothing  to 
"  judge  by,  but  as  the  Actor  was  pleas' d  to  fpeak  it."  — — - —  I  don't 
know  how  this  Gentleman's  Head  was  employ'd,  when  he  made  this 
profound  Obfervation :  for  He  could  not  but  know,  that  B.  Jonfon  liv'd 
to  the  Year  1637,  fourteen  Years  before  which  the  Players  had  put  out 
their  Edition  of  all  Shakefpeare  %  genuine  Plays  in  Folio.  The  furly  Lat*- 
reat  therefore  cannot  Kand  excus'd,  from  any  Blunder  of  an  Actor,  for 
wounding  the  Memory  of  a  Poet ;  when  the  Abiurdity,  reflected  on,  is 
aoi  to  be  found  in  his  Works. 

They 


Julius     Cisar,  165 

They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  fhine; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place. 
So,  in  the  world,  'tis  furnifh'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are  flefh  and  blood,  and  apprehenfivej 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unavailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unihak'd  of  motion  :  and  that  I  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  mew  it,  even  in  this  5 
That  I  was  conftant  Cimber  fhould  be  baninYd^ 
And  conftant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo, 

Cim.  O  defar 

C<ef.  Hence!  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus? 

Dec.  Great  Cafar 

Caf.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootlefs  kneel  ? 

Cafe.  Speak  hands  for  me.  \_They  flab  Cstfar, 

Caf  Et  tu,  Brute  ? then  fall  C#far  !  [_Dit$. 

Cm.  Liberty  !  freedom  !  Tyranny  is  dead  — 

Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  Streets- — -^ 

Caf  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement. 

Bru.  People,  and  Senators !  be  not  affrighted  ; 
Fly  not,  ftand  (till.     Ambition's  debt  is  paid. 
Cafe.  Go  to  the  Pulpit,  Brutus. 
Dec.  And  Caffius  too. 
Bru.  Where's  Publius? 

Cih.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 
Met.  Stand  faft  together,  left  fome  Friends  of  Ctf/ar's 
Should  chance         ■ 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  ftanding.     Publius,  good  cheer  $ 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  Perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfe ;  fo  tell  them,  Publius. 

Caf.  And  leave  us,  Publius,  left  that  the  People, 
Rufhing  on  us,  ihould  do  your  age  fome  mifchielf. 

Bru.  Do  fo$  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Enter  Trebonius. 

Caf  Where  is  Antony? 
7re.  Fled  to  his  Houfe  amaz'd. 
Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  ftare,  cry  out,  and  run, 

Mi  AS 
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As  it  were  Dooms-day. 

Bru.  Fates !  we  will  know  your  pleafures  ; 
That  we  fhall  die,  we  know*  'tis  but  the  time, 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  ftand  upon. 

Caf  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  off  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  That,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit. 
So  are  we  Cafar\  Friends,,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death.    (18)  Stoop,  Romans, Hoop; 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  C<efar\  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  befmear  our  fwords ; 
Then  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  Market-place, 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads, 
Let's  all  cry,  peace !  freedom  !  and  liberty ! 

Caf.  Stoop  then,  and  wafti  —  how  many  ages  hence 
[Dipping  their  fwords  in  CasfarV  blood. 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  acted  o'er, 
In  States  unborn,  and  accents  yet  unknown? 

Bru.  How  many  times  fhall  Cafar  bleed  in  fport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  Bafis  lies  along, 
No  worthier  than  the  duft  ? 

Caf  So  oft  as  that  fhall  be, 
So  often  fhall  the  Knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  Men  that  gave  their  Country  Liberty. 

(18)  Stoop,  Romans,  y?^ ;]  Mr.  Pope,  in  both  his  Editions,  has,  frOm 
thefe  Words,  arbitrarily  taken  away  the  Remainder  of  this  Speech  from 
Brutus,  and  placed  it  to  Cafca :  becaufe,  he  thinks,  nothing  is  more  in- 
confiflent  with  Brutus\  mild  and  philofophical  Chara&er.  And  as  he' 
often  finds  Speeches  in  the  later  Editions,  he  fays,  put  into  wrong 
Mouths  ;  he  thinks,  this  Liberty  is  not  unreafonable.  'Tis  true,  a  dili- 
gent Editor  may  find  many  fuch  Errors  committed  even  in  the  firft 
printed  Copies ;  but  it  has  not  often  been  Mr.  Pope's  good  Fortune  to 
hit  upon  them.  I  dare  warrant,  the  Printers  made  no  Blunder  in  this 
Inftance;  and  therefore  I  have  made  bold  to  reflore  the  Speech  to  its. 
right  Owner.  Brutus  efteem'd  the  De,ath  of  Ca?far  a  Sacrifice  to  Liber- 
ty :  and,  as  fuch,  gloried  in  his  heading  the  Enterprize.  Befides,  our 
Poet  is  ftriclly  copying  a  Fact  in  Hiftory.  Plutarch,  in  the  Life  of  C&- 
fir,  fays,  "  Brutus  and  his  Followers,  being  yet  hot  nvitb  the  Murther, 
*  march'din  a  Body  from  the  Senate- houfe  to  the  Capitol,  with  their 
"  drawn  Swords,  with  an  Air  of  Confidence  and  Aflurance."     And,  in 

the  Life  of  Brutus, "  Brutus  and  his  Party  betook  themfelves  to  the 

*'  Ca,pitol,  and  in  their  way  Jhe<voing  their  Hands  all  bloody ,  and  their 
*'  naked  Swords,  proclaim  d  Liberty  to  the  People." 

Dec. 
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Dec.  What,  fhall  wc  forth  ? 

Caf.  Ay,  every  man  away. 
Brutus  fhall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moft  boldeft,  and  beft  hearts  of  Rome. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here?  A  Friend  of  Antonys. 
Ser.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  Matter  bid  me  kneel  5 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down  5         [kneeling. 
And,  being  proftrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay. 
Brutus  is  noble,  wife,  valiant  and  honeft  j 
Cafar  was  mighty,  royal,  bold  and  loving  j 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  3 
Say,  I  fear'd  C<zfar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe  that  Antony 
May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolvM 
How  Cafar  hath  deferv'd  to  lie  in  death : 
Mark  Antony  fhall  not  love  Cafar  dead, 
So  well  as  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  faith.     So  fays  my  Matter  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  Matter  is  a  wife  and  valiant  Roman  > 
I  never  thought  him  worfe. 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  fhall  be  fatisfied*  and,  by  my  honour, 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  prefently.  [Exit  Servant. 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  fhall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Caf.  I  wifh,  we  may:  but  yet  have  I  a  mind, 
That  fears-  him  much  5  and  my  mifgiving  ftill 
Falls  fhrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  corrfes  Antony.    Welcome,  Mark  An- 
tony. 
Ant.  O  mighty  Cafar!  doft  thou  lye  fo  low? 
Are  all  thy  Conquefts,  Glories,  Triumphs,  Spoils, 

M  3  (ip)  Shrunk 
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(ip)  Shrunk  to  this  little  meafure? fare  thee  well. 

I  know  not,  Gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 

Who  elfe  mull  be  let  blood,  who  elie  is  rank ; 

If  I  my  felf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 

As  Oyer's  death's  hour,  nor  no  inftrument 

Of  half  that  worth  as  thofe  your  fwords,  made  rich 

With  the  moil  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 

I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

Now  whilft  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  fmoai, 

Fulfil  your  pl-cafure.     Live  a  thoufand  years, 

I  (hall  not  find  my  felf  fo  apt  to  die  : 

No  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  meane  of  death, 

As  here  by  C</"?r,  and  by  you  cut  off, 

The  choice  and  matter  fpirits  of  this  age, 

Bru.  O  A. nt ony,.k  beg  not  your  death  of  us: 
Though  now  we  mud  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  prefent  act, 
You  fee,  we  do  9  yet  fee  you  but  our  hands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  bufinefs  they  have  done  : 
Our  hearts  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful  5 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  fo  pity,  pity  5) 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  C<efzr ;  For  your  part, 
To  you  our  fwords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Jntoxy, 
Our  arms  exempt  from  malice,  and  our  hearts 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Caf.  Your  voice  fnall  be  as  itrong  as  any  man's 
In  the  difpofing  of  new  dignities. 

Bru.  'Only  be  patient,  'till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  befide  themfclves  with  lear^ 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe, 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Cjcjar  when  I  ihook  him, 
Proceeded  thus. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wiidom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  •, 

(iq)  Shrunk   to  this  little  men  »,  bur  Poet  might  have 

Juvenal  ii  I  w,  here  ; 

McrS    ;:.'-7     fat 

Qu.\:  _  t  beminum  Co.p  ;icula.  -   ■■ 

Fifft, 
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Fir  ft,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  fhake  with  you  j 
Next,  Caius  Caffius,  do  I  take  your  hand  ; 
Now,  Deeius  Brutus^  yours  y  now  yours,  Metellus  j 
Yours,  Cinnay  and  my  valiant  Cafca,  yours  •> 
Though  laft,  not  lead:  in  love,  yours,  good  "frebonhs-. 

Gentlemen  all -alas,  what  (hall  I  fay? 

My  credit  now  ftands  on  fuch  flippery  ground, 

That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  me, 

Either  a  Coward,  or  a  Flatterer. 

That  I  did  love  thee,  Cafar^  oh,  'tis  true  y 

If  then  thy  Spirit  look  upon  us  now, 

Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death, 

To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 

Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 

Moft  Noble!  in  the  prefence  of  thy  corfe? 

Had  I  as  many  eyes,  as  thou  haft  wounds, 

Weeping  as  faft  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  blood, 

It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 

In  terms  of  friendfhip  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Julius  —  here  waft  thou  bay'd,  brave  harts 

Here  didft  thou  fall,  and  here  thy  hunters  ftand 

Sign'd  in  thy  fpoil,  (2.0)  and  crimfon'd  in  thy  death. 

O  world!  thou  waft  the  foreft  to  this  hart, 

And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. 

How  like  a  deer,  ftricken  by  many  Princes, 

Doft  thou  here  lye  ? 

Caf.  Mark  Antony  ■ 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Caius  CaJJius : 
The  enemies  of  C<efar  fhall  fay  this  : 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modefty. 

Caf.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing  Cafar  fo, 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 

(20)  And  crimforid  in  thy  Death.]  All  the  old  Copies,  that  I  have 
feen,  read,  Lethe.  The  Dictionaries,  indeed,  acknowledge  no  fuch 
Word  :  and  as  the  L  might  have  miftakingly  been  formM  from  an  ob- 
fcure  D,  not  taking  the  Ink  equally  in  all  Parts,  I  have  fuffer'd  the 
more  known  Word  to  ftand  in  the  Text ;  tho\  indeed,  I  am  not  with- 
out Sufpicion  of  our  Poet's  having  either  coin'd  the  other  Term,  or  co- 
pied it  from  fome  obfolete  Author,  who  had  adopted  it  from  the  Lethtm 
of  the  Lattnes  ;  which,  'tis  well  known,  was  ufed  for  Death,  as  weE 
as  Dejlrufiion,  Ruine,  Havock,  &c. 

M  j  Will 
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Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends, 
Or  {hall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  C<efar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all  5 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  mail  give  me  reafons, 
Why,  and  wherein  C<efar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  elfe  this  were  a  favage  fpe&acle. 
Our  reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you,  Antony^  the  Son  of  Ctffar? 
You  fhould  be  fatisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  feek  5 
And  am  moreover  fuitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  Market-place, 
And  in  the  Pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 

Bru.  You  fliall,  Mark  Antony. 

Caf.  Brutus^  a  word  with  you. 

You  know  not  what  you  do*  do  not  confent,    [AJide. 
That  Antony  fpeak  in  his  funeral  : 
Know  you,  how  much  the  People  may  be  mov'd 
By  That  which  he  will  utter? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon, 
I  will  my  felf  into  the  Pulpit  fir  ft, 
And  ihew  the  reafon  of  our  C^e Jar's  death. 
What  Antony  fhall  fpeak,  I  will  proteft 
He  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permiffionj 
And  that  we  are  contented,  C<efar  fhall 
Have  all  due  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies: 
It  fhall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Caf.  I  know  not  what  may  fall,  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  Antony  ^  here  take  you  Ctefar's  body  : 
You  fhall  not  in  your  funeral  fpeech  blame  us, 
But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  C<efar> 
And  fay,  you  do't  by  our  permiffion  : 
Elfe  fhall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  Funeral.     And  you  fhall  fpeak 
In  the  fame  Pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  fpeech  is  ended. 
A^t.  Be  it  fo; 
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I  do  defire  no  more. 
Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  Confpirators* 

Manet  Antony. 

Ant.  O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth  ! 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  butchers. 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblcft  Man, 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand,  that  fried  this  coftly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophefie, 
(Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue) 
A  curfe  fhall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
Domeftick  fury,  and  fierce  civil  ftrife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  Parts  of  Italy  $ 
Blood  and  deftruftion  fhall  be  fo  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  obje&s  fo  familiar, 
That  mothers  fhall  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  by  the  hands  of  war. 
All  pity  choak'd  with  cuftom  of  fell  deeds  5 
And  Ctefar's  Spirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide  come  hot  from  Hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  confines,  with  a  Monarch's  voice, 
Cry  Havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  war  5 
That  this  foul  deed  fhall  fmell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  Octavius'i  Servant. 

You  ferve  Oclavius  Ctefar^  do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  C<efar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 

Ser.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming} 
And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouth  — 
O  Czfar!  *  [Seeing  the  body, 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weepj 
Paffion  I  fee  is  catching ;  for  mine  eyes, 
(2.1)  Seeing  thofe  Beads  of  for  row  fland  in  thine, 

Began 

(21)  Seeing  thofe  Beds  of  Sorrow  <  ]  Thus  Mr.  Pope's  two  Edi- 

tions, for  what  Reafon  I  know  not :  but  I  have  reitor'd  from  all  the  other 

Copies, 
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Began  to  water.     Is  thy  Mafter  coming  ? 

Ser.  He  lyes  ta  night  within  feven  leagues  of  Rome. 

4n£,  Pott  back  with,  fpeed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanc'd. 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  OcJavius  yet  i 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.     Yet  ftay  a  while. 3, 
Thou  fhalt  not  back,  till  I  have  borne  this  corfe 
Into  the  Market-place  :  there  (hall  I  try 
In  my  Oration,  how  the  People  take 
The  cruel  iflue  of  thefe  bloody  men  *% 
According  to  the  which,,  thou  fhalt  difcourfe 
To  young  Qclavius  of  the  flate  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand-  [Exeunt  with  Casfar'j  body* 

SCENE  changes  ta  the  Forum. 

Enter  Brutus,,  Anj  mounts  the  Roftrai  *  Caflius,  with 

the  Plebeians. 

Pleb.  \\7  &  w^  be  fatisfiedy  let  us.  be  fatisfied. 

VV      Eru.  Then  fallow  me,  and  give  me  au- 
dience, friends. 
Cajfius^  go  you  into  the  other  lfreer, 
And  part  the  numbers  : 

Thofe,  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  'em. flay  here* 
Thofe,  that  will  follow  Cajjius,  go- with  himj 
And  publick  reafons  mall  be  rendered 
Of  Cue  far' s  death. 

I  Pleb.  I  will  hear  Brutus  fpeak. 
2,  Pleb.  I  will  hear  Caffus^  and  compare  their  reafons, 
When  feVrally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

[Exit  Caflius,  with  Jome  of  the  Plebeians. 

Copies,  Beads- 1  which  was  certainly  the  Poet's  Word.     Thus  Lady  Con* 
fiance  in-  King  John-; 

I ;  with  thefe  cryflal  Beads  Heawn  /ball  be- brib  d 
To  do  him  f  if  ice,  and  Revenge  on  You. 
And  To  Lady  Percy  in  the  i.  Henry  IV. 

'Thy  Spirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  War, 
And-. thus  hath  fo  befiird  thee  in  thy  Sleep, 
That  Beads-  of  Sweat  have  flood  upon  thy  Brow. 

3  Pleb, 
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5  Pleb.  The  noble  Brutus  is  afcended :  filence ! 

Bru.  Be  patient  'till  the  laft. 

Romans^  Country- men,    and  Lovers  !    hear  me  for 
my  caufe ;  and  be  filent,  that  you  may  hear.     Believe 
me  for  mine  honour,  and   have  refpedk  to  mine  ho- 
nour, that  you  may  believe.     Cenfure  me  in  your  wif- 
dom,  and  awake  your  fenfes  that  you  may  the  better 
judge.     If  there  be  any  in  this  affembly,    any  dear 
friend  of  Cafar's,  to  him  I  fay,  that  Brutus's  love  to 
Cafar  was  no  lefs  than  his.    If  then  that  friend  de- 
mand, why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Cafar^  this  is  my  An- 
fwer  :    Not  that  I  lov'd  Cafar  lefs,  but  that  I  lov'd 
Rome  more.    Had  you  rather  Cafar  were  living,  and 
dye  all  flaves  j  than  that  Cafar  were  dead,  to  live  all 
free-men?  As  Cafar  lov'd  me,  I  weep  for  him 5  as  he 
was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it  j  as  he  was  valiant,  I  ho- 
nour him  5  but  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  flew  him.  There 
are  tears  for  his  love,  joy  for  his  fortune,  honour  for 
his  valour,  and  death  for  his  ambition.    Who's  here  fo 
bafe,  that  would  be  a  bond-man  ?  if  any,  fpeakj  for 
him  have  I  offended.   Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would 
not  be  a  Roman  ?  if  any,   fpeak ;  for  him  have  I  of- 
fended.    Who  is  here  fo  vile,  that  will  not  love  his 
Country  ?  if  any,  fpeak  j  for  him  have  I  offended.- — - 
I  paufe  for  a  Reply  — 
All.  None,  Brutus^  none. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  —  I  have  done  no 
more  to  Cafar,  than  you  {hall  do  to  Brutus.  The 
queflion  of  his  death  is  inroll'd  in  the  Capitol  y  his 
glory  not  extenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy  •,   nor 

his  offences  enforc'd,  for  which  he  fuffered  death. 


Enter  Mark  Antony  with  Casfar'j 

Here  comes  his  body,  mourn'd  by  Mark  Antony  who. 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  fhall  receive  the 
benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the-  Commonwealth  \ 
as  which  of  you  fhall  not  ?  With  this  I  depart,  t-hafr 
as  I  fle'TT  my  befl  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome;  I  have 
the  fame  dagger  for  my  felf,  when  it  fhall  pleafe  my- 
Country  to  need  my  cjeath. 

AIL 
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Ail.  Live,  Brutus^  live !  live ! 

i  Pleb.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  hishoufe. 

z  Pleb.  Give  him  a  flame  with  his  Anceflors. 

3  P/rf.  Let  him  be  Ctefar. 

4  PW.  Ctefar's  better  Parts 
Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

i  Pleb.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  houfe 
With  fhouts  and  clamours. 

Bru.  My  Countrymen 

i  Pleb.  Peace !  filence  !  Brutus  fpeaks. 

i  Pleb.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Bru.  Good  Countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
And,  for  my  fake,  flay  here  with  Antony  y 
Do  grace  to  Ctefar's  corps,  and  grace  his  fpeech 
Tending  to  C^efar's  Glories;  which  Mark  Antony 
By  our  permiffion  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  intreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  fpoke.  [_Exit. 

i  Pleb.  Stay,  ho,  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  publick  Chair, 
We'll  hear  him:  noble  Antony,,  go  up. 

Ant.  For  Brutus'*  fake,  I  am  beholden  to  you. 

4  Pleb.  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 

3  Pleb.  He  fays,  for  Brutus'  fake 
He  finds  himfelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Pleb.  'Twere  beit  he  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 
i  Pleb.  This  Cafar  was  a  Tyrant. 

3  Pleb.  Nay,  that's  certain ; 
We  are  bleft,  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

i  Pleb.  Peace  ,  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  fay. 

Ant.  You  gentle  Romans 

All.  Peace,  ho,  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.  Friends,  Romans^  Countrymen,  lend  me  your  ears  , 
I  come  to  bury  C<efary  not  to  praife  him. 
The  Evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them; 
The  Good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  > 
So  let  it  be  with  Ctefarf  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  C<zfar  was  ambitious  y 
If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault  y 
And  grievoufly  hath  C<efar  anfwer'd  it. 

Here, 
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Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  reft, 

(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man, 

So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men) 

Come  I  to  fpeak  in  Coefar's  funeral. 

He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  juft  to  me> 

But  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious  5 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

He  hath  brought  many  Captives  home  to  Rome, 

Whofe  ranfoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill  5 

Did  this  in  Caefar  feem  ambitious? 

When  that  the  Poor  have  cry'd,  Cafar  hath  wept ; 

Ambition  mould  be  made  of  flerner  fluff. 

Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious  3 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

You  all  did  fee,  that  on  the  LupercaU 

I  thrice  prefented  him  a  kingly  Crown  j 

Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.     Was  this  ambition  ? 

Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious, 

And,  fure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 

I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 

But  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know. 

You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe  : 

What  caufe  with-holds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 

O  judgment!  thou  art  fled  to  brutifh  beafts, 

And  men  have  loft  their  rcafon bear  with  me, 

My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Cafar^ 
And  I  muft  paufe  'till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  Pleb.  Methinks,  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  fayings. 
If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Cafar  has  had  great  wrong. 

z  Pleb.  Has  he,  Matters  ?  I  fear,  there  will  a  worfe 
come  in  his  place. 

4  Pleb,  Mark'd  ye  his  words?  he  would  not  take  the 
Crown; 
Therefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  Pleb.  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it* 

z  Pleb.   Poor  foul  !    his   eyes   are  red  as  fire  wkh 
weeping. 

z  Pleb.  There's  not  a  nobler  Man  in  Rome  than  An- 


tony. 


4  Plti- 
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4  Pleb.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 

Ant.  But  yeflerday  the  word  of  C<efar  might 
Have   flood  againft  the  world ;  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  matters !  if  I  were  difpos'd  to  flir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  fhould  do  Brutus  wrong,   and  Cajfius  wrong  $ 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men. 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong :  I  rather  chufe 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  my  felf  and  you  $ 
Than  I  will  wrong  fuch  honourable  men. 
But  here's  a  parchment,  with  the  feal  of  Gtefar, 
I  found  it  in  his  clofet,  'tis  his  Will* 
Let  but  the  Commons  hear  this  Teftament, 
(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read) 
And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  O/^r's  wounds 
And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  facred  blood  5 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 
And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 
Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  legacy 
Unto  their  lflue. 

4  Pleb.  Well  hear  the  Will,  read  it,  Mark  Antony. 
All.  The  Will,  the  Will ;  we  will  hear  C<efar\  Will. 
Ant.    Have    patience,  gentle    friends,    I  muft   not 
read  it  $ 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  defar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  flones,  but  men : 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  Will  of  Cafar^ 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad. 
'Tis  good  you  know  not,  that  you  are  his  heirs  $ 
For  if  you  fhould — 1 — O  what  would  come  of  it? 

4  Pleb.  Read  the  Will,  we  will  hear  it,  Antony : 
You  mail  read  us  the  Will,  Ctfars  Will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient  ?  will  you  flay  a  while  ? 
(I  have  o'er-fnot  my  felf,  to  tell  you  of  it.) 
I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men, 

Whofe  daggers  have  ilabb'd  defar. 1  do  fear  it. 

4  Pleb.  They  were  traitors honourable  men  ! 

AIL  The  Will !  the  Teftaoient ! 

2  Pleb. 
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z  Pleb.  They   were  villains,  murderers >    the  Will! 
read  the  Will! 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  Will  ? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corps  of  Ctefar, 
And  let  me  fhew  you  him,  that  made  the  WilL 
Shall  I  defcend  ?  and  will  you  give  me  leave? 

All  Come  down. 

2  Pleb.  Defcend.  \He  comes  down  from  the  pulpit. 

^  Pleb.  You  fhall  have  leave. 

4  Pleb.  A  ringi  ftand  round. 

1  Pleb.  Stand  from  the  hearfe,  ftand  from  the  body 

z  Pleb.  Room  for  Antony moft  noble  Antony     . 

Ant.  Nay,  prefs  not  fo  upon  me,    ftand  far  off. 

AIL  Stand  back  —  room bear  back  — — - 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle  -,  I  remember, 
The  firft  time  ever  Cafar  put  it  on, 
'Twas  on  a  fummer's  evening  in  his  tent, 

That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii  — (it) 

Look  !  in  this  place,  ran  Cajfius'  dagger  through  >  -*~ 
See,  what  a  Rent  the  envious  Cafca  made.  * — -*-* 
Through  this,  the  well-beloved  Brutus  ftabb'd  j 
And  as  he  pluck'd  his  curfed  fteel  away, 

(22)  T^hat  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii.]  This  Circumftance  about 
Cafar  s  Mantle,  (which  I  prefume  to  be  purely  the  Poet's  Invention) 
abftracted  from  the  Chronology,  is  very  pretty.  Perhaps,  it  has  not 
£b  much  Propriety,  as  Beauty,  if  we  conlider  one  thing.  The  $Jtr<vii 
were  conquer'd  in  the  2d  Year  of  his  Gaulijh  Expedition,  1 7  Years  be^ 
fore  his  Affamnation,  and  'tis  hardly  to  be  thought,  that  C^far  pre- 
ferv'd  one  Robe  of  State  for  fo  long  a  Period.  Another  Circumftance, 
pretty  like  This,  we  meet  with  in  Hamlet ;  The  Ghoft  of  the  Old  King 
appearing,  Horatio,  in  defcribing  the  Garb  and  Figure  he  had  aflum'd, 
fays  ; 

Such  was  the  very  Armour  he  had  on, 
When  he  th"1  ambitious  Norway  combated. 
Now  Horatio,  being  a  School  fellow  of  young  Hamlet,  could  hardly 
know  in  what  Armour  the  Old  King  kill'd  Fortinbras  of  Norway  ; 
which  happen'd  on  the  very  day,  whereon  young  Hamlet  was  bora.. 
Befides,  in  ftrictnefs,  why  mould  the  Ghoft  of  the  Old  King  walk  in 
Armour,  who  was  murther'd  in  Time  of  Peace,  fleeping  in  his  Gar- 
den? But  thefe  Circumftances  and  Strokes  of  Fancy  drefs  up  an 
amufmg  Picture,  for  which  the  Poet,  perhaps,  i*  neither  accountable 
to  Propriety,  nor  Probability. 

Mark, 
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Mark,  how  the  blood  of  Cafar  follow'd  it ! 

As  rufhing  out  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd, 

If  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no  ? 

For  Brutus ,  as  you  know,  was  Cafar\  angel. 

Judge,  oh  you  Gods !  how  dearly  Cafar  lov'd  him  j 

This,  this,  was  the  unkindeft  cut  of  all  5 

For  when  the  noble  Cafar  faw  him  flab, 

Ingratitude,  more  ftrong  than  traitors  arms, 

Quite  vanquifh'd  him  5    then  burft  his  mighty  hear.t : 

And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 

Even  at  the  Bafe  of  Pompetfs  ftatue, 

(Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,)  great  Cafar  fell. 

O  what  a  Fall  was  there,  my  countrymen ! 

Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down  : 

Whilft  bloody  treafon  flourifh'd  over  us. 

O,  now  you  weep  $  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 

The  dint  of  pity ;  thefe  are  gracious  drops. 

Kind  fouls  !  what,  weep  you  when  you  but  behold 

Our  Cafar's  vefture  wounded  ?  look  you  here ! 

Here  is  himfelf,  marr'd,  as  you  fee,  by  traitoi:s. 

1  Pleb.  O  piteous  fpe&acle! 

z  Pleb.  O  noble  Cafar  I 

3  Pkb.  O  woful  day  ! 

4  Pkb.  O  traitors,  villains ! 

I  Pleb.  O  moft  bloody  fight ! 

z  Pkb.  We  will  be  reveng'd :  revenge :  about  — ~ 

feek burn fire kill  < flay  !    let  not  a 

traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay,  Countrymen 

1  Pleb.  Peace  there,  hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  Pleb.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,    we'll  die 
with  him ■ 

Ant.  Good  friends,  fweet  friends,  let   me  not  ftir 
you  up 
To  fuch  a  fudden  flood  of  mutiny : 
They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable. 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it :  they  are  wife  and  honourable  $ 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reafons  anfwer  you. 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  fteal  away  your  hearts ; 
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I  am  no  Orator,  as  Brutus  is  : 

But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 

That  love  my  friend  5  and  that  they  know  full  well, 

That  give  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him  : 

For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 

Action  nor  utt'rance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech, 

To  ftir  mens  blood  ;  I  only  fpeak  right  on. 

I  tell  you  that,  which  you  your  felves  do  know  $ 

Shew  you  fweet   Ctefar's    wounds,  poor,  poor,  dumb 

mouths! 
And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me.     But  were  I  Brutusy 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  Spirit?,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Ctejar,  that  fhould  move 
The  ftones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny. 
AIL  We'll  mutiny  — — — 
1  Pleb.  We'll  burn  the  houfe  of  Brutus. 
3  Pleb.  Away  then,  come,  feek  the  confpirators, 
Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  Countrymen >  yet  hear  me  fpeak. 
AIL  Peace,  ho,  hear  Antony,  mo  ft  noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Why,  friends, you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what. 
Wherein  hath  Cafar  thus  deferv'd  your  loves? 
Alas,  you  know  not}  I  muft  tell  you  then: 
You  have  forgot  the  Will,   I  told  you  of. 

AIL  Moft  true  — ■  the  Will let's  ftay  and  hear 

the  Will. 
Ant.  Here  is  the  Will,  and  under  Ca?far's  feal. 
To  ev'ry  Roman  citizen  he  gives, 
To  ev'ry  fev'ral  man,  fev'nty  five  drachma's. 

2  Pleb.  Moft  noble  Cxfar!  we'll  revenge  his  death. 

3  Pleb.  O  royal  Cafar  ! 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
AIL  Peace,  ho! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arbors,  and  new-planted  orchards, 
On  that  fide  Tiber  \  he  hath  left  them  you,     (23) 

And 

(23)  On  this  fide  Tiber;]  The  Scene  is  here  in  the  Forum  near  the 
Capitol,  and  in  the  moft  frequented  Part  of  the  City ;  but  C&fars  Gar- 
dens were  very  remote  from  that  Quarter. 

Vol.  VI.  N  Trans 
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And  to  your  heirs  for  ever;  common  pleafures* 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  your  felves. 
Here  was  a  Ca?/ary  when  comes  fuch  another  ? 

1  Pleb.  Never,  never ;  come,  away,  away  ; 
We'll  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 
And  with  the  brands  fire  all  the  traitors  houfes. 
Take  up  the  body. 

z  Pleb.  Go  fetch  fire. 

3  Pleb.  Pluck  down  benches. 

4  Pleb.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[Exeunt  Plebeians  with  the  body. 
Ant.  Now  let  it  work  ;  Mifchief,  thou  art  afoot, 

Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wilt!- *  How  now, 

fellow  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Otlavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Where  is  he? 

Ser.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Ctffar's  houfe. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  ftraight,  to  vifit  him  %■ 
He  comes  upon  a  wifh.     Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  Cajfius 
Are  rid,  like  madmen,  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike,  they  had  fome  notice  of  the  people, 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Otlavius. 

\_Exeunt, 

Enter  Cinna  the  Poet^  and  after  him  the  Plebeians. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to  night,  that  I  did  feaft  with  Ctefar, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantafiej 

Trans  Tiberim  longe  cubat  is  prope  Caefaris  hortos. 
fays  Horace:  And  both    the  Naumacbia   and  Gardens  of    Ctefar  were 
feparated  from  the  main  City  by  the  River ;    and  lay   out  wide,  on  a 
Line    with    Mount   *J  aniculum  \  where  Statins,    the  Poet,    was  buried. 
Gur  Author  therefore  certainly  wrote  j 

On  that  fide  Tiber  ; 

And  Plutarch,  whom  Sbakefpeare  very  diligently  ftudied,  in  the 
Life  of  Marcus  Brutus*  fpeaking  of  Cafiars  Will,  exprefly  fays,  That 
he  left  to  the  Pubiick  his  Gardens  and  Walks  beyond  the  Tiber »  where, 
in  that  Author's  Time,   the  Temple  of  Fortune  flood* 
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I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors  : 
Yet  fomething  leads  me  forth. 

1  Pleb.  What  is  your  name? 

2  Pleb.   Whither  are  you  going? 

3  Pleb.  Where  do  you  dwell? 

4  Pleb.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  abatchelor? 

2  Pleb.  Anfwer  every  man  directly. 

1  Pleb.  Ay,  and  briefly. 
4  Pleb.  Ay,  and  wifely. 

3  Pleb.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  beft. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name  ?  whither  am  I  going? 
where  do  I  dwell  ?  am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  bat- 
chelor?  then  to  anfwer  every  man  directly  and  brief- 
ly, wifely  and  truly  y  wifely,   I  fay 1  am  a  bat- 

chelor. 

2  Pleb.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  fools 
that  marry ;  you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear  > 
proceed  directly. 

Cin.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  C<efarys  funeral. 

1  Pleb.  As  a  friend,  or  an  enemy  ? 
Cm.  As  a  friend. 

2  Pleb.  That  matter  is  anfwered  directly. 

4  Pleb.  For  your  dwelling ;  briefly. 
Cm.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

3  Pleb.  Your  name,  Sir,  truly. 
Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

1   Pleb.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  confpirator. 
Cm.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  Pleb.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verfes,  tear  him  for 
his  bad  verfes. 

Cin.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  confpirator. 
4  Pleb.  It  is  no   matter,  his   name's  Cinna ;    pluck 
but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 
3  Pleb.  Tear  him,  tear  him  5  come,  brands,  ho,  fire- 
brands : 
To  Brutus,  to  Caffius^  burn  all.  Some  to  Decius's  houfc, 
And  fome  to  Cafca's,  fome  to  Ligarius :  away,  go. 

[Exeunt* 
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a    c   t   IV. 

SCENE,  a  fmall  I/land  near  Mutina.  (247 

Enter  Antony,  Oftavius,  and  Lepidus. 

Antony. 

THESE  many  then  fhall  die,   their  names  are 
prick  t. 
OH.  Your  brother  too  muft  die  j   confent  you, 
Lepidus  ? 
Lep.  I  do  confent. 
05i.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 
Lep.  Upon  condition,  Publius  fhall  not  live  5  (if) 
Who  is  your  fitter's  fon,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He  fhall  not  live  5  look,  with  a  fpot,  1  damn 
him. 
But,  Lepidus^  go  you  to  C<efarys  houfe; 
Fetch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  fhall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  fome  charge  in  legacies. 
Lep.  What  ?  -fhall  I  find  you  here  ? 
051.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  [Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  flight  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  fent  on  errands :  is  it  fit, 

(24)  SCENE,  a  fmall  I/land]  Mr.  Rowe,  and  Mr.  Pope  after 
him,  have  mark'd  the  Scene  here  to  be  at  Rome.  The  Old  Copies 
Uy  Nothing  of  the  place.  Shakefpcare,  I  dare  fay,  knew  from  Plu- 
tzrch,  that  thefe  Triumvirs  met,  upon  the  Profcription,  in  a  little 
JUand:  which  Appian,  who  i*  more  particular,  fays,  lay  near  Mutina 
upon  the  River  Lanjinius. 

(25)  Upon  Condition,  Publius  fhall  not  live."]  I  donrt  know  whom  our 
A uthor  means  by  this  Publius.  I  know,  that  one  Publius  Silicius,  as 
he  Is  call'd  by  Plutarch,    (and    Sicilius   Coronas,  by  Dion  Cafjius  ;)  fell 

r  this  Profcription  :  but  the  3  Perfons,  about  whom  the  Triumvir* 
fo  particular  a  Squabble,   were  Cicero,    whofe  Life  Antony  infilled 

oft;  PaiJus,  who  was  condemned  by  his  own  Brother  Lepidus,  accord- 
;  to    fome    Accounts ;   and  Lucius     Cafar,     Antonfs    Uncle   by  the 

Mother's  &de,  whofe  Blood  Oflavius  demanded. 

The 
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The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  fhould  ftand 
One  of  the  three  to  fhare  it? 

051.  So  you  thought  him ; 
And  took  his  voice  who  fhould  be  prickt  to  die, 
In  our  blaek  fentence  and  profcription. 

Ant.  Ottavius,  I  have  feen  more  days  than  you  j 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  honours  on  this  man, 
To  eafe  our  felves  of  divers  fland'rous  loads  5 
He  (ball  but  bear  them,  as  the  afs  bears  gold, 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  bufinefs, 
Or  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way  5 
And  having  brought  our  treafure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off, 
Like  to  the  empty  afs,  to  fhake  his  ears, 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will  % 
But  he's  a  try'd  and  valiant  foldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horfe,  OcJavius ;  and,  for  that? 
I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  to  ftop,  to  run  directly  on  5 
His  corporal  motion  governM  by  my  fpirit. 
And,  in  fome  tafte,  is  Lepidus  but  fo  $ 
He  muft  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  $ 
A  barrenrfpirited  fellow^  one  that  feeds  (16) 

On 

(26)  A  barren- fpirit ed  Fellow,  one  that  feeds 

On  Objedts,  Arts,  and  Imitations,  &c] 
'Tis  hard  to  conceive,  why  He  fhould  be  call'd  a  b arr en- fpirit ed  Fel- 
low, that  could  feed  either  on  Objecls,  or  Arts  :  that  is,  as  I  prefume, 
form  his  Ideas  and  Judgment  upon  them  :  fale  and  obfolete  Imitation 
indeed,  fixes  fuch  a  Character.  I  am  perfwaded,  to  make  the  Poet  eofy* 
fonant  to  himfelf,  we  muft  read,  as  I  have  reltored  the  Text. 

On  abjecl  Orts,— — 
i.  e.  on  the  Scraps  and  Fragments  of  Things  rejected,  and  defpifed  by 
others.  The  Word  Orts  (which,  as  Skinner  tells  us,  is  of  'Teutonic  Deri- 
vation, and  fignifies  Fragmenta,  Menfe  Reliquiae)  is  not  fo  much  anti- 
quated, tho'  corrupted  in  the  Pronunciation,  but  that  Children  are 
warn'd  to  this  Day  of  leaving  Orts  on  their  Plate.  Our  Author  has 
ufed  the  Word  in  feveral  other  PafTages.  As  in  fimon  of  Athens,  the 
Thief  fays  ; 

//  is  fame  poor  Fragment,  fome  fender  Ort  of  his  Remainder; 
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On  abjeft  Orts,  and  imitations  •> 
Which,  out  of  ufe,  and  ftal'd  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  faihion.     Do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  property.     And  now,  Offavius, 

Liften  great  things -Brutus  and  Caffius 

Are  levying  powers  ;  we  muft  flraight  make  head. 

Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd  > 

Our  beft  friends  made,  and  our  beft  means  ftretcht  out  \ 

And  let  us  prcfently  go  fit  in  council, 

How  covert  matters  may  be  beft  difclos'd, 

And  open  perils  fureft  anfwered. 

Off.  Let  us  do  fo ;  for  we  are  at  the  flake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies  -y 
And  fome,  that  fmile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  of  mifchiefs.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   before  BrutusV  Tent>  in  the  camp 

near  Sardis. 

Drum.     Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  and foldiers :    Titinius 
and  Pindarus  meeting  them. 

Bru.  QTAND,  ho! 

*3  Luc.  Give  the  word,  ho  !    and  ftand ! 

Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius  ?  is  Caffius  near? 

Luc.  He  is  at  hand,    and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  falutation  from  his  mailer. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well.     Your  mafter,  Pindarus^ 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Hath  given  me  iome  worthy  caufe  to  wifh 
Things  done,  undone  ->  but  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  fhaJl  be  fatisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt, 
But  that  my  noble  mafter  will  appear, 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

And,  in  Troilus; 

The  Fractions  of  her  Faith,  Orts  of  her  Love, 

The  Fragments,  Scraps,  Sec. 
And  likewife  in  his  Poem,    call'd  Tarquin  and  Lucrece,  Stanz.   1 41. 

Let  him  have  Time  a  Beggar  s  Orts  to  crave. 

Bru, 
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Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.      A  word,  Lucilius  ~ 
How  he  received  you,  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtefie,  and  with  refpe£fc  enough  j 
But  not  with  fuch  familiar  inftances, 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  conference, 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  haft  defcrib'd 
A  hot  friend,  cooling  $   ever  note,  Lucilius* 
When  love  begins  to  ficken  and  decay, 
It  ufeth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  faith  : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  fhew  and  promife  of  their  mettle  y 
But  when  they  mould  endure  the  bloody  fpur, 
They  fall  their  creft,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter'd  1 
The  greater  part,  the  horfe  in  general, 
Are  come  with  CaJ/ius.  \_Low  march  within, 

Enter  Caffius  and  foldiers, 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd ; 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Caf  Stand,  ho! 

Bru.  Stand,  hoi  fpeak  the  word  along. 

Within.  Stand! 

Within.  Stand  ! 

Within.  Stand ! 

Caf  Moft  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bra.  Judge  me,  you  Gods!  wrong  I  mine  enemies? 
And  if  not  fo,  how  mould  I  wrong  a  brother? 

Caf.  Brutus^  this  fober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs* 
And  when  you  do  them » 

Bru.  Caffius^  be  content, 
Speak  your  griefs  foftly,  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here, 
(Which  mould  perceive  nothing,  but  love,  from  us) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.     Bid  them  move  away  j 
Then  in  my  Tent  Caffius  enlarge  your  griefs. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

N  4  CaH 
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Caf  Pindarus, 
Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Eru.  LuciliuS)  do   the  like  $  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  'till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  'Titinius  guard  the  door.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Infide  of  Brutus'* 

Tent. 

Re-enter  Brutus  and  Caflius. 

Caf.  HP  HAT  you  have  wrong'd  me,    doth  appear 

A  in  this,  (2,7) 

You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
for  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians  •, 
Wherein,   my  letter  (praying  on  his  fide, 
Becaufe  I  knew  the  man,)  was  flighted  off. 

hru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Caf.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  ev'ry  nice  offence  mould  bear  its  comment. 

Eru.  Yet  let  me  tell  you,  Caffius^  you  your  felf 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm  j 

(27)  Caf.    That  you  have  turong*d  me>  &c]  This  famous  Quarrelling* 
Scene,  which  has  given   Rife  to   fo  many    Imitations,    (particular!  \ ,  in 
the  Maid's  Tragedy ;  Mr.  Drydens  Alteration  of    Troilus  and   Creffida  ; 
and  in  his  Don  Sebafian ;)    and  which  was  receiv'd  with  fo  much  Ap- 
p.Iaufe,  that  it  is  fpoken  of  in  one  of  the  Preliminary  Copies  of  Veries 
to  the  riril  Folio  Imprenlon  of  S hake/pear e*s  Works, 
Or  till  I  hear  a  Scene  more  nobly  take> 
Than  <ivhat  thy  half- /word- par  lying  Romans  /pake. 
Yet  this  Scene  feems  to  me  to  have  been  freer' d   at  by  the  Snvordfmen 
in  Beaumont  and  Fletchers  King  and  no  King :  As  of  late  Years  it  has 
met  with  a   glancing  Attack,  by   way  ef  Banter,   in   a  Scene  betwixt 
Peachum  and  Lockit  in  the    Beggar 's  Opera.  — -  On   the  other  hand, 
our  Dryden  had  fojuft  an  Opinion  of  this  fine  Scene,  that  he  has  made 
no  Scruple  to  prefer  it   to  the  Quarrel  of  Agamemnon  and  Mene/aus,  in 
the  Iphigenia  in  Aulis  of   Euripides.  "    The  particular   Ground- work, 
"  fays-  He,    which  Shake/peart  has  taken,    is   incomparably   the   belt : 
"  becaufe  he  has  not  only  chofen    two  of  the  greatelt  Heroes  of  the 
"  Age,  but  has  likewife  interefted  the   Liberty  of  Rome  and   their  own 
"  Honours,  who  were  the  Redeemers  of  it,  in  the  Debate".    Preface  to 
Troilus  and  Crefiida. 

To 
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To  fell,  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold, 
To  undefervers. 

Caf  I  an  itching  palm  ? 
You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus^  that  fpeak  this  % 
Or,  by  the  Gods,  this  fpeech  were  elfe  your  laft. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cajfius  honours  this  corruption, 
And  chaftifement  doth  therefore  hide  its  head. 

Caf.  Chaftifement! 

Bru.  Remember  March,   the  Ides  of  March  remem- 
ber! 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  juftice  fake  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  ftab, 
And  not  for  juftice?  what,  fhall  one  of  us, 
That  ftruck  the  foremoft  man  of  all  this  world, 
But  for  fupporting  robbers  -,  fhall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  bafe  bribes  ? 
And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  honours 
For  fo  much  tra(h,  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ?  >■■■    ■  jjg 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Than  fuch  a  Roman. 

Caf.  Brutus^  bay  not  me, 
I'll  not  endure  it  j  you  forget  your  felf, 
To  hedge  me  in  ;  I  am  a  foldier,  I, 
Older  in  praftice,  abler  than  your  felf 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to  -j  you  are  not  Caffws. 

Caf.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

Caf  Urge  me  no  more,  I  fhall  forget  my  felf— 
Have  mind  upon  your  health  — tempt  me  no  farther. 

Bru.  Away,  flight  man. 

Caf  Is't  poffible? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rafh  choler? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  ftares? 

Caf  O  Gods!  ye  Gods!   muft  I  endure  all  this? 

Bru.  All  this!  ay,  more.  Fret,  'till your  proud  heart 
break  $ 
Go  fliew  your  flaves  how  cholerick  you  are, 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.  Muft  I  budge  ? 

Muft 
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Muft  I  obferve  you?   mud  I  (land  and  crouch 
Under  your  tefty  humour  ?  by  the  Gods, 
You  fhall  digeft  the  venom  of  your  fpleen, 
Tho'  it  do  fplit  you.     For,  from  this  day  forth, 
1*11  ufe  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  wafpifh. 
Caf  Is  it  come  to  this? 
Bru.  You  fay,  you  are  a  better  foldier  5 
Let  it  appear  fo ;  make  your  Vaunting  true, 
And  it  fhall  pleafe  me  well.     For  mine  own  part, 
I  fhall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Caf.  You  wrong   me  every  way — -you  wrong  me, 
Brutus  j 
I  faid,  an  elder  foldier  ;  not  a  better. 

Did  I  fay,  better  ? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Caf.  When  C/efar  liy'd,  he  durft  not  thus  have  mov'd 

me. 
Bru.  Peace,  peace,  you  durft  notfo  have  tempted  him, 

Caf  I  durft  not ! ■ 

Bru.  No. 

Caf  What?  durft  not  tempt  him? 
Bru.  For  your  life  you  durft  not. 
Caf  Do  not  prefume  too  much  upon  my  love  5 
I  may  do  that,  I  fhall  be  forry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that,  you  fhould  be  forry  for* 
There  is  no  terror,  Cafius>  in  your  threats  j 
For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  honefty, 
That  they  pafs  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  refpeft  not.     I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  fums  of  gold,  which  you  deny'd  mej 
For  I  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means  j 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachma's,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peafants  their  vile  tram, 
By  any  indirection.     1  did  fend  (18) 

To 

(28)  By  *«v.Indire&nefs]  This  is  a  Change  of  Mr.  Popes'mhoih  his 
Editions :  for  what  Reafon,  I  don't  know.  The  Old  Copies  read,  In- 
direclhn.Atisz  Word  elfewhere  ufed  by  our  Poet  i  and  Mr.  Pope  has 
paiVd  it  quietly,  in  Polonius  of  Hamlet.  And 
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To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 

Which  you  denied  me  j  was  that  done  like  Cajfius  ? 

Should  I  have  anfwer'd  Caius  Caffius  fo  ? 

When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  fo  covetous, 

To  lock  fuch  rafcal  counters  from  his  friends, 

Be  ready,  Gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 

Dal"h  him  to  pieces ! 

Caf  I  deny'd  you  not. 

Bru.  You  did. 

Caf.  I  did  not  —  he  was  but  a  fool, 
That  brought  my  anfwer  back.  —  Brutus  hath  riv'd  my 

heart. 
A  friend  mould  bear  a  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not,  'till  you  praftife  them  on  me.  (29) 

Caf.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Caf  A  friendly  eye  could  never  fee  fuch  faults. 

Bru.  A  flatt'rer's  would  not,  tho'  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Caf  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Oblaviusy  come ; 
Revenge  your  felves  alone  on  Cajfius^ 
For  Cajfius  is  a  weary  of  the  world  \ 
Hated  by  one  he  loves  $  brav'd  by  his  brother; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman  3  all  his  faults  oblerv'd  $ 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote, 
To  caft  into  my  teeth.     O  I  could  weep 

And  thus  do  We  of  Wifdom  and  of  "Reach, 

With  Windlaces,  and  ivith  AJfays  of  Byafs, 

By  IndireclionsyzW  Directions  out. 
(29)  /  do  not,  till  you  praclife  them  on  me.]  But,  furely,  this  was  a 
very  poor  Excufe  for  the  Philofophick  Brutus  to  make.  He  is  accus'd 
for  making  his  Friends  Faults  greater  than  they  were;  he  replies,  I 
do  not ;  till  they  were  injurious  to  my  felf.  Why,  a  Friend  could 
have  no  Motive  of  Intereft,  or  Paffion,  to  aggravate  a  Friend's  Faults, 
till  they  were  directed  againil  himfelf:  And  that  was  the  Point,  he 
was  to  juftify  himfelf  upon,  why  he  aggravated  fuch  Faults :  which 
furely,  is  an  unjuft  Practice.     I  read  therefore ; 

Bru.  I  do  not :  Ml  you  praclife  them  on  me.  i.  e.  "  I  deny  the 
'*  Charge  ;  and  mull  tell  you  further,  that  this  Charge  is  an  Addition 
"  to  your  Faults."  This,  if  I  miftake  not,   gives  Senfe  and  Propriety. 

Mr.  Warburton, 

My 
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My  fpirit  from  mine  eyes ! 'There  is  my  dagger, 

And  here  my  naked  breaft within,  a  heart 

Dearer  than  Plutus*  Mine,  richer  than  gold  $ 

If  that  thou  bceft  a  Romany  take  it  forth. 

I,  that  derjy'd  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart  j 

Strike,  as  thou  didft  at  C<efar;  for  I  know, 

When  thou  didft  hate  him  worft,  thou  lov'dft  him 

better 
Than  ever  thou  lovd'ft  Caffius. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  dagger  > 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  fhall  have  fcopej 
Do  what  you  will,  difhonour  fhall  be  humour, 
O  Caflius,  you  are  yoaked  with  a  Lamb, 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire ; 
Who  much  enforced,  fhews  a  hafty  fpark. 
And  ftraight  is  cold  again. 

Caf.  Hath  Coffins  liv'd 
To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief  and  blood  ill-temper'd  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru.  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Caf.  Do  you  confefs  fo  much  ?  give  me  your  hand. 

Bru.  And  my  heart  too.  [Embracing. 

Caf.  O  Brutus! 

Bru.  What's  the  matter? 

Caf.  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rafli  humour,  which  my  mother  gave  me, 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Bru.  Yes,  Cafius^  and  from  henceforth 
When  you  are  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fo. 

[_A  noife  within* 

Poet,  within.    Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals  j 
There  is  fome  grudge  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Luc.  within.  You  fhall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet,  within.  Nothing  but  death  fhall  flay  me. 

Enter  Poet. 

Caf  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Poet.  For  fhame,  you  Generals  $  what  do  you  mean? 

Love 
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Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  fuch  men  fhould  be* 
For  I  have  feen  more  years,  Fm  fare,  than  ye. 

Caf  Ha,  ha how  vilely  doth  thisCynick  rhime! 

Brv.  Get  you  hence,  firrah  >  fawcy  fellow,  hence. 

Caf  Bear  with  him,  Brutus^  'tis  his  fafhion. 

Bru.  I'll  know  his  humour,   when  he  knows  his 
time; 
What  fhould  the  wars  do  with  thefe  jingling  fools? 
Companion,  hence. 

Caf  Away,  away,  be  gone.  {Exit  Poet, 

Enter  Lucilius,  and  Titinius. 

Bru.  Lucilius  and  7*itinius9  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to  night. 
Caf.  And  come  your  felves,  and  bring  Mejfala  with 

you 

Immediately  to  us.  {Exeunt  Lucilius  and  Titinius- 

Bru.  Lucius^  a  bowl  of  wine. 

Caf  I  did  not  think,  you  could  have  been  fo  angry. 

Bru.  O  CaffiuS)  I  am  fick  of  many  griefs. 

Caf  Of  your  philofophy  you  make  no  ufe, 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru.  No  man  bears  forrow  better  — Portia's  dead. 

Caf  Ha!  Portia/ 

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Caf  How  fcap'd  I  killing,  when  I  croft  you  fo  ? 
O  infupportable  and  touching  lofs  ! 
Upon  what  ficknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence ; 
And  grief,  that  young  Otlavius  with  Mark  jfntony 
Have  made  themfelves  fo  ftrong :  (for  with  her  death 
That  tydings  came)   With  this  fhe  fell  diftract, 
And  (her  attendants  abfent)  fwallow'd  fire. 

Caf  Anddy'dfo? 

Bru.  Even  fo. 

Caf  O  ye  immortal  Gods ! 

Enter  Boy  with  Wine  and  Papers. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her :  give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefs,  Caffiw.  {Drinks. 

Caf. 
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Caf  My  heart  is  thirfty  for  that  noble  pledge. 
Fill,  Lucius,  'till  the  wine  o'cr-fwell  the  cups 
I  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus' s  love. 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius ;  —  welcome,  good  Meffala. 

Enter  Titinius,  and  Meffala. 

Now  fit  we  clofe  about  this  taper  here, 
And  call  in  queftion  our  neceflities. 

Caf.  Oh  Porcia!  art  thou  gone? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. — 
Meffala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Oclavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  Power, 
Bending  their  expedition  tow'rd  Philippi. 

Mef.  My  felf  have  letters  ©f  the  felf-fame  tenour. 

Bru.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mef.  That  by  Profcription  and  bills  of  Outlawry, 
OcJavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  Senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree  5 
Mine  fpeak  of  fev'nty  Senators,  that  dy'd 
By  their  Profcriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Caf.  Cicero  one  ?  — - * 

Mef.  Cicero  is  dead  j  and  by  that  order  of  profcription. 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  No,  Meffala. 

Mef.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her? 

Bru.  Nothing,  Meffala. 

Mef.  That,  methinks,  is  ftrange. 

Bru.  Why  ask  you  ?  hear  you  ought  of  her  in  yours  ? 

Mef.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Mef  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell  $ 
For  certain  (he  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewel  Porcia  —  we  muft:  die,  Meffala. 
With  meditating  that  (he  muft  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mef  Ev'n  fo  great  men  great  lofTes  mould  endure. 

Caf  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you, 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 

Bru. 
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Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.    What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  prefently? 
Caf  I  do  not  think  it  good. 
Bru.  Your  reafon? 
Caf  This  it  is: 
>Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  feek  us  5 
So  fhall  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  foldiers, 
Doing  himfelf  offence  j  whilft  we,  lying  ftill, 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence  and  nimblenefs. 

Bru.  Good  reafons  muft  of  force  give  place  to  better. 
The  people,  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground, 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection  -, 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution. 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  ihall  make  a  fuller  number  up  ; 
Come  on  refrefht,  new  added,  and  encourag'd; 
From  which  advantage  fhall  we  cut  him  off, 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  people  at  our  back. 

Caf.  Hear  me,  good  brother  — 
Bru.  Under  your  pardon.  — You  muft  note  befide, 
That  we  have  try'd  the  utmoft  of  our  friends  5 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  caufe  is  ripe* 
The  enemy  encreafeth  every  day, 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  j 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  mallows,  and  in  miferies. 
On  fuch  a  full  fea  are  we  now  a-float  : 
And  we  muft  take  the  current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  lofe  our  ventures. 

Caf.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on:  we  will  along 
Our  felves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 
And  nature  muft  obey  neceflity ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft. 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Caf  No  more;  good  night; 

Early  to  morrow  will  we  rife,  and  hence. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lucius. 

Bru.  Lucius^  my  gown*  farewel,  good  MeJfaU% 
Good  night,  Titinius :  noble,  noble  CaJ/iuSj 
Good  night,  and  good  repofe. 

Caf.  O  my  dear  brother! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night  : 
Never  come  fuch  divifion  'tween  our  foul's* 
Let  it  not,  Brutus ! 

Enter  Lucius  'with  the  Gown* 

Bru.  Ev'ry  thing  is  well. 

Tit,  Mejfa.  Good  night,  lord  Brutus, 

Bru.  Farewel,  every  one.  [Exeunt* 

Give  me  the  Gown.     Where  is  thy  inftrument? 

Luc.  Here,  in  the  Tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  fpeak'ft  drowfily? 
Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not  j  thou  art  o'er-watch'd. 
Call  Claudius ,  and  fome  other  of  my  men  j 
I'll  have  them  fleep  on  cufhions  in  my  Tent* 

Luc.  VarrQ)  and  Claudius! '> ■ 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 

Var.  Calls  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  Sirs,  lie  in  my  Tent,  and  fleep  * 
It  may  be,  I  mail  raife  you  by  and  by, 
On  bufinefs  to  my  brother  Cajfius. 

Var,  So  pleafe  you,  we  will  ftand,  and  watch  your 
pleafure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  foj  lie  down,  good  Sirs : 
It  may  be,  I  ihall  otherwife  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius^  here's  the  book  I  fought  for  fo; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure,  your  lordfhip  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  a  while, 
And  touch  thy  inftrument*  a  ftrain  or  two  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy  5 
I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Luc'c 
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Luc.  It  is  my  duty,  Sir. 

Bru.  I  mould  not  urge  thy  duty  pad  thy  might  j 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft. 

Luc.  I  have  flept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done,  and  thou  fhalt  deep  again  $ 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long.     If  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  \Mufick,  and  a  Song, 

This  is  a  lleepy  tune- O  murd'rous  {lumber  ! 

Lay'ft  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee  mufick?  gentle  knave,  good  night  $ 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  break'ft  thy  inftrument, 
I'll  take  it  from  thee*  and,  good  boy, good  night. 
But  let  me  fee  —  is  not  the  leaf  turn'd  down, 
Where  I  left  reading  ?  here  it  is,  1  think. 

\He  Jits  down  to  read. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Csefar. 

How  ill  this  taper  burns ! ha!  who  comes  here? 

I  think,  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  eyes, 

That  fhapes  this  monftrous  apparition ! — 

It  comes  upon  me Art  thou  any  thing? 

Art  thou  fome  God,  fome  angel,  or  fome  devil, 
That  mak'ft  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  Hare  ? 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 

Ghoft.  Thy  evil  fpirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

Ghoft,  To  tell  thee,  thou  fhalt  fee  me  at  Philippu 

Bru.  Then,  I  fhall  fee  thee  again.  > 

Ghoft.  Ay,  at  PhilippL  {Exit  Ghoft. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  fee  thee  at  PhiUppi  then. • 

Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanifheft : 
111  Spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 
Boy!  Lucius!  Varro !  Claudius!  Sirs!  awake! 
Claudius  ! 

Luc.  The  firings,  my  lord,  are  falfe. 

Bru.  He  thinks,  he  ftill  is  at  his  inftrument. 
Lucius !  awake. 

Luc.  My  lord !  — — 

Vol.  VL  O  Bru. 
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Bru.  Didft  thou  dream  Lucius^  that  thou  fo  cried'fl 
out  ? 

Luc.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru.  Yes,    that  thou  didft  5    didft   thou    fee    any 
thing  ? 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again,-  Lucius  -,     firrah,     Claudius^    fel- 
low! 
Varro!  awake,  ($0) 

Far.  My  lord! 

Clau.  My  lord! 

Bru.  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out,  Sirs,  in  your  fleep  ? 

Both.  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  faw  you  any  thing  ? 

Far.  No,  my  lord,  I  faw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  CaJJius$ 
Bid  him  fet  on  his  Pow'rs  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Both.  It  lhall  be  done,  my  lord.  {Exeunt. 

(30)  Thou  !  awake."]  The  Accent  is  fo  unmulical  and  harfh,  'tis 
impoffible,  the  Poet  could  begin  his  Verfe  thus.  Brutus,  certainly, 
was  intended  to  fpeak  to  Both  his  other  Men ;  who  Both  awake, 
and  anfwer,  at  an  inftant.  Mr.  Warbitrton* 
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a   c  t    v. 

SCENE,  the  Fields  of  Philippi,  with  the 

two  Camps. 

Enter  Oftavius,   Antony,  and  their  Army. 

OCTAVIUS. 

NOW,  Antony^  our  hopes  are  anfwered , 
You  faid,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions  5 
It  proves  not  fo  j  their  battels  arc  at  hand, 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Anfwering,  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bofoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it  5  they  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  places,  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery  5   thinking,  by  this  face, 
To  fallen  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage. 
But  'tis  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Prepare  you,  Generals  > 
The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  (hew  j 
Their  bloody  fign  of  battel  is  hung  out,  . 
And  fomething  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Ofitavius,  lead  your  battel  foftly  on, 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Ocla.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  crofs  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Ocla.  I  do  not  crofs  you  5  but  I  will  do  fo.  \_Marcb. 

Drum.     Enter  Brutus,  Caflius,  and  their  army. 
Bru.  They  fland,  and  would  have  parley. 
Caf.  Stand  fail,  titinius^  we  muft  out  and  talk. 

O  z  Ocla, 
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Qfta.  Mark  Antony ,  mall  we  give  fign  of  battel  ? 

Ant.   No,  Cafar^  we  will  anfwer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  Generals  would  have  fome  words. 

Ofta.  Stir  not  until  the  fignal. 

Bru.  Words  before  blows:  is  it  fo,  Countrymen? 

Off  a.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  ftrokes,  Ofta- 
vzus. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  ftrokes,   Brutus,  you  give  good 
words. 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  Cafar's  heart, 
Crying,  'c  long  live!  hail,  C<efar ! 

Caf.  Antony, 
The  pofture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown  j 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeylefs. 

Ant.  Not  ftinglefs  too. 

Bru.  O  yes,  and  foundlefs  too : 
For  you  have  ftoln  their  buzzing,  Antony , 
And  very  wifely  threat,  before  you  fling. 

Ant.  Villains!  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile  dag- 
gers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Cxfar. 
You  ihew'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like  hounds, 
And  bow'd  like  bond-men,  kiffing  Ctefar's  feet  > 
Whilft  damned  Cafca^  like  a  cur  behind, 
Struck  C<efar  on  the  neck.     O  flatterers! 

Caf  Flatterers!  now  Brutus  thank  your  felf$ 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to  day, 
If  CaJJius  might  have  rul'd. 

Ofita.  Come,  come,  the  caufe.     If  arguing  make  us 
fweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Behold,  I  draw  a  fword  againft  confpirators  j 
When  think  you,  that  the  fword  goes  up  again? 
Never,  'till  C<efar7s  three  and  twenty  wounds  (31) 

Be 

(31}  Three  and thirty  wounds']  Thus  all  the  Editions  implicitly;  but 
I  have   vemur'd   to  reduce  this   Number   to  three  and  twenty  from  the 

joint 
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Be  well  aveng'd ;  or  'till  another  Cafar 

Have  added  {laughter  to  the  fword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Ctefar,  thou  carTft  not  die  by  traitors'  hands, 
Unlefs  thou  bring'ft  them  with  thee. 

OcJa.  So  I  hope; 
I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus'  fword. 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblefl  of  thy  Strain, 
Young  man,  thou  couldft  not  die  more  honourable. 
Caf.  A  peevifli   fchool-boy,    worthlefs  of  iuch  ho- 
nour, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Caffius  Hill  ! 

Ocla.  Come,  Antony^  away  5 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to  day,  come  to  the  fields 
If  not,  when  you  have  itomachs. 

[_Exe.  O&avius,  Antony,  and  army. 
Caf.  Why,  now  blow  wind,  fwell  billow,  and  fwim 
bark ! 
The  ftorm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 
Bru.  LuciliuS)  — — —  hark  a  word  with  you. 

£Lucilius  and  Mcffzfaftand  forth. 
Luc.  My  lord.  [Brutus  /peaks  apart  to  Lucilius0 

Caf.  Mejfala^ 

Mef  What  fays  my  General  ? 
Caf.  MeJfaU) 
This  is  my  birth-day  -,  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cajfius  born.     Give  me  thy  hand,  Meffala\ 
Be  thou  my  witnefs,  that  againft  my  will, 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  fet 
Upon  one  battel  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 
And  his  opinions  now  I  change  my  mind  $ 

joint  Authorities  of  Appian,  Plutarch,  and  Suetonius ;  and  I  am  pet- 
fvvaded,  the  Error  was  not  from  the  Poet,  but  his  Tranfcribers.  The 
fame  Miftake  has  happen'd  in  the  Noble  Gentleman,  by  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher. 

So  Cxfa.rfell,  when  in  the  Capitol 

They  gave  his  Body  two  and  thirty  Wounds. 
For  here  we  muft  li'kewife    correct,    three    and  twenty.    Perhaps,    the 
Number  might  be  wrote  in  Figures ;  and  thofe  accidentally  tranfpos'd. 

O  j  And 
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And  partly  credit  things,  that  do  prefage. 
Coming  from  Sardis^  on  our  foremoft  enfign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell  \  and  there  they  perch'd  5 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  foldiers  hands, 
Who  to  Philippi  here  conforted  us: 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away  and  gone, 
And,  in  their  fteads,  do  ravens,  crows  and  kites 
Fly  o'er  our  heads  3  and  downward  look  on  us, 
As  we  were  fickly  prey  •,  their  fhadows  feem 
A  canopy  mod  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies  ready  to  give  the  ghoft, 

Mef.  Believe  not  fo. 

Caf.  I  but  believe  it  partly  ; 
For  I  am  frefli  of  fpirit,  and  refolv'd 
To  meet  all  peril,  very  conftantly. 

Bru.  Even  fo,  Lucilius. 

Caf  Now,  moil  noble  Brutus^ 
The  Gods  to  day  {land  friendly  5  that  we  may, 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age ! 
But  fince  th'  affairs  of  men  reft  ftill  incertain, 
Let's  reafon  with  the  worft  that  may  befall. 
\£  we  do  lofe  this  battel,  then  is  this 
The  very  lad  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together. 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.  Ev'n  by  the  rule  of  that  Philofophy,  (32} 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato^  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf  -,  I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly,  and  vile, 

(32)  Bru.  E<vn  by  the  Rule]  This  Speech  from  Plutarch  our  Shakefpeare 
has  extremely  foften'd  in  all  the  offenfive  parts  of  it;  as  any  one  may 
fee,  who  conmlts  the  Original :  And,  with  no  lefs  Caution,  has  omit- 
ted his  famous  Exclamation  againft  Virtue.  O  Virtue  !  /  have  wor- 
Jhifd  Thee  as  a  real  Good  ;  but  find  thee  only  an  unfuhjlantial  Name. 
His  great  Judgment  in  this  is  very  remarJkab^,  on  two  Accounts. 
Firft ;  in  his  Caution,  not  to  give  Offence  to  a  moral  Audience ;  and 
Secondly,  as  he  has  hereby  avoided  a  Fault,  in  drawing  his  Hero's 
Cha racier.  For  to  have  had  Brutus  gone  off  the  Stage  in  the  manner 
Plutarch  represents  it,  would  have  fupprefs'd  all  that  Pity  (efpecially 
in  a  Chriftian  Audience;)  which  it  was  the  Poet's  Bufinefs  to  raife. 
So  that,  as  Shakefpeare  has  managed  this  Character,  he  is  as  perfect  a 
one  for  the  Stage  as  Oedipus ;  which  the  Criticks  fo  much  admire. 

Mr.  Warburton. 
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For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life 5  arming  my  felf  with  patience, 
To  flay  the  providence  of  fome  high  powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Caf.  Then  if  we  lofe  this  battel, 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  ftreets  of  Rome. 

,Bru.  No,  Caffius^  rioj  think  not,  thou  noble  Rom.  n} 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome-, 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.  But  this  fame  day 
Muftend  that  Work,  the  Ides  of  March  begun  j 
And,  whether  we  mall  meet  again,  I  know  not  >    1 
Therefore  our  everlafling  farewel  take  5 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel,  Caffius  / 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  fhall  fmile  ; 
If  not,  why,  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Caf  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel,  Brutus  f 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  fmile  indeed  > 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  then,  lead  on.  O,  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  bufinefs  ere  it  come! 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end  * 
And  then  the  end  is  known,     Come,  ho,  away. 

[Exeunt. 

Alarum.     Enter  Brutus  and  MefTaJa. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Meffala  j  ride,  and  give  thefe  bills 
Unto  the  legions,  on  the  other  fide.         {Load  alarum. 
Let  them  fet  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanor  in  OUavlus'i  wingj 
And  fuddcn  Pufh  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Meffala  *  let  them  all  come  down.      \Exe, 

Alarum.     Enter  Caffius  and  Titinius. 

Caf  O  look,  Titinius^  look,  the  villains  fly  ! 
My  felf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy  > 
This  enfign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

fit.  O  Caffius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early; 
Who  having  fome  advantage  on  Ociavius^ 
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Took  it  too  eagerly  j  his  foldiers  fell  to  fpoil,  T 

Whilft  we  by  Antony  were  all  inclos'd. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  offj 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  Tents,  my  lord ; 
Fly  therefore,  noble  Cafius^  fly  far  off. 

Caf  This  hill  is  far  enough.    Look,  look,  Fitinius* 
Are  thofe  my  Tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

ftit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Caf.  Titimus,  if  thou  lov'fl:  me, 
Mount  thou  my  horfe,  and  hide  thy  fpurs  in  him, 
'Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
And  here  again  *,  that  I  may  reft  afTur'd, 
Whether  yond  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit*  I  will  be  here  again,  ev'n  with  a  thought.  [Exitc 

Cap  Go,  Pindarus^  get  higher  on  that  hill, 
My  fight  was  ever  thick  5  regard  TitiniuSs 
And  tell  me  what  thou  note'ft  about  the  field. 
This  day  I  breathed  firftj  time  is  come  round  $ 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  fhall  I  end ; 
My  life  is  run  its  compafs.     Now,  what  news? 

Pind.  above.  Oh,  my  lord! 

Caf.  What  news? 

Pind.  Titinius  is  enclofed  round  about 
With  horfemen,  that  make  to  him  on  thefpur^ 
Yet  he  fpurs  on.     Now  they  are  aim  oil:  on  him  j 

Titinius  !  now  fome  light  — —  oh,  h    lights  too 

He's  ta'en and  hark,  they  fhout  tor  joy.       [Shout, 

Caf.  Comedown,  behold  no  more 5 
Oh,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  fo  long, 
To  fee  my  bed  friend  ta'en  before  my  face! 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither,  firrah  ; 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prifoner; 

And  then  I  fwore  thee,    faving  of  thy  life, 

That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 

Thou  fhouldft  attempt  it.  Come,  now  keep  thine  oath, 

Now  be  a  freeman ;  and  with  this  good  fword, 

That 
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That  ran  through  C<efar's  bowels,  fearch  this  bofom. 
Stand  not  to  anfwer  j  here,  take  thou  the  hilt  y 
And  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 

Guide  thou  the  fword Cafar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 

Ev'n  with  the  fword  that  kilPd  thee.  — »    [Kills  himfelf 

Find.  So,  I  am  free ;  yet  would  not  fo  have  been, 
Durft  I  have  done  my  Will.     Oh,  Caffius! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  fhall  run, 
Where  never  Roman  (hall  take  note  of  him,        [Exit. 

Enter  Titinius,  and  Meflala. 

Mef.  It  is  but  Change,  Titinius  ;  for  Offavius 
Is  overthrown  by  Noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Caffius*  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  Thefe  tidings  will  well  comfort  Caffius. 

Mef.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  difconfolate, 
With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Mef.  Is  not  that  he,  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     Oh  my  heart! 

Mef.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Meffala^ 
But  Cajfius  is  no  more!  Oh,  fetting  Sun! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  doft  fink  to  night, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Caffius"  day  is  fet* 
The  Sun  of  Rome  is  fet !   our  day  is  gone; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come ;  our  deeds  are  done  > 
Miftruft  of  my  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mef.  Miftruft  of  good  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed. 
Oh  hateful  Error,  Melancholy's  child! 
Why  doft  thou  fhew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not  ?   Error,  foon  conceiv'd, 
Thou  never  com'ft  unto  a  happy  birth, 
But  kill' ft  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus?  where  art  thou,  Pindarus? 

Mef.  Seek  him,  Titinius -y  whilft  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus^  thrufting  this  report 
ftito  his  ears  ;  I  may  fay,  thrufting  it  $ 
For  piercing  fteel,  and  darts  invenomed, 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus^ 
As  tidings  of  this  fight.  Tit. 
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'Tit.  Hye  you,  Meffala^ 
And  I  will  feek  for  Pindar us  the  while.         {Exit  MeC 
Why  didft  thou  fend  me  forth,  brave  Cajjius! 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends,  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  didft  thou  not  hear  their 

fhouts  ? 
Alas,  thou  haft  mifconftru'd  ev'ry  thing. 
But  foold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow* 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  theej  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.     Brutus^  come  apace  $ 
And  fee  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cajjius. 

By  your  leave,  Gods This  is  a  Romanes  part. 

{Stabs  himfelf* 
Come,  Gaffius*  fword,  and  find  Titinius''  heart.     {Dies. 

Alarum.    Enter  Brutus,  Meflala,  young  Cato,  Strato% 
Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

Bru.  Where,  where,  Mejfala,  doth  his  body  lye? 

Mef.  Lo,  yonder,  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bru.  Titinius"  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  flain. 

Bru.  Oh  Julius  C<zfar,  thou  art  mighty  yet ! 
Thy  Spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  fwords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  {Low  alarums, 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius! 

Look,  if  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  CaJJius!* 

,  Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living,  fuch  as  thefe  ? 
Thou  laft  of  all  the  Romans!  fare  thee  well  $ 
It  is  impoffible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow.     ($$)  Friends,  I  owe  more 

tears 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  fnall  fee  me  pay. 

I 

(n<A  , —  Friends,   I  cn>:e  more  Tears 

To  this  dead,  Man.]  This  Pailage  (but  why,  I  know  not)  Teems 
twice  to  have  been  ineer'd,  in  Beaumont  and  Fletchers  Knight  of  the  fork- 
ing Pejile.  Luce  crying  over  J  a/per,  her  Sweetheart,  fuppoi'd  dead,  lays ; 

Good  Friends,  depart  a  little,  ^vhilji  I  take 
My  Leave  of  this  dead  Man,  that  once  1  lovd. 

And 
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I  {hall  find  time,  Cajjius,  I  fhall  find  time— — 

Come,  therefore,  (34)  and  to  Thajfos  fend  his  body; 

His  funeral  fhall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 

Left  it  difcomfort  us.     Lucilius,  come* 

And  come,  young  Cato  -,  let  us  to  the  field. 

Labio,  and  Flavius,  fet  our  battels  on. 

'Tis  three  o'  clock  ->  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 

We  fhall  try  fortune  in  a  fecond  fight.  [Exeunt* 

Alarum.    Enter  Brutus,  Meflala,  Cato,  Lucilius, 

and  Flavius. 

Bru.  Yet,  Countrymen,  oh  yet,  hold  up  your  heads. 

Cato.  What  baftard  doth  not?  who  will  go  withm&? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  Country's  friend. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 

Enter  Soldiers  and  fight. 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus ,  Marcus  Brutus,  I  5 
Brutus,  my  Country's  friend  5  know  me  for  Brutus. 

[Exit. 

Luc.  Oh  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down? 
Why,  now  thou  dieft  as  bravely  as  ^titinius  j 
And  may'ft  be  honour'd,  being  Caters  Son. 

Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  dieft. 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  diej 
There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraightj 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

Sold.  We  muft  not.     A  Noble  Prifoner ! 

And  M after  Humphry,  before,  fays  to  Luce. 

I  oare  not  at  what  Price ;  for,  on  my  Word,  it 

Shall  he  re-paid  again,  although  it  coft  me 

More  than  I'll  fpeak  of  now. — 

(3.4)  and  to  Tharfus  fend  his  Body,]  Thus  all  the  Editions  hi- 
therto, very  ignorantly.     But  the  whole  Tenor  of  Hiftory  warrants  us  to 

write,  as  I  have  reftored  the  Text,  Thajbs. Tharfos  was  a  Town  of 

Cilicia,  in  AJia  Minor:  and  is  it  probable,  Brutus  could  think  of  fending 
Caffius\  Body  thither  out  of  Thrace,  where  they  were  now  incamp'd  r" 
Thajbs,  on  the  contrary,  was  a  little  Iile  lying  clofe  upon  Thrace,  and  at 
but  a  fmall  Diftance  from  Philippi,  to  which  the  Body  might  very  com- 
modioufly  be  tranfported.    Fid.  Plutarch,  Appian,  Dion  Caifms,  &c. 

Enter 
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Enter  Antony. 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho !  tell  Antony^  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

i  Sold.  I'll  tell  the  news,  here  comes  the  General : 
Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  he? 

Luc.  Safe,  Antony*  Brutus  is  fafe  enough. 
I  dare  affure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus : 
The  Gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  fliamel 
When  you  do  find  him  or  alive,  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brut  us  ^  like  himfelf. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus^  friend,  but  I  affure  you, 
A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth ;  keep  this  man  fafe, 
Give  him  all  kindnefs.     I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.     Go  on, 
And  fee  if  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead ; 
And  bring  us  word  unto  Offavius*  Tent, 
How  every  thing  is  chane'd.  ^Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  another  fart  of  the  Field. 

Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato, 
and  Voiumnius. 

Bru.  /^OME,  poor  Remains  of  friends,  reft  on  this 
V_>  rock. 

Cli.  Statilius  fliew'd  the  torch-light,  but,  my  Lord, 
He  came  not  back,  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  flain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus j  flaying  is  the  word* 

It  is  a  deed  in  fafhion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus — 

\Whifpering* 

Cli.  What  I,  my  Lord  ?  no,  not  for  all  the  world, 

Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words. 

Cli.  I'll  rather  kill  my  felf. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius! 

Dar.  I  do  fuch  a  deed  ? 

Cli.  Oh  Dardanius! 

Dar.  Oh  Clitus ! 

Cli. 
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Cli.  What  ill  rcqueft  did  Brutus  make  to  thee? 
Bar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus :  look,  he  meditates. 
Cli.  Now  is  that  noble  Veffel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius  j  lift  a  word. 
Vol.  What  fays  my  Lord? 
Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius ; 
The  Ghoft  of  Cafar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  feveral  times  by  night  >  at  Sardis,  once  i 
And,  this  laft  night,  here  in  Philippi  fields. 
I  know,  my  hour  is  come. 
Vol.  Not  fo,  my  Lord. 
Bru.  Nay,  I  am  fure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  feeft  the  world,  Volumnius^  how  it  goes  5 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit:  [Alarum. 

It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  our  felves, 
Than  tarry,  'till  they  pufli  us.     Good  Volumnius^ 
Thou  know'ft,  that  we  two  went  to  fchool  together  j 
Even  for  that,  our  love  of  old,  I  pr'ythee, 
Hold  thou  my  fword's  hilt,  while  I  run  on  it. 
Vol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  Friend,  my  Lord. 

[Alarum  fiill. 
Cli.  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord  j  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 
Bru.  Farewel  to  you,  and  you,  and  you,  Volumnius* 
StratOj  thou  haft  been  all  this  while  afleep> 

(3f)  Farewel  to  thee  too,  Strato.* Countrymen, 

My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 

I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 

I  ftiall  have  Glory  by  this  lofing  day, 

More  than  OElavius^  and  Mark  Antony^ 

By  this  vile  Conqueft  fhall  attain  unto. 

So,  fare  you  well  at  once  5  for  Brutus'  tongue 

Hath  almoft  ended  his  life's  hiftory. 

Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes,  my  bones  would  reft, 

(35)  Tarewel  to  thee,  to  Strato,  Countrymen ;]  Thus  has  this  Paflage 
all  along  been  abfurdly  pointed,  to  the  Praife  of  our  intelligent  Editors. 
I  had  corrected  it  long  ago ;  but  am,  notwithftanding,  to  make  my  Ac- 
knowledgments to  an  anonymous  Gentleman,  who,  unknowingly  #on- 
curr'd  with  me;  and  ad  vis  d  the  Corre&ionof  the  Pointing,  as  it  is  now 
reformed,  by  Letter, 

That 
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That  have  but  laboured  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Alarum.     Cry  within^  fly,  fly,  fly. 

CU.  Fly,  my  Lord,  fly. 

Bru.  Hence  j  I  will  follow  thee. 
I  pr'ythee,  Strato,  ftay  thou  by  thy  Lord  5 
Thou  art  a  Fellow  of  a  good  refpe£fc  $ 
Thy  life  hath  had  fome  fmatch  of  honour  in't. 
Hold  then  my  fword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
"While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  firft  ■  fare  you  well, 

my  Lord. 
Bru.  Farewel,  good  Strato  5  —  Cafar,  now  be  ftill ; 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  will. 

[He  runs  on  his  fword,  and  dies. 

Alarum.    Retreat.    Enter  Antony,  O&avius,  Meffala, 
Lucilius,  and  the  army. 

Otla.  What  Man  is  that  ? 

Mef.  My  Matter's  Man.  Strato,  where  is  thy  Mafter? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Meffala  $ 
The  Conqu'rors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him  : 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himfelfj 
And  no  man  elfe  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  fttould  be  found.  I  thank  thee,  Brutus, 
That  thou  haft  prov'd  Lucilius*  Saying  true. 

Ocla.  All  that  ferv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them, ' 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  beftow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Meffala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Otla.  Do  fo,  good  Meffala. 

Mef.  How  died  my  Lord,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  fword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mef.  OcJavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  lateft  fervice  to  my  Mafter. 

Ant.  This  was  the  nobleft  Roman  of  them  all: 
All  the  Confpirators,  fave  only  he, 
Did  That  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Cafar: 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honeft  thought, 
And  common  Good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  elements 

To 
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So  mixt  in  him,  that  Nature  might  ftand  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  worid  $  "  This  was  a  Man  ! 

05ta.  According  to  his  virtue,  let  us  ufe  him  j 
With  all  refpeft,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  bones  to  night  fliall  lye, 
Moil  like  a  Soldier,  order'd  honourably. 
So  call  the  field  to  Reft*  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  Glories  of  this  happy  day. 

[  Exeunt  cmnes* 


ANTONY 


ANTONY, 


AND 


CLEOPATRA. 


Voi,.  VI. 


Dramatis  Pctfonx. 


Friends  and  Followers  of  An- 
tony. 


Friends  to  Casfar. 


M.  ANTONY. 

O&avius  Csefar. 

j^milius  Lepidus. 

Sex.  Pompcius. 

Domitius  Enobarbus, 

Ventidius, 

Canidius, 

Eros, 

Scarus, 

Dsrrcetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo. 

IMecaenas, 

Agrippa, 

Dolabella, 

Proculeius, 

Thyreus. 

Gallus, 

Menas, 

Menecrates, 

Varrius. 

Silius,  an  Officer  in  VentidiusV  Army. 

Taurus,  Lieutenant-General  to  Csefar. 

Alexas,  1 

Mardian,  >  Servants  to  Cleopatra. 

Diomedes.  j 

A  Soothfayer. 

Clown. 

Cleopatra,  Queen  of  AZgypt. 

Oftavia,  Sifter  taCasfar,  and  Wife  to  Antony . 

Charmian,  2  £a^es  attending  on  Cleopatra. 

Iras,  ^> 

Ambajfadors  from  Antony  to  Caefa*,    Captains,  Soldiers, 
Meffengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

T'he  SCENE    is  diners' d  in  federal    Parts  of  the 

Roman  Empire, 


Friends  to  Pompey. 


ANTONY, 

AND 

CLEOPATRA. 

A    C    T      I. 

SCENE,  the  Palace  at  Alexandria  in  -^gypt. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 

P   H    I    L    O. 

AY,  but  this  dotage  of  our  General 
O'er-flows  the  meafure  5  thofe  his  goodly 

eyes, 
That  o'er  the  files  and  mutters  of  the  war 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars9  now  bend9 
now  turn, 
The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front.     His  Captain's  heart, 
Which  in  the  fcuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burfl: 
The  buckles  on  his  breaft,  reneges  all  temper  ; 
And  is  become  the  bellows  and  the  fan 
To  cool  a  Gypfy's  luft.    Look,  where  they  come ! 

Flourijh.    Enter  Antony,  and  Cleopatra,  her  Ladies  in 

the  train,  Eunuchs  fanning  her, 

(1)  Take  but  good  note,  and  you  fhall  fee  in  hira 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transform'd 
Into  a  Strumpet's  fool.     Behold,  and  fee. 

Choi 

( 1 )  Take  hut  good  Note,  and  you  Jball  fee  in  him 
The  triple  Pillar  of  the  World  transform! d 

Into  a  Strumpet's  Fool.]    I  have  not  difturb'd  the  Text,  becaufe 
of  the  Concurrence  of  the  Copies ;  becaufe  k  is  Senfe,  as  the  Paflage  may 

P  z  be 


in     Antony  ^Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  If  it  be  love,  indeed,  tell  me,  how  much  ? 
Ant.  (i)  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be 

reckon'd. 
Cleo.  I'll  fet  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 
Ant.  Then  mult  thou  needs  find  out  new  heav'n,  new 

earth. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  News,  my  good  Lord,  from  Rome. 

Ant.  It  grates  me.    Tell  the  fum. 

Cleo.  Nay,  hear  it,  Antony. 
Fulvicin  perchance,  is  angry  $  or  who  knows, 
If  the  fcarce-bearded  Cafar  have  not  fent 
His  powerful  Mandate  to  you,  c<  Do  this,  or  this; 
<c  Take  in  that  Kingdom,  and  infranchife  that  j 
"  Perform't,  or  elfe  we  damn  thee.  ■ 

Ant.  How,  my  love? 

Cleo.  Perchance,  (nay,  and  moft  like,) 
You  muft  not  ftay  here  longer,  your  difmiflion 
Is  come  from  Cafar-y  therefore  hear  it,  Antony. 

be  commented ;  and  becaufe  our  Author  is  To  licentious  in  his  Meta- 
phors. I  muft  not,  however,  ftifle  my  ingenious  Friend  Mr.  Warbur- 
tons,  Note  and  Emendation  on  it.  "  A  Pillar  turn'd  into  a  Tool?  This 
"  is  as  odd  a  Transformation  as  any  in  all  Ovid.  But  I  am  much  in- 
"  clin'd  to  think  that  Shakefpeare  wrote, 

The  triple  Pillar  of  the  World  transform  d 

Into  a  Strumpet 's  Stool. 
*'  Alluding  to  the  common  Cuftom  of  Strumpets  fitting  on  the  Laps  of 
"  their  Lovers.  By  this  Correction  the  Metaphor  is  admirably  well  pre- 
"  ferv'd,  (for  both  Stool  and  Pillar  are  Things  for  Support,)  and  the 
"  Contrail  in  this  Image  is  beautiful.  The  Supporter  of  the  World 
"  turn'd  to  the  Supporter  of  a  Strumpet.  And  if  we  may  fuppofe, 
"  Shakefpeare  had  Regard,  in  the  Ufe  of  this  Word,  to  the  Etymology, 
*'  it  will  add  a  Quaintnefs  to  the  Thought  not  unlike  his  Way,  nor 
"  that  of  the  Time  he  liv'd  in  ;  for  Stool  is  deriv'd  from  Sti/a©-,  Co- 
"  lumnai  the  Bafe  or  Pedeftalot  a  Pillar  having  always  been  ufed  for 
"  a  Seaty  where  it  was  broad  enough  for  that  Purpofe. 

(2)  There's  Beggary  in  the  lo<ve,  that  can  be  reckon  d]    So  Juliet  fays, 
much  to  the  fame  Effecl,  to  Romeo. 

They  are  but  Beggars,  that  can  count  their  Worth. 
I  will  not  venture  to  affirm  thefe  an  Imitation  from  the  Clafiics ;  but  I'll 
quote  Two  Hemiftichs  that  might  very  probably  have  given  Rife  to  our 
Author's  Reflexion  on  this  Topick. 

Pauperis  eft  numerare  pecus  —  Ovid. 

1  Populus  numerabilis  utpote  parvus.  Horat. 

Where's 
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Where's  Fulvia's  Procefs  ?  defar's  ?  I'd  Sty,  both  ? 
Call  in  the  Meflengers  ;  as  I'm  JEgypt's  Queen, 
Thou  blufheft,  Antony ',  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Cafar's  homager:  elfe,  fo  thy  cheeks  pay  {ham 
When  flirill-tongu'd  Fulvia  fcolds.    The  Meflengers  — 

Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt,  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rais'd  Empire  fall!  here  is  my  fpace^ 
Kingdoms  arc  clay  ;  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beaft  as  man  >  the  noblenefs  of  life 
Is  to  do  thus  5  when  fuch  a  mutual  Pair,    [Embracing* 
And  fuch  a  twain  can  do't  >  in  which,  I  bind 
(On  pain  of  punifhment)  the  world  to  weet, 
Wc  ftand  up  peerlefs. 

Cleo.  Excellent  falfhood ! 
Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  ? 
I'll  feem  the  fool,  I  am  not.     Antony 
Will  be  himfelf. 

Ant.  But  ftirr'd  by  Cleopatra. 
Now  for  the  love  of  love,  and  his  foft  hours, 
Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  harfli ; 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  fhould  ftretch 
Without  fome  pleafure  now:  what  fport  to  night? 
Cleo.  Hear  the  Ambafladors. 
Ant.  Fie,  wrangling  Queen! 
Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep :  whofe  every  paflion  fully  ftrives 
To  make  it  felf  in  thee  fair  and  admir'd. 
No  MefTenger,  but  thine  5  —  and  all  alone, 
To  night  we'll  wander  through  the  ftreets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  People.    Come,  my  Queen, 
Laft  night  you  did  defire  it.     Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt,  with  their  Train. 
Dem.  Is  Cafar  with  Antonius  priz'd  fo  flight? 
Phil.  Sir,  fometinaes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  fhort  of  that  great  property 
Which  ftill  fliould  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.  I'm  forry, 
That  he  approves  the  common  liar  Fame, 
Who  fpeaks  him  thus  at  Rome-,  but  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to  morrow.     Reft  you  happy  !    [_Exe. 

P  5  Enter 
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Enter  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a 

Sooth-fayer. 

Char.  Alexas,  fweet  Alexas*  moft  any  thing  Alexas, 
^Irnoft  moft  abfolute  Alexas,  where's  the  Sooth-faycr 
that  you  prais'd  fo  to  th'  Queen  ?  (3)  Oh !  that  I  knew 
this  husband,  which  you  fay,  mull  charge  his  horns 
with  garlands. 

Alex.  Soothfayer,— 

Sooth.  Your  will? 

Char.  Is  this  the  maa?  Is't  you,  Sir,  that  know 
things? 

Sooth.  In  Nature's  infinite  Book  of  Secrecy, 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Shew  him  your  hand. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly :  wine  enough, 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  Sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  forcfee. 

Char.  Fray  then,  forefee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  fhall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  v   u  arec 

Char.  He  means,  in  flefh. 

Iras.  No,  you  mail  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid  ! 

Alex.  Vex  not  his  preference,  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hufh! 

Sooth.  You  fhall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved, 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  fortune  !  let  me 
be  married  to  three  Kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow 
them  all;  let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to  whom  He- 

(3)  Oh,  that  I  knew  this  Husband,  which,  yeu  fay,  mufi  change  hit 
Hor?:s  with  Garlands]  Changing  Horns  with  Garlands,  is  furelv,  a 
fenfeiefs  unintelligible  Phrafe.  We  mult  reflore,  in  Oppofition  to  all  the 
printed  Copies, 

•  which  you  fay,  tnuft^  charge  his  Horns  with  Garlands. 

i.  e.  muft  be  an  honourable  CocJcoid,  muit  have  his  Horns  hung  with 
Garlands.  Charge  and  change  frequently  uilirp  each  others  Place  in 
our  Author's  old  Editions.  I  ought  to  take  Notice,  that  Mr.  Wzrbur- 
ton  likewise  ftanei  this  Emesdauoft; 

rod 
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rod  of  Jewry  may  do  homage !  find  me,  to  marry  me 
with  0 flavins  Cafar^  and  companion  me  with  my 
miftrefs. 

Sooth.  You  fhall  out-live  the  Lady  whom  you  ferve. 

Char.  Oh,  excellent !    I  love  long  life  better  than 

Sooth.  You  have  feen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  for- 
tune, than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  (4)  Then,  belike,  my  children  fhall  have  no 
names  j 
Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  muft  I  have? 

Sooth,  (f)  If  every  of  your  willies  had  a  womb, 
And  fertil  every  wifh,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool!  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Alex.  You  think,  none  but  your  fheets  are  privy  to 
your  wifhes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  moft  of  our  fortunes  to  night,  fhall 
be  to  go  drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  prefages  chaflity,  if  nothing 
elfe. 

Char.  E'en  as  the  o'erflowing  Nilus  prefageth  fa- 
mine. 

Iras.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  clnnot  foothfay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prog- 
nostication, I  cannot  fcratch  mine  ear.  Pr'ythee,  tell 
her  but  a  workyday  fortune. 

(4)  Then,  belike,  my  Children  Jk all  have  no  Names!]  i.  e.  They  fhall 
be  illegitimate.  This  will  be  very  clearly  explain'd-  by  quoting  a  Paflage 
from  The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

Speed.  Item,  Jhe  hath  many  namelefs  Virtues. 

Launce.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  baftard  Virtues ;  that,  indeed,  know 
not  their  Fathers,  and  therefore  have  no  N^mes. 

(5)  If  every  of  your  Wifhes  had  a  Womb, 

And  foretold  evry  Wifh,  a  Million.]  What  foretold  ?  If  the 
Wifhes  foretold  themfelves  P  This  San  never  be  genuine,  however  it  has 
pais'd  hitherto  upon  the  Editors.  It  makes  the  Word  Womb  abfolutely 
iuperfluous,  if  only  the  telling  her  Wifhes  beforehand  would  help  her  to 
the  Children.     The  Poet  certainly  wrote, 

If  ev'ry  of  your  Wifhes  had  a  Womb, 

And  fertil  e-v'ry  Wifh,- 

P  4  Sooth. 
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Sooth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Jras.  But  how,  but  how?-— give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.  I  have  faid. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  flie? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  bet- 
ter than  I  j  where  would  you  chufe  it  ? 

Iras.  Not  in  my  Husband's  nofe. 

Char.  (6)  Our  worfer  thoughts  heav'ns  mend !  AU- 

#aS)>—  Come,  his  fortune  j  his  fortune. O,  let 

him  marry  a  Woman  that  cannot  go,  fweet  Ijis9  I  be- 
feech  thee ;  and  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a  worfe  $ 
and  let  worfe  follow  worfe,  'till  the  worft  of  all  fol- 
low him  laughing  to  his  Grave,  fifty-fold  a  Cuckold ! 
good  IftSy  hear  me  this  prayer,  though  thou  deny  me 
a  matter  of  more  weight  >  good  Ifis^  I  befeech  thee  ! 

Iras,  dmen^  dear  Goddefs,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 
people !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  a  hand- 

(6)  Char.  Our  ivorfer  Thoughts  fJegttfns  mend. 

Alex.  Come,  his  Fortune,  his  Fortune.  O,  let  him  marry  a  Wo- 
man, &c]  Whofe  Fortune  does  Alexas  call  out  to  have  told?  But,  in 
fhort,  This  I  dare  pronounce  to  be  fo  palpable  and  fignal  a  Tranfpofi- 
tion,  that  I  cannot  but  wonder  it  mould  have  dipt  the  Obfervation  of 
all  the  Editors :  efpecially,  of  the  fagacious  Mr.  Pope,  who  has  made 
this  Declaration,  That  if,  throughout  the  Plays,  had  all  the  Speeches 
been  printed  without  the  very  Names  of  the  Perfons,  He  believes,  one 
might  have  applyed  them  with  Certainty  ia  every  Speaker.  But  in  how 
many  Inflances  has  Mr.  Pope's  Want  of  Judgment  falfified  this  Opinion  ? 
The  Facl  is  evidently  this.  Alexas  brings  a  Fortune-teller  to  Iras  and 
Charmian,  and  fays  Himfelf,  Well  knovo  all  our  Fortunes.  Well ;  the 
Soothfayer  begins  with  the  Women ;  and  fome  Joaks  pafs  upon  the  Sub- 
ject of  Husbands  and  ChafKty  :  After  which,  the  Women,  hoping  for 
the  Satisfaction  of  having  fomething  to  laugh  at  in  Alexas  %  Fortune, 
call  to  him  to  hold  out  his  Hand,  and  wifh  heartily  he  may  have  the 
Prognostication  of  Cuckoldom  upon  him.  The  whole  Speech,  there- 
fore, mufl  be  plac'd  to  Charmian,  thus  : 

Char.  Our  voorfer  Thoughts  Heavn  mend  !  Alexas,  ■-   come,  his 

Fortune;  his  Fortune:  Sec. 

There  needs  no  ftronger  Proof  of  This  being  a  true  Correction,  than 
the  Obfervation  which  Alexas  immediately  fubjoins  on  their  Wiihes  and 
Zeal  to  hear  him  abufed. 

Alex.  Lo,  novo !  if  it  lay  in  their  Hands   to  make  me  a  Cuckold,  they 
*would  make  themftlves  Whores  but  they'd  do  it. 

I  propos'd  this  Tranfpofition  in  the  Appendix  to  my  Shakespeare  Re-. 
fiord,  and  Mr.  Pope,  notwithftanding  his  firli  infallible  Opinion,  has  ac- 
ceded to  it  in  his  lail  Edition  of  our  i'oet. 

fome 
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fomc  man  loofe-wiv'd,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  forrow  to  be- 
hold a  foul  knave  uncuckolded  -,  therefore,  dear  IJisy 
keep  decorum^  and  fortune  him  accordingly. 

Char.  Amen! 

Alex.  Lo,  now !  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me 
a  cuckold,  they  would  make  themfelves  whores,  but 
they'd  do't. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Eno.  Hulh !  here  comes  Antony. 
Char.  Not  he,  the  Queen. 
Cleo.  Saw  you  my  Lord  ? 
Eno.  No,  Lady. 
Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 
Char.  No,  Madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  difpos'd  to  mirth,  but  on  the  fudden 
A  Roman  thought  hath  ftruck  him.    Enobarbus,  — . 
Eno.  Madam. 
Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither  j  where 's  A- 

lexas  ? 
Alex.  Here  at  your  fervice,  my  Lord  approaches. 

Enter  Antony  with  a  Mejfenger,  and  Attendants. 

Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him  5  go  with  us. 

\Exeunt. 

Mef.  Fulvia  thy  Wife  firft  came  into  the  field. 

Ant.  Againft  my  Brother  Lucius? 

Mef.  Ay,  but  foon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's 
itate 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  "gainft  C<efar: 
Whofe  better  iffiie  in  the  war  from  Italyy 
Upon  the  firft  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well,  what  worft? 

Mef.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  teller. 

Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  fool  or  coward  -y  on. — 
Things,  that  are  paft,  are  done,  with  me.     'Tis  thus* 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  the  tale  lye  death, 
I  hear,  as  if  he  flatter'd. 

Mef.  Labienus  (this  is  ftiffnews) 
Hath,  with  his  Parthian  force,  extended  Aft  a  , 
From  Euphrates  his  conquering  banner  fhook. 

From 
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From  Syria  to  Lydia,  and  Ionia; 
Whilft 

'jfot.  Antony,  thou  would  ft  fay—- • 

M^  Oh,  my  Lord ! 

Ant,   Speak   to  me  home,    miace  not   the  gen'ral 
tongue ; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  fhe's  call'd  in  Rome. 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrafe,  and  taunt  my  faults 
With  fuch  full  licence,  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.  Oh,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds, 
When  our  quick  winds  lye  ftill ;  and  our  ill,  told  us, 
Is  as  our  earing ;  fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mef.  At  your  noble  pleafure. 

Ant.  From  Sicyon,  how  the  news  ?  fpeak  there. 

Mef.  The  Man  from  Sicyon^  is  there  fuch  an  one  ? 

\JLxit  fir  ft  Meffenger* 

Attend.  He  flays  upon  your  will. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear  > 
Thefe  ftrong  ^Egyptian  fetters  I  muft  break, 
Or  lofe  my  felf  in  dotage.     What  are  you  ? 

Enter  another  MeJJenger,  with  a  Letter. 

%  Mef.  Fulvia  thy  Wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  died  flie? 

z  Mef  In  Sky  on. 
Her  length  of  ficknefs,  with  what  elfe  more  ferious 
Importer^  thee  to  know,  this  bears. 

Ant,  Forbear  me. —  \_Exit  fecond  Mejfenger* 

There's  a  great  fpirit  gone !  thus  did  I  defire  it. 
(jf)  What  our  Contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us. 
We  wifh  it  ours  again  $  the  prefent  pleafure, 
By  revolution  lowring,  does  become 
The  oppofite  of  it  fd£',  fhe's  good,  being  gone  5 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  fhov'd  her  on. 

(7)   What  our  Contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us, 

We  njoifh  it  ours  again ;]    If  This  be  not  Imitation,  it  is  certairiy 
fuch  a  Refemtlance  of  Horace,  as  would  be  determine!  Imitation  from  a 
Pen  of  known  and  acknowledged  Learning. 
Virtutem  incolumem  odimus, 
Sublatam  ex  oculis  quasrimus  in»vidL  Lib.  III.  Ode  24. 
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I  mud  from  this  enchanting  Queen  break  off. 
Ten  thoufand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know, 
My  idlenefs  doth  hatch.     How  now,  Enobarbus? 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleafure,  Sir? 

Ant.  I  muft  with  hafte  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why,  then  we  kill  all  our  Women.  We  fee, 
how  mortal  an  unkindnefs  is  to  them  ;  if  they  fuffer 
our  departure,  Death's  the  word. 

Ant.  I  muft  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occafion,  let  women  die. 
It  were  pity  to  cafl:  them  away  for  nothing  $  though 
between  them  and  a  great  caufe,  they  fhould  be  e- 
fteem'd  nothing.  Cleopatra^  catching  but  the  leaft  noife 
of  this,  dies  inftantly  \  I  have  feen  her  die  twenty 
times  upon  far  poorer  moment  :  I  do  think,  there  is 
mettle  in  death,  which  commits  fome  loving  a6t  upon 
her  5  fhe  hath  fuch  a  celerity  in  dying. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  paft  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  Sir,  no  $  her  paflions  are  made  of  no- 
thing but  the  fineft  part  of  pure  love.  We  cannot  call 
her  winds  and  waters,  fighs  and  tears:  they  are  greater 
florms  and  tempefts  than  almanacks  can  report.  This 
cannot  be  cunning  in  her:  if  it  be,  flie  makes  a  fliow'r 
pf  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  Would  I  had  never  feen  her ! 

Eno.  Oh,  Sir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  %  wonderful 
piece  of  work,  which,  not  to  have  been  bleft  withal, 
would  have  difcredited  your  travel. 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir ! 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Fulvia  ? 

Ant.  Dead. 

Eno.  Why,  Sir,  give  the  Gods  a  thankful  QlcuEcc  : 
when  it  pleafeth  their  Deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a 
man  from  him,  it  fhews  to  man  the  tailor  of  the  earth: 
comforting  therein,  that  when  old  robes  are  worn  out, 
there  are  m  embers  to  make  new.      If  there  were  no 

more 
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more  women  but  Fulvia^  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut, 
and  the  cafe  were  to  be  lamented :  this  grief  is  crowned 
with  confolation$  your  old  fmock  brings  forth  a  new 
petticoat,  and,  indeed,  the  tears  live  in  an  onion  that 
fhould  water  this  forrow. 

Ant,  The  bufinefs,  fhe  hath  broached  in  the  State, 
Cannot  endure  my  abfence. 

Eno.  And  the  bufinefs,  you  have  broach'd  here,  can- 
not be  without  you  ;  efpecially  that  of  Cleopatra's^ 
which  wholly  depends  on  your  aboad. 

Ant.  No  more  light  anfwers :  let  our  Officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpofe.     I  fhall  break 
The  caufe  of  our  expedience  to  the  Queen, 
And  get  her  leave  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia^  with  more  urgent  touches, 
Do  ftrongly  fpeak  t'us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home.     Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  giv'n  the  Dare  to  C#far9  and  commands 
The  Empire  of  the  Sea.     Our  flipp'ry  People, 
(Whofe  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deferver, 
"Till  his  deferts  are  paft,)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  Great  and  all  his  Dignities 
Upon  his  Son;  who  high  in  name  and  pow'r, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  ftands  up 
For  the  main  Soldier  ;  whofe  quality  going  on, 
The  fides  o'th'  world  may  danger.   Much  is  breeding; 
(8)  Which,  like  the  Courfer's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life, 

And 

(S)  Which,  like  the  Courfers  hair,  &c]  This  alludes  to  an  old  Opi- 
nion, which  obtain' d  among  the  Vulgar,  but  which  was  too  abfurd  to 
have  the  Sanction  either  of  Philofophers  or  Natural  Hiilorians,  that  the 
Hair  of  a  Horfe  in  corrupted  Water  would  take  Life,  and  become  an 
Animal.  Perhaps,  I  may  have  met  with  our  Author's  Oracle  for  this 
abfurd  Opinion.  Holingshead,  in  his  Defcription  of  England,  Vol.  I. 
p.  224,  has  this  Remark.  "  I  might  finally  tell  you  how  that  in  fen- 
*'•'  ny  Pvivers  Sides  if  you  cut  a  Turf,  and  lay  it  with  the  Grafs  down- 
*'■  wards  upon  the  Earth,  in  fuch  fort  as  the  Water  may  touch  it  as  it 
"  paifeth  by,  you  (hall  have  a  Brood  of  Eels;  it  would  feem  a  Won- 
"  der,  and  yet  it  is  believ'd  with  no  lefs  AfTurance  of  fome,  than  That 
'•  an  Horfe-hair,  laid  in  a  Vail  full  of  the  like  Water,  <voill  in  a  Jhort 
11  time  fiir  and  hecome  a  living  Creature.  But  fith  the  Certainty  cf 
"  theie  Things  is  rather  prov'd  by  Few,    than  the  Certainty  of  them 

"  known 
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And  not  a  fcrpent's  poifon.     Say  our  pleafure, 
To  fuch  whofc  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno.  I'll  do't.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Alexas,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  Where  is  he? 

Char.  I  did  not  fee  him  fince. 

Cleo.  See,  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he 
do's.  — — 
I  did  not  fend  you :  —  If  you  find  him  fad, 
Say,  I  am  dancing  :  if  in  mirth,  report, 
That  I  am  fudden  fick.     Quick,  and  return. 

Char.  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him  dearly, 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  fhould  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  crofs  him  in  no- 
thing. 

Cleo.  Thou  teacheft,  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 

Char.  Tempt  him  not  fo,  too  far.     I  wifh,  forbear > 
In  time  we  hate  That,  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 

But  here  comes  Antony. 

Cleo.  I'm  fick,  and  fullcn. 

Ant.  I  am  forry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpofc. 

Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian^  I  fliall  fall  s 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  nature 

{Seeming  to  faint. 
Will  not  fuftain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  deareft  Queen,  ■ 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  ftand  farther  from  me. 

Ant.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know,  by  th&  fame  eye,  there's  fome  good 
news. 
What  fays  the  marry'd  Woman?  you  may  go; 

*'  known  to  many,  I  let  it  pafs  at  this  Time."  Shakefpeare,  as  a 

Poet,  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  Truth  of  the  Experiment,  fo  he  could 
furnilh  out  a  fine  Simily  from  the  rtceiv'd  Tradition, 

'Would 
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'Would,  (he  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come  ! 
Let  her  not  fay,  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  pow'r  upon  you  :  hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  Gods  beft  know,  — 

Cleo.  Oh,  never  was  there  Queen 
So  mightily  betray'd  *  yet  at  the  firft 
I  faw  the  treafons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra,  < 

Cleo.  Why  fhould  I  think,  you  can  be  mine,   and 
true, 
Though  you  with  fwearing  (hake  the  throned  Gods, 
Who  have  been  falfe  to  Fufoia  ?  riotous  madnefs, 
To  be  entangled  with  thefe  mouth- made  vows, 
Which  break  themfelves  in  fwearing  ! 

Ant.  Mod  fweet  Queen, 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  feek  no  colour  for  your  Going. 
But  bid  farewel,  and  go :   when  you  fued  flaying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words  j   no  Going,  thenj  — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips  and  eyes, 
Blifs  in  our  brows  bent,  none  our  parts  fo  poor, 
But  was  a  race  of  heav'n.     They  are  fo  ftill, 
Or  thou,  the  greateft  foldier  of  the  world, 
Art  turn'd  the  greateft  liar. 

Ant.  How  now,  lady  ? 

Cleo.  I  would  I  had  thy  inches,  thou  fhould'ft  know, 
There  v/ere  a  heart  in  Mgypt. 

Ant.  Hear  me,  Queen; 
The  ftrong  neceffity  of  time  commands 
Our  fervices  awhile  ;  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  Ufe  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  fwords  5  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  Approaches  to  the  Port  of  Rome. 
Equality  of  two  domeftick  Pow'rs 
Breeds    fcrupulous    fa&ion  5     the    hated,    grown   to 

ftrength, 
Are  newly  grown  to  love :  the  condemn'd  Pompey, 
Rich  in  his  father's  Honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  fuch  as  have  not  thriv'n 
Upon  the  prefent  State,  whofe  numbers  threaten  5 
And  Quietnefs,  grown  fick  of  Reft,,  would  purge 

By 
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By  any  defperate  change.     My  more  particular,  (9) 
And  That  which  moft  with  youlhould  falvemy  Going, 
Is  Fulvia?  s  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  free- 
dom, 
It  does  from  childimnefs.     Can  Fulvia  die  ? 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  Queen. 
Look  here,  and  at  thy  foveraign  kifure  read 
The  garboyls  fhe  awak'dj  at  the  laft,  beft. 
Sec,  when,  and  where  fhe  died. 

Cleo.  O  moft  falfe  love  ! 
Where  be  the  facred  vials  thou  fhould'ft  fill  (10) 

With 

(cj) — - "  ■  "■"  My  more  particular, 

And  that  nvhich  moft  avith  you  Jhould  fave  my  Going, 

Is  Fulvia'  j-  Death] 
Thus  all  the  more  modern  Editions :  the  1  ft  and  2d  Folio's  read,  fafe  ; 
All  corruptedly.  Antony  is  giving  feveral  reafons  to  Cleopatra,  which 
make  his  Departure  from  -Mgypt  abfolutely  neceflary ;  moft  of  them, 
reafons  of  State  j  but  the  Death  of  Fufoia,  his  Wife,  was  a  particular 
and  private  Call,  which  demanded  his  Prefence  in  Italy.  Bat  the  print- 
ed Copies  would  rather  make  us  believe,  that  Fulvia's  Death  mould 
prevent,  or  fave  him  the  Trouble  of  going.  The  Text,  in  this  refpedt,  I 
dare  engage,  runs  counter  to  its  Matter's  Meaning.  Cleopatra  is  jealous 
of  Antonfs  Abfence  ;  and  fufpicious  that  he  is  feeking  Colours  for  his 
Going.  Antony  replies  to  her  Doubts,  with  the  Reafons  that  obliged 
him  to  be  abient  for  a  Time ;  and  tells  her,  that,  as  his  Wife  Fufaia. 
is  dead,  and  fo  fhe  has  no  Rival  to  be  jealous  of,  that  Circum fiance 
fhould  be  his  beft  Plea  and  Excufe,  and  have  the  greatell  Weight  with 
her  for  his  Going.  Who  does  not  fee  now,  that  it  ought  to  be  read  as 
I  have  -reform'd  the  Text  ? 

■■    ■        — •m  1  11       ■!■  My  more  particular, 

And  That  which   moft  with  you  Jhould  falve  my  Going, 

Is  Fulvia1  j  Death. 
So,  before  in  Coriolanus. 

Come,  go  <voith  us  ;  fpeakfair  ;  you  may  {alvejb 

Not  nvhat  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  Lofs 

Of  nvhat  is  paft. 
(10)  Where  be  the  facred  Vials  thou  Jhoultfft  fill 

With  for  ronvful  Water  ?  ] 
This  is  one  pregnant  Inftance  of  Shakefpeare's  Acquaintance  with  An- 
tiquity.    He  plainly  hints  here  at  the  Lacrymatories  in  ufe  amongft  the 
Greeks  and  Romans.'    And  there  is  another  Inftance  afterwards,  no  lefs 
pregnant,  in  this  very  Play  ; 

r 11 humbly  fignify  nvhat  in  his  Name, 

That  magical  Word  of  War,  <we  have  effected. 

Nothing 
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With  forrowful  water?  now  I  fee,  I  fee, 

In  Fulvia?*  death,  how  mine  fhall  be  receiv'd. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepared  to  know 
The  purpofes  I  bear  j  which  are,  or  ceafe, 
As  you  fhall  give  th'  advices.  By  the  fire, 
That  quickens  Nilus*  flime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  foldier,  fervant,  making  peace  or  war, 
As  thou  affe&'ft. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian^  come ; 
But  let  it  be,  I'm  quickly  ill,  and  well,  — ^ — 
So,  Antony  loves. 

Ant.  My  precious  Queen,  forbear, 
And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  ftands 
An  honourable  trial. 

Cleo.  So  Fulvia  told  me. 
I  pr'ythee,  turn  afide,  and  weep  for  her* 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me  and  fay,  the  tears 
Belong  to  ALgypt.    Good  now,  play  one  Scene 
Of  excellent  diflembling,  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfeft  honour. 

Ant,  You'll  heat  my  blood ;  no  more. 

Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet  5  but  this  is  meetly. 

Ant.  Now  by  my  fword . 

Cleo.  And  target —  Still  he  mends: 
But  this  is  not  the  belt.  Look,  pr'ythee,  Charmiany 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  I'll  leave  you,  lady* 

Nothing  can  give  one  a  truer  Idea  of  what  the  Romans  meant  by  their 
Aujpicium  Duds,  than  this  magical  Word  of  War :  for  they  did  indeed 
believe  there  was  a  kind  of  Magick  in  it,  as  w«  may  fee  by  all  their 
Hiitorians.  Mr.  Warburton. 

To  thefe  Lacrymatories  above  mention' d,  I  obferve,  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher  have  likewife  alluded  in  a  Dirge  in  their  Two  Noble  Kin/men. 

Our  Dole  more  deadly  looks  than  dying. 

Balms,  and  Gums,  and  heavy  Cheers, 

Sacred  Vials  fill'd  with  Tears, 

And  Clamours  thro"    the  wild  Air  flying. 
Thefe  Ampulla  Lacrymales  are  mentioned  by  Licetus  in  his  Book  De 
Lucernis   Antiquorum   reconditis  ;   and  I  have  feen  of  Them  myfelf  a- 
mong  the  Curiofities  of  my   late  learned  and  honoured    Friend,    Dr. 
Woodward. 

Cleo. 
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Cleo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word  ; 
Sir,  you  and  I  muft  part-,    (but  that's  not  it,) 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd  >  (but  there's  not  it  $ 
That  you  know  well  j )  fomething  it  is,  I  would  : 
Oh,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  1  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  Royalty 
Holds  Idleness  your  fubjeft,   I  ihould  take  you 
For  idlenefs  it  felf. 

Cleo.  'lis  fweating  labour, 
To  bear  fuch  idlenefs  fo  near  the  heart ; 
As  Cleopatra,  this.     But,  Sir,  forgive  me  ; 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  well  to  you.      Your  Honour  calls  you  hence, 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly, 
And  all  the  Gods  go  with  you!   On  your  fword 
Sit  lawrell'd  victory,  and  fmooth  fuccefs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  feet! 

Ant.  Let  us  go :  come, 
Our  feparation  fo  abides  and  flies, 
That  thou,  refiding  here,  goeft  yet  with  me, 
And  I,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    changes  to  CaefarV  Talace  in 

Rome. 

Enter  O&avius  Caefar  reading   a  letter,    Lepidus, 

and  attendants. 

Caf.  UOU  may  fee,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know, 

I     It  is  not  Cafar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  great  Competitor.  From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news>  he  fifties,  drinks,  and  waftes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel  >  is  not  more  manly 
Than  Cleopatra;  nor  the  Queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he.     Hardly  gave  audience, 
Or  did  vouchfafe  to  think  that  he  had  Partners. 
You  fhall  find  there  a  man,   who  is  the  abilra6t 
Of  all  faults  all  men  follow. 
Vol.  VI.  Q,  Lef. 
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Lep.  I  tnuft  not  think, 
They're  evils  enough  to  darken  all  his  goodnefs  j 
His  faults  in  him  feetn  (as  the  fpots  of  heav'n, 
More  fiery  by  night's  blacknefs ;  )  hereditary, 
Rather  than  purchaft  *  what  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  chufes. 

C<ef.  You're  too  indulgent.    Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amifs  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy^ 
To  give  a  Kingdom  for  a  mirth,  to  fit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tipling  with  a  flave, 
To  reel  the  ftreets  at  noon,  and  ftand  the  buffet 
With  knaves  that  fmell  of  fweat  -,  fay,  this  becomes 

him; 

(As  his  compofure  muft  be  rare,  indeed, 
Whom  thefe  things  cannot  blemifh-,)   yet  muft  An~ 

tony 
No  way  excufe  his  foils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightnefs.     If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuoufnefs ; 
Full  furfeits,  and  the  drinefs  of  his  bones, 
Call  on  him  for't.    But  to  confound  fuch  time, 
That  drums  him  from  his  Sport,  and  fpeaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  State,  and  ours  j    'tis  to  be  chid  : 
As    we    rate   boys,   who,    being    mature     in    know- 
ledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  prefent  pleafure, 
And  fo  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

JLep,  Here's  more  news. 

Mef.  Thy    biddings    have    been  donej    and   every 
hour, 
Mod  noble  C<efar^  malt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  ftrong  at  Sea, 
And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  thofe 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cafar :  to  the  Ports 
The  Difcontents  repair,  and  mens  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

&ef.  I  fhould  have  known  no  lefs> 

It 
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It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  State,  (n) 
That  he,  which  is,  was  wifli'd,  untill  he  were : 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  lov'd  till  ne'er  worth  love, 
Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lack'd.  This  common  body, 
Like  to  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  ftream, 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lacquying  the  varying  tide,  (12) 
To  rot  it  felf  with  motion. 

Mef.  Cafar^  I  bring  thee  word, 
Menecrates  and  MenaSy  famous  Pirates, 
Make  the  fea  ferve  them  j  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind.  Many  hot  inrodes 
They  make  in  Italy ,  the  Borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  fluih  youth  revolt : 
No  veflel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen :  for  Potnpey's  name  ftrikes  more, 
Than  could  his  war  refitted. 

Caf.  Antony? 
Leave  thy  lafcivious  waffails  5  —  When  thou  once 

(11)  7/  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  State, 
That  He,  which  is,  was  wijb'd  until  he  were  : 
And  the  ebb'd  Man,  ne 'er  lonfd  till  ne'er  worth  Love, 
Comes  fear'd,  by  being  lacked.'} 
Let  us  examine  the  Senfe  of  this  in  plain  Profe.  "  The  earlieft  Hifto- 
"  ries  inform  us,  that  the  Man   in   fupreme   Command    was  always 
"  wifh'd  to  gain  that  Command,  till  he   had  obtain'd   it.      And  he, 
"  whom  the  multitude  has  contentedly  feen  in  a  low  Condition,  when 
"  he  begins  to  be  wanted  by  them,  becomes  to  be  feard  by  them". 
But  do  the  Multitude  fear  a  Man,  becaufe  they  want  him  ?  Certainly, 
we  mull  read; 

Comes  dear'd,  by  being  lacked. 
i.  e.  endeared,  a  Favourite  to  them.     Befides,  the  Context  requires  this 
Reading ;  for  it  was  not  Fear,  but  Love,  that  made  the  People  flock  to 
Young  Pompey,  and  that  occafion'd  this  Reflexion.  Mr.  Warhurton* 

,(12)  Goes  to,  and  back,  laming  the  varying  Tide, 
To  rot  it  felf  with  Motion.] 
How  can  a  Flag,  or  Rum,  floating  upon  a  Stream,  and  that  has  no 
Motion  but  what  the  Fluctuation  of  the  Water  gives  it,  be  faid  to  lafh 
the  Tide  ?  This  is  making  a  Scourge  of  a  weak  ineffective  Thing,  and 
giving  it  an  active  Violence  in  its  own  power.  Ail  the  old  Editions 
read  lacking,  *Tis  true,  there  is  no  Senfe  in  that  Reading ;  but  the 
Addition  of  a  Angle  Letter  will  not  only  give  us  good  Senfe,  but  the  ge- 
nuine Word  of  our  Author  into  the  Bargain. 

1     ' Lackying  the  varying  Tide, 

i.  e.  floating  backwards  and  forwards  with  the  Variation  of  the  Tide, 
like   a  Page,  or  Lacquey,  at  his  Mailer's  Heels. 

Q^j  Were 
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Wert  beaten  from  Mutiny  where  thou  flew' ft 

Hirtius  and  Pan  fa  Confuls,  at  thy  heel 

Did  Famine  follow,  whom  thou  fought' ft  againft 

(Though  daintily  brought  up)  with  patience  more 

Than  Savages  could  fuffer.     Thou  didft  drink 

The  dale  of  horfes,  and  the  gilded  puddle 

Which  beads  would  cough  at.      Thy  Palate  then  did 

deign  ) 

The  rougheft  berry  on  the  rudeft  hedge : 
Yea,  like  the  flag,  when  fnow  the  paiture  meets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browfedft.  On  the  Alps, 
It  is  reported,  thou  didft  eat  flrange  fle(h, 
Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on*  and  all  this, 
(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  1  fpeak  it  now,) 
Was  borne  fo  like  a  foldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  'Tis  pity  of  him. 

Caf.  Let  his  fhames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome;  time  is  it,  that  we  twain 
Did  {hew  our  felves  i'th'  field  5    and  to  that  end 
AfTemble  we  immediate  council  5  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idlenefs. 

Lep.  To  morrow,  Cafar, 
I  fliall  be  furnifh'd  to  inform  you  rightly, 
Both  what  by  fea  and  land  I  can  be  able, 
To  front  this  prefent  time. 

Caf.  'Till  which  encounter, 
It  is  my  buffnefs  too.     Farewel. 

Lep.  Farewel,  my  lord  : 
What  you  mail  know  mean  time  of  Stirs  abroad, 
I  mall  befeech  you,  let  me  be  partaker. 

C<ef  Doubt  it  not,   Sir,  I  knew  it  for  my    bond, 
Farewel,  [_Exeunt. 


S  CENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Talace  in  Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,    Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cleo.  f^Harmian^ 

V^>       Char.  Madam? 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha-- give  me  to  drink  Mandragoras. 

Char.  Why,  madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  fleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time, 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo.  O,  'tis  treafon. 

Char.  Madam,  I  truft  not  fo. 

Cleo.  Thou-  eunuch,  Mardian, 

Mar.  What's  your  Highnefs'  pleafure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  ling.  I  take  no  pleafure 
In  ought  an  eunuch  has  j  'tis  welt  for  thee, 
That,  being  unfeminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  JEgypt.  Haft  thou  affections  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  Madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed,  Madam  \  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honed  to  he  done  : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections,  and  think, 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  Oh,  Char  mi  an! 
Where  think' ft  thoti  he  is  now?  ftands  he,  or  fits  he? 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horfe  ? 
Oh  happy  horfe,  to  bear  the  weight  of "Antony  ! 
Do  bravely,   horfe  >    for,    wot'ft    thou,    whom  thou 

mov'ft? 
The  demy  Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  man.      He's  fpeaking  now, 
Or  murmuring,  "  where's  my  ferpent  of  old  Nile?"  — 
(For  fo  he  calls  mej)  Now  I  feed  my  felf 
With  moft  delicious  poifon.  "  Think  on  me, 
44  That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black, 
u  And  wrinkled  deep  in  time."  Broad-fronted    Ctffar^ 
When  thou  wait  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 

a?  a 
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A  morfel  for  a  monarch  \  and  great  Pompey 
Would  Hand  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  browj 
There  would  he  anchor  his  afpedt,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alexas^ 

Alex.  Soveraign  of  Mgypt^  hail! 

Cleo.  How  much  art  thou  unlike  Mark  Antony? 
Yet  coming  from  him,  That  great  med'cine  hath 
"W  ith  his  tinct  gilded  thee. 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony? 

Ale*.  Laft  thing  he  did,  dear  Queen, 
He  kift,  the  laft  of  many  douMed  idfles, 
This  orient  pearl.  —  His  fpeech  flicks  in  my  heart. 

Cleo.  Mine  ear  mull  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex    Good  friend,  ^uoth  he, 
Say,  the  firm  Roman  to  great  JEgypt  fends 
This  treafure  of  an  o  fterj  at  whofe  foot,  (i$) 
To  mend  the  petty  Prefent,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  Throne  with  Kingdoms.  All  the  eaft, 
Say  thou,  fhall  cali  her  miftrefs.     So,  he  nodded  -, 
And  foberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  Heed, 
Who   neigh'd    fo   high,    that    what    I    would    have 
fpoke,  (14) 

(U) dt  njohofe  Foot, 

To  mend  the  petty  Prefent^  I  nvill  piece 

Her  opulent  Throne  with  Kingdoms^ 
At  ivhofe  Foot  has  relation  neither  to  Cleopatra^  nor   her  Throne :    but 
means,  that  in  fequel  of  the  Prefent  fent,  he  would  fecond  it  with  a  richer. 
We  have  a  iimilar  Exprefiion  in  the  next  Ad. 

•— I  mujt  thank  him  only, 

Leajl  my  Remembrance  fujfer  ill  Report  j 

At  heel  of  That  defy  him. 
(14)   Who  neigh' 'd  fo  high ;  that  nuhat   I  would  have  fpoke 

Was  heajlly  dumb  by  him.~\ 
Alexas  means,  the  Horfe  made  fuch  a  neighing,  that  if  he  had  fpoke, 
he  cou'd  not  have  been  Jieard.     I  fufpect,  the  Poet  wrote ; 

Was  heajily  dumb'd  by  him. 
i.  e.  put  to  Silence.     It  is  very   ufaal,  as  I  have  obferv'd,  with  Shake1 
fpeare,  to  coin  Verbs  out  of  AdjecJives.  So  in  Pericles,  a  Play  attributed 
to  our  Author, 

Deep  Clerks  Jhe  dumbs. 
In  like  manner,  in  K.  Richard  II. 

My  Death' 's  fad  Tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  Ear. 

Was 
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Was  beaftly  dumb'd  by  him. 

Cleo.  What,  was  he  fad  or  merry  ? 
Alex.  Like  to  the  time  o'th'  year,  between  th'  ex- 
treams 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  nor  fad,   nor  merry. 

Cleo.  Oh  well-divided  difpofition  ! 
Note  him,  good    Charmian^  'tis  the  man  5    but  note 

himj 
He  was  not  fad,  for  he  would  fhine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his :    He  was  not  merry, 
Which  feem'd  to  tell  them,   his  remembrance  lay 
In  Mgypt  with  his  joy  \  but  between  both. 
Oh  heav'nly  mingle !  be'fl:  thou  fad,  or  merry, 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes, 
So  do's  it  no  man  elfe.     Met' ft  thou  my  Pofts? 
Alex .  Ay,  madam,  twenty  feveral  meflengers. 
Why  do  you  fend  fo  thick? 

Cleo.  Who's  born  that  day, 
When  I  forget  to  fend  to  Antony  * 
Shall  die  a  beggar.     Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas.     Did  I,  Charmian^ 
Ever  love  Cafar  fo  ? 

Char.  Oh  that  brave  Cafar! 
Cleo.  Be  choak'd  with  fuch  another  emphafis ! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony, 
Char.  The  valiant  C<efar, 
Cleo.  By  Ifis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth, 
If  thou  with  C<efar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  moft  gracious  pardon, 
I  fing  but  after  you. 

Cleo.  My  fallad  days!  (if) 

When 

( 1 5)  ; _  My  fallad  ])ayS  f 

When  I  was  green  in  Judgment,  cold  in  blood  !  ] 
Cleopatra  may  fpeak  very  naturally  here  with  Contempt  of  her 
Judgment  at  that  Period,  but  how  truly  with  Regard  to  the  Coldnefs 
of  her  Biood,  may  admit  fome  QueiHon.  C*far  went  into  JEgypt 
in  purfuit  of  Pompey,  and  had  his  Affair  with  Cleopatra  in  the  Year 
V.  C.  70 ,.  Antony  and  Cleopatra  kill  themfelves  in  the  Year  723, 
and  me  was  then  enter'd  into  her  39th  Year:  fo  that  deducing  18 

Q^4  Years 
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When  I  was  green  in  judgment,  cold  in  blood! 
To  fay,  as  I  faid  then,  —  But  come  away, 
Get  me  ink  and  paper  •, 

He  {hall  have  every  day  feveral  greetings,   or  I'll  un- 
people Mgypt.  [Exeunt. 


ACT      II. 

SCENE,    SICILY: 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates  and  Menas. 

P  O  M  P  E  Y. 

F  the  great  Gods  be  juft,  they  {hall  aflift 
The  deeds  of  jufteft  men. 

Mem.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 
That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  While  we  are  fuitors  to  their  Throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  fue  for. 

Years  from  her  Demife  to  the  Time  of  her  Amour  with  Ceefar,  we 
mail  £nd  her  then  full  20  Years  old.  If  an  Egyptian  could  at  thofe 
Years  have  reafon  to  complain  of  Coldnefs  of  Blood,  fhe  muft  have  a 
very  particular  Conilitution.  I  muft  obferve,  however,  in  behalf  of 
our  Poet,  that  he  has  the  Authority  of  Plutarch  to  bear  him  out,  who 
fpeaking,  in  the  Life  of  Mark  Antony,  of  her  Amour  with  Cafar  and 
young  Pompey,  ufes  this  Expremon;  ^aeivoi  ^p  $  avtIju  %ti 
K'O  HN  kcu  Tpttyfjubrmr  tbrugp*  iyvuvav.  I  know  very  well  the 
Latitude,  and  various  fignifications,  in  which  the  Greeks  us'd  the 
Word  >copn  :  and  therefore  becaufe  our  Author  poiTibly  might  not  have 
dealt  with  Plutarch  in  the  Original,  I'll  fubjoin  the  Verlion  of  this 
PaiTage  from  the  old  Englijb  Edition  publifh'd  in  Shake/peace's  Time. 
For  Csdar  and  Pompey  knew  her  whenjhe  was  but  a  Young  Thing, 
and  knew  not  then  'what  the  World  meant  :  but  nowjbe  went  to  An- 
tonius  at  the  Age  when  a  Wcmatfs  Beauty  is  at  the  Prime,  and  Jhe 
alfo  of  be  ft  Judgment. 

Men. 
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Men.  We,  ignorant  of  our  felves,  (16) 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wife  Powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  5  fo  find  we  profit 
By  lofing  of  our  prayers. 

Pom.  I  fhall  do  well : 
The  people  love  me,  and  the  fea  is  mine  5 
My  Pow'r's  a  Crefcent,  and  my  auguring  hope  (17) 
Says,  it  will  come  to  th'  full.     Mark  Antony  , 
In  Mgypt  fits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors.     Cafar  gets  mony,  where 
He  lofes  hearts  5  Lepidus  flatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flatter'd  5  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Mem.  Cafar  and  Lepidus  are  in  the  field, 
A  mighty  ftrength  they  carry. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this?  'tis  falfe. 

(16)  i«  We,  ignrant  of  our  felves. 
Beg  often  our  own  Harms,  which  the  nvr/e  Powrs 
Deny    us  for  our  Good~\ 

If  this  be  not  an  Imitation  of  the  following  incomparable  Lines  ofjFx- 
*venal,  they  breathe  fo  much  of  the  fame  Spirit  and  Energy,  as  if  the 
Soul  of  the  Roman  Satyrift  had  been  transfus'd  into  our  Poet. 

-  Quid  enim  Rat  ion  e  timemus, 

Aut  cupimus  ?  Quid  tarn  dextro  pede  concipis,  ut  te 

Conatus  non  pasniteat,  'uotique  peratli  ? 

JL<vertere  domus  totas  optantihus  ipjis 

Dii  faciles  •  •  •  - 

Nam  pro  jucundis  aptifjima  qu&que  dahunt  Di. 

Carior  efl  illis  homo,  quam  Jibi.   Nos  animorum 

Impulfu,  &  c&ca  magnaque  Cupidine  ducli,  &c.  Sat.  X. 

(17)  My  Powers  are  crefcent,  and  my  auguring  Hope 
Says  it  will  come  to  th'  full~\ 

Thus  the  Editors  implicitly  one  aiter  another,  with  .very  peculiar  In- 
dolence. If  one  might  ask  them  a  Queftion  in  Grammar,  what  does 
the  Relative  it  belong  to  ?  It  cannot  in  Senfe  relate  to  Hope,  nor  in 
Concord  to  Powers.  It  is  evident  beyond  a  Doubt,  that  the  Poet's 
AUufion  is  to  the  Moon :  and  that  Pompey  would  fay,  He  is  yet  but  a 
half- Moon,  or  Crefcent ;  but  his  Hopes  teli  him,  that  Crefcent  will 
come  to  z.  full  Orb.  To  this  Effect,  therefore,  I  have  ventur'd  to 
reform  the  Text.  The  Poet  ufes  the  Word  again  in  Midfummer  Night's 
Dream. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  prefent. 

Dem.  He  Jhould  have  worn  the  horns  on  his  head. 

Thef.  He  is  no  Crefcent,  and  his  horns  are  invifihle  within  the  Cir- 
cumference. 

Mem* 
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Mew.  From  Silvius^  Sir. 

Pfltf*.  He  dreams ;  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome  toge- 
ther, 
Looking  for  Antony:  but  all  the  charms  of  love, 
Salt  Cleopatra,  foften  thy  wan  lip ! 
Let  withcraft  join  with  beauty ;  luft  with  both ! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feafts, 
Keep  his  brain  fuming  \  Epicurean  cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloylefs  fawce  his  appetite  j 
That  deep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour, 
Even  'till  a  Lethe 'd  dulnefs 

Enter  Varrius. 

How  now,  Varrius? 

Far.  This  is  moft  certain,   that  I  fhall  deliver : 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expe£ted.     Since  he  went  from  Mgypt^  'tis 
A  fpace  for  farther  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  lefs  matter 
A  better  ear.     Menas,  I  did  not  think, 
This  am'fous  Surfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  helm 
For  fuch  a  petty  war  5  his  foldierfhip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain}  but  let  us  rear  (18) 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  ftirring 

£lg)  '    1  ■  But  let  us  rear 

The  higher  our  Opinion,  that  our  ftirring 

Can  from  the  Lap  of  JEgypt's  Widow  pluck 

The  near  luft-iuearied  Antony.] 
Sextus  Pompeius,  upon  hearing  that  Antony  is  every  hour  expe&ed  in 
Rome,  does  not  much  relifti  the  News.  He  is  twice  the  Soldier, 
{/ays  He,)  that  OBavius  and  Lepidus  are;  and  I  did  not  think,  the 
petty  War,  which  I  am  raifing,  would  rouze  him  from  his  Amours  in 
&gypt.  — —  But  why  fhould  Pompey  hold  a  higher  Opinion  of  his  own 
Expedition,  becaule  it  awak'd  Antony  to  Arms,  who  was  near  weary, 
almoft  furfeited,  of  lafcivious  Pleafures  ?  Indolent  and  flupid  Editors, 
tllat  can  difpenfe  with  Words  without  ever  weighing  the  Reafon  of 
them  !  How  eafie  is  the  Change  to  the  true  Reading  ! 

The  ne'er  luft-ivearied  Antony. 
If  Antony,  tho'  never  tired  of  Luxury,  yet  mov'd  from  that  Charm, 
upon  Pompey  s  Stirring,  it  was  a  Reafon  for  Pompey  to  pride  himfelf 
upon  being  of  fuch  Confequence.  I  made  this  Emendation  in  the 
Appendix  to  my  Shakespeare  reftord,  and  Mr.  Pope  has 
thought  fit  to  correct  his  laii  Edition  accordingly. 

Can 
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Can  from  the  lap  of  JEgypfs  widow  plucjc 
The  ne'er-luft- wearied  Antony. 

Men.  I  cannot  hope, 
Cafar  and  Antony  fhall  well  greet  together. 
His  wife,  who's  dead,  did  trefpafles  to  Cos  far  $ 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him,  although  I  think, 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas, 
How  leffer  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  ftand  up  againft  them  all, 
Twere  pregnant,  they  fhould  fquare  between    them- 

felves  j 
For  they  have  entertained  caufe  enough 
To  draw  their  fwords ;    but  how  the  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divifions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be't,  as  our  Gods  will  hav't !  it  only  ftands 
Our  lives  upon,  to  ufe  our  ftrongeft  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    changes  to  Rome. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  EnoharbuS)  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  fhall  become  you  well,  t'entreat  your  Captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  fpeech. 

Eno.  I  fhall  entreat  him 
To  anfwer,  like  himfelf ;  if  Cafar  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Cafar's  head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter^ 
"Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonio's  beard, 
I  would  not  fhav't  to  day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time  for  private  ftomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 
Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born  in't. 

Lep.  But  fmall  to  greater  matters  mutt  give  way. 

Eno.  Not  if  the  fmall  come  firft. 

Lep.  Your  fpeech  is  paffion  j 
But,  pray  you,  ftir  no  embers  up.     Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

Enter 
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Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 
Eno.  And  yonder,  Cafar. 

Enter  Casfar,  Mecasnas,  and  Agrippa. 
Ant,  If  we  compofe  well  here,  to  Parthia- 


Hark,  Ventidius, 

Caf  I  do  not  know  5  Mecanas^  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  friends, 
That  which  combin'd  us  was  molt  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.     What's  arnifs, 
May  it  be  gently  heard.     When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murther  in  healing  wounds.     Then,  noble  Partners, 
(The  rather,  for  I  earneftly  befeech,) 
Touch  you  the  fowreft  points  with  fweetefl:  terms, 
Nor  curflnefs  grow  to  th'  matter. 

Ant.  'Tis  fpoken  well* 
Were  we  before  our  armies  and  to  fight, 
I  Ihould  do  thus.  [Flourijb. 

Caf.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Thank  you. 

Caf  Sit. 

Ant.  Sit,  Sir. 

Caf.  Nay,  then  — 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  fo  : 
Or  being,  concern  you  not. 

Caf  1  muft  be  laught  at, 
If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  fay  my  felf  offended,  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'th'  world  :  More  laught  at,  that  I  fliould 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  found 
Your  name  it  not  concern'd  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  JEgypt^  Cafar^  what  was't  to  you  ? 

Caf.  No  more  than  my  refiding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  JEgypt :  yet  if  you  there 
Did  practife  on  my  State,  your  being  in  ALgypt 
Might  be  my  queftion. 

Ant.  How  intend  you,  practised? 

Caf 


# 
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Cuef.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent, 
By  what  did  here  befall.     (ip)  Your  Wife  and  Brother 
Made  wars  upon  me  >  and  their  contestation 
"Was  theam'd  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

Ant.  You  do  miftake  your  bufinefs  :    my  Brother 
never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  a£fc  :  I  did  inquire  it, 
And  have  my  learning  from  fome  true  reports 
That,  drew  their  fwords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit.  my  authority  with  yours, 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againft  my  ftomach, 
Having  alike  your  caufe?  of  this,  my  letters 
Before  did  fatisfic  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel, 
(As  matter  whole  you've  not  to  make  it  with,) 
It  muft  not  be  with  this. 

Ca?f.  You  praife  your  felf, 
By  laying  defects  of  Judgment  to  me :  but 
You  patch  up  your  excufes. 

Ant.  Not  fo,  not  fo; 
I  know,  you  could  not  lack,  (I'm  certain  on't,) 
Very  neceffity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
Your  Partner  in  the  caufe  'gainlt  which  he  fought, 
Could  not  with  grateful  eyes  attend  thofe  wars, 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  Wife, 
I  would,  you  had  her  fpirit  in  fuch  another  •, 
The  third  o'th'  world  is  yours,  which  with  a  fnaffle 
You  may  pace  eafie  -,  but  not  fuch  a  Wife. 

Eno.  Would,  we  had  all  fuch  Wives,  that  the  Men 
might  go  to  wars  with  the  Women ! 

(19)    — — Tour  Wife  and  Brother 

Made  Wars  upon  me,  and  their  Conteftation 

Was  theam  for  you,  you  ivere  the  Word  of  War.  "J  The  onlv 
Meaning  of  This  can  be,  that  the  War,  which  Antony's  Wife  and  Bro- 
ther made  upon  C&far,  was  Theam  for  Antony  too  to  make  War  ;  or 
was  the  Occaiion  why  he  did  make  War.  But  This  is  direftly  contrary 
to  the  Context,  which  mews,  Antony  did  neither  encourage  them  to  it, 
nor  fecond  them  in  it.     We  cannot  doubt  then,  but  the  Poet  wrote ; 

« and  their  Contefation 

Was  theam'd  for  You', 
i.  e.  The  Pretence  of  their  War  was  on  your  Account,  they  took  up  Arms 
in  your  Name,  and  You  were  made  the  Theam  and  Subject  of  their  In- 
furreciion.  Air.  Warburton. 

Ant. 
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Ani.  So  much  uncurbable  her  garboiles,  Cafar^ 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  which  not  wanted 
Shrewdnefs  of  policy  too,  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  difquiet :  For  That  you  muft 
But  fay,  I  could  not  help  it. 

C<ef.  I  wrote  to  you, 
When,  rioting  in  Alexandria^  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters  >  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  miUive  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir,  he  fell  on  me,  ere  admitted  :  then 
Three  Kings  I  had  newly  feaiied,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'th*  morning  :  but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  my  felf;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon.     Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  ftnfe  :  if  we  contend, 
Out  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 

Ccef.  You  have  broken 
The  article  of  your  oath,  which  you  fharl  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep.  Soft,  Ctefar. ■ 

Ant.  No,  LepiduS)  let  him  fpeak  ; 
The  Honour's  facred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Suppofing,  that  I  lackt  it  :  but  on,  Ctefar, 
The  article  of  my  oath 

Ccef.  To  lend  me  arms  and  aid,  when  I  requir'd  them, 
The  which  you  both  deny'd. 

Ant.  Neglected,  rather: 
And  then,  when  poifon'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge  j  as  nearly  as  I  may, 
I'll  play  the  Penitent  to  you.     But  mine  honefty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  Greatnefs ;  nor  my  Power 
Work  without  it.     Truth  is,  that  Fulvia9 
To  have  me  out  of  AZgypt,  made  wars  here; 
For  which  my  felf,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  Honour 
To  Hoop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Lep.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  pleafe  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  ye:  to  forget  them  quice, 
Were  to  remember,  that  the  prefent  Need 

Speaks 
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Speaks  to  attone  you. 
Lep.  Worthily  fpoken,  Mecanas. 
Eno.  Or  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the 
inftant,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of 
Pompey,  return  it  again :  you  {hall  have  time  to  wran- 
gle in,  when  you  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Ant.  (20)  Thou  art  a  Soldier  only*  fpeak  no  more. 
Eno.  That  truth  fhbuld  be  filent,!  had  almoft  forgot. 
Jnt.  You  wrong  this  Prefence,  therefore  fpeak  no 

more. 
Eno.  Goto  then:  your  confiderate  ftone. — 
C#f.  I  do  not  much  diflike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  fpeech  :  for't  cannot  be, 
We  fhall  remain  in  friendlhip,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  a&s.     Yet  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  would  hold  us  ftaunch,  from  edge  to  edge 
O'  th'  world,  I  would  purfue  it. 
Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Cafar. 
C<ef.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  haft  a  Sifter  by  the  Mother's  fide, 
Admir'd  Oftavia  /  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  Widower. 

Caf.  Say  not  fo,  Agrippa  5 
(ti)  If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  Approof 
Were  well  deferv'd  of  rafhnefs. 

(20)  Thou  art  a  Soldier,  only  fpeak  no  more.]  I  think,  the  Tranfpofi- 
tion  of  the  Comma  here  is  abfolutely  neceflary,  becaufe  the  Remove  will 
give  a  Senfe  which  the  Context  feems  to  require.  The  Argument  be- 
twixt Antony  and  C&far  turns  upon  high  Matters  of  State;  and  Enobar- 
lus  bufily  interpoiing  with  his  blunt  Reflections,  Antony  checks  him,  and 
would  fay,  Don't  you  pretend  to  mix  your  Counfel  in  thefe  Affairs,  that 
are  only  a  Soldier,  and  Action  all  your  Talent. 
(21)  ^Cleopatra  beard  You,  your  proof  were 

Well  deferved  of  Rajhnefs]  But  was  Agrippa  s  barely  faying,  that 
Antony  was  a  Widower,  any  Proof  that  he  was  fo  ?  Befides,  will  Well 
deferred  of  Pafhnefs  run  as  the  initial  Part  of  a  Verfe,  in  Mr.  Pope's 
Ear  ?  If  fo,  Emphafis  and  Cadence  are  tuned  peculiarly,  to  his  Service. 
I  make  no  Scruple  to  reftore, 

If  Cleopatra  heard  You,  your  Approof 
Were  well  deferv'd  ofRaJhnefs. 
I  have  in  a  former  Note  juttified  our  Author's  Ufage  of  this  Word,  Ap- 
proof i.  e.  Allowance,  admitting.     And  fo  the  French  ufe  their  approw 
*ven  i.  e.  greer,  trowver  bon. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  I  am  not  married,  C<efar9  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  furcher  fpeak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  Amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unflipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Ottavia  to  his  Wife>  whofe  Beauty  claims 
No  vvorfe  a  Husband  than  the  beft'of  men* 
Whofe  Virtue,  and  whofe  general  Graces  fpeak 
That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.     By  this  marriage, 
All  little  jealoudes,  which  now  feem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers, 
Would  then  be  nothing.     Truths  would  be  but  tales^ 
"Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both 
Would  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke, 
For  'tis  a  ftudied,  not  a  prefent  thought, 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant,  Will  Coefar  fpeak? 

Caf.  Not  'till  he  hears,  how  Antony  is  touch'd 
With  what  is  fpoke  already. 

Ant.  WThat  Power  is  in  Agrippa 
(If  I  would  fay,  u  <dgrippa9  be  it  fo,") 
To  make  this  good  ? 

C*f.  The  Power  of  Cafar,  and 
His  Power  unto  Qttavia. 

Ant.  May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  ihews, 
Dream  of  impediment!  let  me  have  thy  handj 
Further  this  a£t  of  grace:  and  from  this  hour, 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
And  fway  our  great  defigns ! 

Caf.  There  is  my  hand  : 
A  Sifter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly.     Let  her  live 
To  joyn  our  Kingdoms,  and  our  Hearts,  and  never 
Fly  off  our  loves  again ! 
Lep.  Happily,  amen. 

Ant.    I  did   not    think   to   draw   my  fword  'gainft 
Pompeji 
For  he  hath  laid  ftrange  courtefies  and  great 

Of 
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Of  late  upon  me.     I  muft  thank  him  only, 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffer  ill  report  5 
At  heel  of  that,  defie  him. 

Lep,  Time  calls  upon's: 
Of  us  muft  Pompey  prefently  be  fought, 
Or  elfe  he  feeks  out  us. 

Ant,  Where  lyes  he? 

C<ef.  About  the  Mount  Mifenum. 

Ant,  What  is  his  ftrength  by  Land? 

C<ef.  Great,  and  increasing  :  but  by  Sea 
He  is  an  abfolute  Mafter. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame. 
Would,  we  had  fpoke  together !  hafte  we  for  it ; 
Yet,  ere  we  put  our  felves  in  arms,  difpatch  we 
The  bufinefs  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Ca'f.  With  moftgladnefs; 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  Sifter's  view, 
Whither  ftraight  I'll  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus^  not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  Noble  Antony^  not  ficknefs  mould  detain  me. 

[Flourijh.     Exeunt, 

Manent  Enobarbus,  Agrippa,  Mecaenas. 

Mec,  Welcome  from  JEgypt^  Sir. 

Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Caefar9  worthy  Mecxnas!  my 
honourable  friend  Agrippa! 

Agr.  Good  Enobarbus/ 

Mec.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are  fo 
well  digefted :  you  ftay'd  well  by't  in  ALgypt. 

Eno.  Ay,  Sir,  wre  did  fleep  day  out  of  countenance, 
and  made  the  night  light  with  drinking, 

Mec,  Eight  wild  boars  roafted  whole  at  a  breakfaft, 
and  but  twelve  perfons  there 3- Is  this  true? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  flie  by  an  eagle  :  we  had  much 
more  monftrous  matter  of  feaft,  which  worthily  de- 
fended noting. 

Mec,  She's  a  moil  triumphant  Lady,  if  report  be 
fquare  to  her. 

Eno.  When  fhe  flrft  met  Mark  Antony^  fhe  purs'd 
up  his  heart  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Vol.  VI.  R  Agr. 
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Agr.  There  fhe  appear'd,  indeed :  or  my  reporter  de- 
vis'd  well  for  her. 

Em.  I  will  tell  you $ 
The  Barge  fhe  fat  in,  like  a  burnifh'd  Throne, 
Burnt  on  the  water  >  the  poop  was  beaten  gold, 
Purple  the  fails,  and  fo  perfumed^  that 
The  Winds  were  love-fick  with  'emj  th*  oars  weref 

filver5 
Which  to  the  tunc  of  flutes  kept  ftroke,  and  made- 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  fafter, 
As  amorous  of  their  ftrokes.    For  her  own  perfon. 
It  beggar'd  all  description}  fhe  did  lye 
In  her  pavilion,  cloth  of  gold,  of  tiffue, 
(2.2.)  O'er- picturing  that  Veyius^  where  we  fee 
The  Fancy  out- work  Nature.     On  each  fide  her, 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  Boys,  like  fmiling  Cupids^ 
With  divers- colour'd  fans,  whofe  wind  did  feem 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
And  what  they  undid,  did. 

Agr.  Oh,  rare  for  Antony  ! 

Eno.  Her  Gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereids^ 
So  many  Mermaids,  tended  her  i'th'  eyes, 
And  made  their  Bends  adornings.     At  the  helm, 
A  feeming  Mermaid  fleers  ;  the  filken  tackles 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  thofe  flower- fo  ft  hands* 
That  yarely  frame  the  office.     From  the  Barge 

{22)  O'erpicluring  that  Venus,  'where  vjs  fes 

^Tht  Fancy  outwork  "Nature .]  The-  Poet  feems  here  to  be  alluding^ 
to  that  fine  Picture  of  Venus  done  by  Apelles',  the  Beauty,  and  Limbs  of 
which,  'tis  laid,  he  copied  from  Campafpe,  his  beloved  Miftrefs,  whom 
he  received  at  the  hands  of  Alexander  the  Great.  This  celebrated  Piece 
of  his  was  calPd  *K$?9&ifn  m  a,  <Pvo  /zV»,  Venus  rifing  cut  of  the  Sea: 
to  which  Ovid  has  paid  -fo  fine  a  Compliment  in  his  third  Book  on  The 
Art  of  Love. 

Si  Venerem  Cous  nunquhn  pofuiJTet  Apelles, 
Merfa  Juh  &quoreis  Ilia  lateret  aquis. 
Our  Poet,  {peaking  of  a  Sculpture  of  Diana  and  her  Nymphs  bathing, 
cxprefTes  himfelf  with  the  fame  kind  of  Hyperbole  as  he  does  here  con- 
cerning the  Picture  of  Venus  : 

1 —      '•      — never  Javj  I  Figures 

So  likely  to  report  themfelves ,  the  Cutter 

Was  as  another  Nature  dumb,  outwent  her, 

Motion  and  Breath  left  out.  Cymbeline. 
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A  ftrange  invifible  perfume  hits  the  fenfe 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.    The  City  caft 
Her  People  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony, 
Enthron'd  i'th'  Market-place,  did  fit  alone^ 
Whittling  to  th'  air;  which,  but  for  vacancy^ 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  Nature. 

Agr.  Rare  JEgyptian  ! 

Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  fent  to  her5 
Invited  her  to  fupper :  fhe  reply'd, 
It  ihould  be  better,  he  became  her  gueft  i 
Which  (he  entreated.     Our  courteous  Antony^ 
Whom  ne'er  the  word  of  No  Woman  heard  fpeak. 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feail  % 
And  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart, 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only, 

Agr.  Royal  Wench ! 
She  made  great  Cafar  lay  his  fword  to  bed  5 
He  plough'd  her,  and  fhe  cropt. 

Eno.  I  faw  her  once 
Hop  forty  paces  through  the  publick  ftreet : 
And  having  loft  her  breath,  fhe  fpoke,  and  panted^ 
That  fhe  did  make  defe£t,  perfe&ion, 
And  breath  left  power  breathe  forth. 

Mec.  Now  Antony  muft  leave  her  utterly, 

Eno.  Never,  he  will  not. 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuftom  ftale 
Her  infinite  variety  :  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed;  but  fhe  makes  hungry y 
Where  moft  fhe  fatisfies.    For  vilelt  things 
Become  themfelves  in  her,  that  the  holy  Priefts 
Blefs  her,  when  fhe  is  riggiih. 

Mec.  (13)  If  beauty,  wifdom,  modefty,  can  fettle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Oclavia  is 
A  bleft  allott'ry  to  him. 

Agr. 

(23)  If  Beauty,  Wifdom,  Mo  defy,  can  fettle 
The  Heart  of  Antony,  Oftavia  is 

A  blefTed  Lottery  to  him^\  Methinks,  it  is  a  very  indifferent 
Compliment  in  Mec:nas  to  call  Qttavia  a  Lottery,  as  if  She  might  tarn 
tip  blanks  as  well  as  prove  a  Prize  to  Antony.    Mr,  Warhurton  inge- 
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Agr.  Let  us  go. 
Good  Enobarbus,  make  your  felf  my  gueft, 
Whilft  you  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Antony,  Caefar,  Octavia  between  them. 

Ant.  The  world,   and  my  great  office,   will  fome- 
times 
Divide  me  from  your  bofom. 

OcJa.  All  which  time, 
Before  the  Gods  my  knee  fhall  bow  in  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  night,  Sir.     My  Oclavia, 
Read  not  my  blem  ifh.es  in  the  world's  report: 
I  have  not  kept  my  fquare,  but  That  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  th'  rule*  good  night,  dear  Lady. 

Otla.  Good  night,  Sir. 

Caf.  Good  night.  {Exeunt  C^efar  and  Octavia. 

Enter  Soothfayer. 

Ant.  Now,  firrah !  do  you  wifli  your  felf  in  JEgypt? 

Sooth.  Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,   nor 
you  thither! 

Ant.  If  you  can,  your  reafon  ? 

Sooth.  (14)  I  fee  it  in  my  Notion,  have  it  not  in  my 
Tongue  3  but  yet  hie  you  to  JEgypt  again. 

Ant. 

nioufly  conje&ur'd,  that  the  Poet  wrote  as  I  have  reform'd  the  Text : 
there  being  as  much  Difference  between  Lottery  and  Allcttery,  as  between 
a  prefent  Defignation  and  a  future  Chance.  Our  Poet  has  uied  the  Word, 
again,  in  his  As  You  like  it. 

therefore  allovo  me  fuch  Exercifes  as  mav  become  a  Gentleman, 

or  give  me  the  poor  AHottery  my  Father  left  me  by  Ttfament :  with  That 
I  nvill  go  buy  my  Fortunes. 

(24)  /  fee  it  in  my  Motion,  have  it  net  in  my  Tongue  ]  What  Motion  ? 
I  can  trace  no  Seme  in  this  Word  here,  unlefs  the  \  ithor  were  alluding 
to  that  Agitation  of  the  Divinity,  which  Diviners  pretend  to  when  the 
Fit  of  Foretelling  is  upon  them  ;  but  then,  I  think  verily,  he  would 
have  wrote.  Emotion.  I  am  permaded,  Shakejbeare  meant  that  the  Sooth- 
fayer mould  fay,  he  faw  a  Reafon  in  his  Thought  or  Opinion,  tho'  he 
gave  that  Thought  or  Opinion  no  Utterance.  So  Hamlet  fays  to  Horatio 
aad  the  Watch,  when  he  enjoyns  them  to  Secrecy  about  his  Father's  Ap- 
parition ; 

Give 
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Ant.  Say  to  me,  whofe  fortune  {hall  rife  higher, 
C<efar's  or  mine? 

Sooth.  Ctefar's. Therefore,  oh  Antony,  flay  not 

by  his  fide. 
(if)  Thy  Damon,  that's  thy  fpirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  couragious,  high,  unmatchable, 
Where  Cafar's  is  not.     But,  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  Fear,  as  being  o'erpower'd  ;  and  therefore 
Make  fpace  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee*  no  more,  but  when  to 
thee. — 
If  thou  doft  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thou'rt  fure  to  lofe :  and  of  that  natural  luck, 

Give  it  an  Undemanding,  but  no  Tongue. 
And  Notion  is  a  Word  which  our  Author  frequently  chufes,  to  exprefs  the 
piental  Faculties. 

Hoes  Lear  walk  thus  ?  /peak  thus  ?  where  are  his  Eyes  ? 

Either  his  Notion  weakens,  his  Difcernings 

Are  lethargied,  &c.  K.  Lear, 


Tour  'Judgments,  my  grave  Lords, 


Muff  give  this  Curr  the  Lye ;  and  his  own  Notion, 

Who  wears  my  Stripes  imprefd  upon  him,  &C.  Coriolanus. 


And  all  Things  elfe,  that  might 


To  half  a  Soul,  and  to  a  Notion  craz'd, 

Say,  Thus  did  Banquo.  Macbeth. 

Abusd  her  delicate  Youth  with  Drugs,  or  Minerals, 
That  weaken  Notion.  Othello. 

(25)  Thy  Daemon]  S hah/pear e  calls  That  Daemon  in  one  Line,  which 
he  calls  Angel  in  another  :  and  This,  I  conceive,  not  accidentally,  but 
knowingly.  It  is  to  be  obferv'd,  that  the  antient  Greek  Authors  always 
ufed  the  Word  Daemon  in  the  Senfe  of  God,  Demi-god,  or  celeftial  Being  ; 
and  that  it  had  not  the  Signification  of  Devil,  malignant  or  infernal  Be- 
ing,  'till  after  the  Time  of  Chriftianity.  Since  that  Period,  it  has  been 
ufed  for  Eoth ;  but  by  the  Chriftian  Writers  moil  commonly  in  the  latter 
Senfe.  This  is  the  Reafon,  why  Apuleius  intitled  one  of  his  Tra&s  De 
Deo  Socratis,  and  not,  as  it  mould  have  been  more  clafTically,  De  Das- 
monio  Sacratis ;  when  the  Queftion  in  the  Book  was  whether  a  Q&mqn, 
i.  e.  an  inferior  or  Demi-god  did  not  attend  that  Philofopher;  which  he 
determines  in  the  Affirmative.  For  had  he  done  That,  the  Word  Da- 
mon being  become,  fmce  the  preaching  of  the  Gofpel,  fo  odious,  Socra- 
tes  would  have  been  eileem'd  a  Demoniac,  or  One  poffefs'd  with  an  Evil 
Sfrit.  Mr,  Warburton. 
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He  beats  thee  'gainft  the  odds.     Thy  luftre  thickens^ 
"When  he  fliines  by :  I  fay  again,  thy  Spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him  : 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone  : 
Say  to  Ventidius  ^  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

[Exit  Sooth. 

He  fliall  to  Parthia  ;- be  it  art,  or  hap, 

He  hath  fpoke  true.     The  very  dice  obey  him  ; 
And,  in  our  Sports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance  $  if  we  draw  lots,  he  fpeedsj 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battel  ftill  of  mine, 
When  it  is  all  to  nought :  and  his  quailes  ever 
Peat  mine,  in-hoop'd  at  odds.     I  will  to  JEgypt; 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 
I'th'  eaft  my  pleafure  lies.    Oh,  come,  Ventidius. 

Enter  Ventidius. 

You  muft  to  Parthia^  your  commiflion's  ready: 
Follow  me  and  receive't.  [Exeunt . 

Enter  Lepidus,  Mecsenas,  and  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Trouble  your felves  no  farther:  pray  you,haften 
Your  Generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 
Will  e'en  but  kifs  Oftavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  'Till  I  {hall  fee  you  in  your  Soldiers'  drefs. 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewel. 

Mec.  We  fliall, 
As  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  th'  Mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  way  is  fhorter, 
J4y  purpofes  do  draw  me  much  about  \ 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Both.  Sir,  good  fuccefs. 

Up.  Farewel.  {Exeunt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Talace  in  Alexandria. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  /n  I V  E  me  fome  mufick :  mufick,  moody  food 

ij   Of  us  that  trade  in  love. *» 

Omne$.  The  mufick,  hoa ! 

Enter  Mardiaq  the  Eunuch. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone,  let's  to  billiards  :   come,    Char- 
tnlan. 

Char.  My  arm  is  fore,  beft  play  with  Mardian. 

Cleo.  As  well  a  Woman  with  an  Eunuch  play'd, 
As  with  a  Woman.     Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  Sir? 

Mar.  As  well  as  I  can,  Madam. 

Cleo.  And  when  good  will  is  lhew'd9  tho't  come  too 
fljort, 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now. 
Give  me  mine  angle,  we'll  to  th'  river,  there. 
My  mufick  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fifh$  my  bended  hook  fhall  pierce 
Their  flimy  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
J'll  think  them  every  one  an  Antony^ 
And  fay,  ah  ha!  you're  caught. 

Char.  'Twas  merry,  when 
You  wager'd  on  your  angling;  when  your  Div^r 
Did  hang  a  fait  fifh  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time  !  — -  oh  times !  « *-    • 

I  laught  him  out  of  patience,  and  that  night 
I  laught  him  into  patience ;  and  next  morn, 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed  : 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  (16)  whilft 
I  wore  his  fword  Philipgan*    Oh,  from  Italy  \  — * 

Enter 

(26) twhilft 

I  <wore  his  Sword  Philippan.]  We  are  not  to  fuppofe,  nor  is  there 
any  Warrant  from  Hiftory,  that  4nt°ny  had  any  particular  Sword  fo 
call'd.  The  dignifying  Weapons,  in  this  Sort,  is  a  Quitom  of  much 
more  recent  Date.  Thi§  therefore  feems  a  Compliment  #  pfterigri*  We 
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Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears, 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mef  Madam!  Madam! 

Cieo.  Antony's  dead  ?  — • 
If  thou  fay  fo,  villain,  thou  kilPft  thy  Miftrefs: 
But  well  and  free, 

If  thou  fo  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  blued  veins  to  kifs  :  a  hand,  that  Kings 
Have  lipt,  and  trembled  kifling. 

Mef.  Firft,  Madam,  he  is  well. 

Cleo,  Why,  there's  more  gold.     But,  fir  rah,  mark, 
we  ufe 
To  fay,  the  dead  are  well:  bring  it  to  that, 
The  gold,  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 

Mef.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will  : 
But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  face.     If  Antony 
Be  free  and  healthful  5  why  fo  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  fuch  good  tidings  ?  if  not  well, 
Thou  fhould'ft:  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with  fnakes, 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mef  Will't  pleafe  you  hear  me? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  ftrike  thee,  ere  thou  fpeak'ft$ 
Yet  if  thou  fay,  Antony  lives,  'tis  well, 
Or  friends  with  Cafar^  or  not  captive  to  him., 
I'll  fet  thee  in  a  mower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mef.  Madam,  he's  well. 

Cleo.  Well  laid. 

find  Antony  afterwards,  in  this  Play,  boafling  of  his  own  Prowefs  at  Phi- 
lippi. 

Ant.  Yes,  my  Lord,  yes ;  he  at  Philippi  kept 

His  S<vjord  e'en  like  a  Dancer,  'while  I  ft  rook 

'The  lean  and  'wrinkled  Ca aius ;  &c. 
That  was  the  greateft  A6lion  of  Antony's  Life ;  and  therefore  This  feems 
a  fine  Piece  of  Flattery,  intimating,  that  his  Sword  ought  to  be  denomi- 
nated from  that  illuftrious  Battle,  in  the  fame  manner  as  modern  Heroes 
in  Romance  are  made  to  give  their  Swords  pompous  Names. 

Mef. 
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Mef  And  friends  with  C<zfar. 

Cleo.  Thou'rt  an  honeft  man. 

Mef  C<efar^  and  he,  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cleo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me, 

Mef  But  yet,  Madam 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  do's  allay 
The  good  precedence  -,  fie  upon  but  yet  $ 
But  yet  is  as  a  jaylor  to  bring  forth 
Some  monftrous  Malefactor.     Pr'ythee,  friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together  :  he's  friends  with  Cafar^ 
In  ftate  of  health,  thou  fay'ft  5  and  thou  fay'ft,  free, 

Mef  (2,7)  Free,  Madam !  no  :  I  made  no  fuch  Re* 
port. 
He's  bound  unto  Otlavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn? 

Mef  For  the  beft  turn  i'th'  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mef  Madam,  he's  married  to  Otlavia. 

Cleo.  The  moil  infectious  peftilence  upon  thee! 

[Strikes  him  down. 

Mef  Good  Madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  fay  you  ?  [Strikes  him. 

Hence,  horrible  villain,  or  I'll  fpurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me;  I'll  unhair  thy  head: 

[She  hales  him  up  and  down. 
Thou  fhalt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  ftew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  lingring  pickle. 

Mef.  Gracious  Madam, 
I,  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say,  'tis  not  fo,  a  Province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud :  the  blow,  thou  hadftj 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage  5 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide 
Thy  modefty  can  beg. 

(27)  Free,  Madam  !  no  ;  I  have  made  no  fuch  Sport.]  I  don't  know 
how  to  account  for  this  odd  Piece  of  Negligence  in  Mr.  Pope.  'Tis 
true,  this  is  the  Reading  in  Mr.  Rowers  Edition :  and  there  are  many  In- 
stances to  fuipecl,  that  he  implicitly  follow'd  the  Steps  of  that  Editor, 
without  collating  the  Copies  of  better  Authority,  The  elder  Folio's  both 
read  plainly,  as  I  have  reform'd  the  Text, 

Mef. 
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Mef.  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  haft  liv'd  too  long. 

[Draws  a  dagger. 

Mef.  Nay,  then  I'll  run : 
What  mean  you,  Madam  ?   I  have  made  no  fault. 

[Exit. 

Char.  Good  Madam,  keep  your  felf  within  your  felf, 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  'fcape  not  the  thunderbolt  — 
Melt  JEgypt  into  Nile\  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  ferpents!  call  the  {lave  again  5 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him;  call. 

Char.  He  is  afraid  to  come. 

Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him. 
Thefe  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  (Irike 
A  meaner  than  my  felf :  fince  I  my  felf 
Have  given  my  felf  the  caufe.     Come  hither,  Sir, 

Re-enter  the  Mejfenger. 

Though  it  be  honeft,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news :  give  to  a  gracious  mefTage 
An  Hoft  of  tongues,  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themfelves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Mef.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Is  he  married  ? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worfer  than  I  do, 
If  you  again  fay,  Yes. 

Mef.  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo.  The  Gods  confound  thee!  doft  thou  hold  there 
ftill? 

Mef  Should  I  lie,  Madam? 

Cleo.  Oh,  I  would,  thou  didft  ; 
So  half  my  Mgypt  were  fubmerg'd,  and  made 
A  cittern  for  fcaPd  fnakes !  go  get  thee  hence, 
Hadft  thou  Narcijfus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldft  appear  mofl  ugly:  he  is  married? — ~ 

Mef.  I  crave  your  Highnefs'  pardon. 

Cleo.  He  is  married  ? 

Mef.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  you  $ 
To  puniih  me  for  what  you  make  me  do. 

Stems 
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Seems  much  unequal :  he's  married  to  Oclavia. 

Cleo.  Oh,  that  his  fault  fhould  make  a  knave  of  thee. 
That  art  not  what  thou'rt  fure  of!  —  Get  thee  hence, 
-  The  merchandifes,  thou  haft  brought  from  Rome, 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me  : 
Lye  they  upon  thy  hand,  and  be  undone  by  'em  ! 

[Exit  Me/. 

Char.  Good  your  Highnefs,  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praifing  Antony?  I  have  difprais'd  Cafar* 

Char.  Many  times,  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  am  paid  for  it  now :  lead  me  from  hence, 

J  faint  5  oh  Iras,  Charmian 'tis  no  matter, • 

Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas,  bid  him 

Report  the  feature  of  Oclavia,  her  years, 

Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 

The  colour  of  her  hair.     Bring  me  word  quickly,  — * 

Let  him  for  ever  go  —  let  him  not,  Charmian  ; 

Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 

The  other  way's  a  Mars.     Bid  you  Alexas 

Bring  word,  how  tall  fhe  is :  pity  me,  Charmian* 

But  fpeak  not  to  me.    Lead  me  to  my  chamber, 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Coajl  of  Italy,  near 

Mifenum. 

Enter  Pompey  and  Menas,  at  one  door,  with  drum  and 
trumpet :  At  another,  Caefar,  Lepidus,  Antony,  Eno- 
barbus,  Mecasnas,  Agrippa,  with  Soldiers  marching. 

"Pom.  VOUR  hoftages  I  have,  fo  have  you  mine* 
1     And  we  fhall  talk  before  we  fight. 
C<ef.  Moft  meet, 
That  firft  we  come  to  words  $  and  therefore  have  wc 
Gur  written  purpofes  before  us  fent ; 
Which,  if  thou  haft  confider'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tic  up  thy  difcontented  fword, 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth, 
That  elfe  muft  perifh  here. 

Pom.* 
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Pom.  To  you  all  three, 
The  Senators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  factors  for  the  Gods, —  I  do  not  know, 
Wherefore  my  Father  fhould  Revengers  want, 
Having  a  Son  and  Friends  j  fince  Julius  Ccefar^ 
(Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghofted,) 
There  faw  you  labouring  for  him.     What  was  it, 
That  mov'd  pale  Cajjius  to  confpire  ?  and  what 
Made  Thee,  all-honour'd,  honeft  Roman  Brutus^ 
With  the  arm'd  reft,  Courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol,  (2.8)  but  that  they  would 
Have  One  man,  but  a  man?  And  That  is  it, 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  Navy  :  At  whofe  burthen 
The  anger'd  Ocean  foams,  with  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  th'  ingratitude  that  defpiteful  Rome 
Caft  on  my  noble  Father. 

Caf\  Take  your  time. 

rfnt.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us,  Pompey^  with  thy  fails, 
We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  fea.  At  land,  thou  know'ft. 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed. 
Thou  doft  o'er-count  me  of  my  Father's  houfe. 
But  fince  the  cuckow  builds  not  for  himfelf. 
Remain  in't,  as  thou  may'ft. 

(2S) but  that  they  would 

Have  but  one  Man  a  Man  ?"]  What !  were  the  Confpirators  pre- 
fum'd  to  have  kill'd  Cafar,  becauie  they  would  have  hut  one  Man  a 
Man  r  What  Mock-reafoning  is  this  r  If  they  would  have  but  one  Man 
a  Man  (/,  e.  a  Man  '(at  sfe  •A  ,  eminent  above,  and  overtopping  all 
others  ;)  it  was  the  Height  of  Csefars  Ambition  to  be  fuch  a  One,  and 
therefore  They  mould  rather  lave  let  him  live.  We  find  CaJJius  com- 
plaining to  Brutus  of  this,  afpiiing  Spirit,  thefe  Aims  at  Supremacy,  in 

Cajar. 

When  could  they  fa  till now^  that  talk]d  c/*Rome, 

That  her  wide  Walls  encompafs 'd  but  one  Man  ? 
S:re,  I  think,  I  pointed  out  before  to  Mr.  Pope,  in  my  Shakespeare 
Rejlord,  the  true  Reading  of  this  PafTage,  from  the  two  elder  Folio's, 
would  he  but  have  embraced  it. 

—         ■— but  that  they  would 

Have  One  Mar  but  a  Man  P 
t.  e.  They  would  have  no  One  aim  at  arbitrary  Power,  and  a  Degree  of 
Preheminence  above  the  reft-.     What  did  they  kill  C&far  for,  but  to  pre- 
vent his  afpiring  above  his  fellow  Countrymen  ? 

Lep. 
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Lep.  Be  plcas'd  to  tell  us, 
(For  this  is  from  the  preient)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you. 

G<ef.  There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  intreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embrae'd. 

Caf.  And  what  may  follow 
To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom.  You've  made  me  offer 
Of  Sicily,  Sardinia-,  and  I  muft 
Rid  all  the  fea  of  Pirates  5  then  to  fend 
Meafures  of  wheat  to  Rome :  this  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhackt  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targe  undinted. 

Omnes.  That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know  then, 
I  came  before  you  here,  a  man  prepar'd 
To  take  this  offer:  But  Mark  Antony 

Put  me  to  fome  impatience. Though  I  lofe 

The  praife  of  it  by  telling,  you  muft.  know, 
When  Cafar  and  your  Brother  were  at  blows, 
Your  Mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey, 
And  am  well  ftudied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand : 
I  did  not  think,  Sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'th'  Eaft  are  foft  \  and  thanks  to  you, 
That  call'd  me  timelier  than  my  purpofe  hither; 
For  Fve  gain'd  by  it. 

C<ef.  Since  I  faw  you  laft, 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not, 
What  counts  hard  fortune  cafts  upon  my  facej 
But  in  my  bofom  fhe  mall  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vaiTal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  fo,  Lepidus,  thus  we  are  agreed : 
I  crave,  our  compofition  may  be  written 

And 
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And  fcal'd  between  us. 

Caf.  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom,  We'll  feaft  each  other,  ere  we  parr,  and  let's 
Draw  lots  who  fhall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Pom.  No,  Antony^  take  the  lot  : 
But,  firft  or  laft,  your  fine  JEgyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I've  heard,  that  Julius  Cafar 
Grew  fat  with  feafting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meaning,  Sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard. 
And  I  have  heard  Apollodorus  carried ■ 

Eno.  No  more  of  that :  he  did  fo. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you? 

Eno.  A  certain  Queen  to  C<efar  in  a  mattrefs. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now,  how  far'ft  thou,  Soldier? 

Eno.  Well; 
And  well  am  like  to  do  ;  for,  I  perceive. 
Four  Feafts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  make  thy  hand, 
I  never  hated  thee:  I  have  feen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir, 
I  never  lov'd  you  much,  but  I  ha'  prais'd  ye. 
When  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  muck 
As  I  have  faid  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainnefs, 
It  nothing  ill  becomes  theej 
Aboard  my  Galley  I  invite  you  all. 
Will  you  lead,  Lords? 

All.  Shew's  the  way,  Sir. 

Pom.  Come.      \_Exeunt.    Manent  Enob.  and  Menas. 

Men.  Thy  Father,  Pompeyy  would  ne'er  have  made 
this  Treaty. 
You  and  I  have  known,  Sir, 

Eno.  At  fea,  I  think, 

Men.  We  have,  Sir. 

Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  water, 

Mm* 
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Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  I  will  praiie  any  man  that  will  praife  me, 
though  it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  fomething  you  can  deny  for  your  own 
fafety :  you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  fea. 

Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  land-fervice  5  but  give  me 
your  hand,  Menas,  if  our  eyes  had  authority,  here 
they  might  take  two  thieves  kifling. 

Men.  All  mens  faces  are  true,  whatfoe'er  their  hands 
are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  ne'er  a  fair  woman,  has  a  true  face. 

Men.  No  flander, they  fteal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  forry  it  is  turn'd  to  a  Drink- 
ing.    Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

Eno.  If  he  do,  fure,  he  cannot  weep't  back  again. 

Men.  You've  faid,  Sir  j  we  look'd  not  for  Mark 
Antony  here 3  pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra? 

Eno.  defar^s  Siller  is  call'd  Oclavia. 

Men.  True,  Sir,  fhe  was  the  Wife  of  Caius Marcellus. 

Eno.  But  now  {he  is  the  Wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 

Men.  Pray  ye,  Sir? 

Eno.  9Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Cafar  and  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  Unity,  I  would 
not  prophefie  fo. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpofe  made  more 
in  the  marriage,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  fo  too.  But  you  ihall  find,  the  band, 
that  feems  to  tie  their  friendihip  together,  will  be  the 
very  ftrangler  of  their  amity  :  Oclavia  is  of  a  holy, 
cold,  and  ftill  converfation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  Wife  fo? 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himfelf  is  not  fo ;  which  is  Mark 
Antony.  He  will  to  his  ^Egyptian  Difh  again  5  then 
fhall  the  fighs  of  Oclavia  blow  the  fire  up  in  Cafar^ 
and,  as  I  faid  before,  that  which  is  theftrength  of  their 
amity,  ihall  prove  the  immediate  author  of  their  va- 
riance. 
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riance.  Antony  will  ufe  his  affection  where  it  is.  He 
married  but  his  occafion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  a- 
board  ?  I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno.  I  fhall  take  it,  Sir  :  we  have  os'd  our  throats 
in  JEgypt. 

Men.  Come,  let's  away.  .  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE,  on  Board  Pompey\r  Galley. 

Mufick  flays.     Enter  two  or  three  Servants  with  a 

Banquet. 

I  Ser.  TIERE  they'll  be,  man:  fome  o'their  plants 
JLJl  are  ill  rooted  already,  the  lead:  wind  i'th' 
world  will  blow  them  down. 

2  Ser.  Lepidus  is  high-colour'd. 

i  Ser.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Ser.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpofltion, 
he  cries  out,  no  more  \  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty, 
and  himfelf  to  th'  Drink. 

i  Ser.  But  it  raifes  the  greater  war  between  him  and 
his  difcretion. 

2  Ser.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 
fellowfrnp :  I  had  as  lievc  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me 
no  fervice,  as  a  Partizan  I  could  not  heave. 

i  Ser.  To  be  calFd  into  a  huge  fphere,  and  not  to 
be  feen  to  move  in'r,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  fhould 
be,  which  pitifully  difafler  the  cheeks. 

trumpets.     Enter  Casfar,    Antony,    Pompey,  Lepidus, 

Agrippa,  Mecaenas,  Enobarbus,  Menas,  with 

other  Captains. 

Ant.  Thus  do  they,  Sir  :  they  take  the  flow  o'th' 
Nile 
By  certain  fcale,  i'th' pyramid  5  they  know, 
By  th'  height,  the  lownefs,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth, 
Or  foizon,  follow.     The  higher  Nilus  fwells, 
The  more  it  promifes  5  as  it  ebbs,  the  Secdfman' 

Upon 
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Upon  the  flime  and  ooze  fcatters  his  grain, 
And  fhortly  comes  to  harveft. 

Lep.  You've  Arrange  Terpen ts  there. 

Ant.  Ay,  Lepldus. 

Lep.  Your  ferpent  of  Mgypt  is  bred  now  of  your 
mud  by  the  operation  of  your  Sun  j  fo  is  your  Croco- 
dile. 

Ant.  They  are  fo. 

Pom.  Sirrah,  fome  wine!  a  health  to  Lepidus- 

Lep.  I  am  not  fo  well  as  I  fhould  be  : 
But  I'll  ne'er  out. 

Eno.  Not  'till  you  have  flept>  I  fear  me,  you'll  be 
in,  'till  then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptolomy's  Py- 
ramids are  very  goodly  things  $  without  contradiction, 
I  have  heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey^  a  word.  \_Afide~ 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear,  what  is't? 

Men.  Forfake  thy  feat,  I  do  befeech  thee,  Captain, 
And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word. 

Pom.  Forbear  me,  'till  anon.  {JVbifpers* 

This  wine  for  Legidus.    . 

Lep.  What  manner  o'ching  is  your  Crocodile? 

Ant.  It  is  lliap'd,  Sir,  like  it  felf ;  and  it  is  as  broad 
as  it  hath  breadchj  it  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves 
with  its  own  organs.  It  lives  by  that  which  nou- 
riiheth  it;  and  the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it  trans- 
migrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of? 

Ant.  Of  it's  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  'Tis  a  flrange  ferpent. 

Ant.  'Tis  fo,  and  the  tears  of  it  are  wet» 

C<ef.  Will  this  defcription  fatisfie  him? 

Ant.  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  elfe  he 
is  a  very  Epicure. 

Pom..  Go  hang,  Sir,  hang  !  tell  me  of  that?  away! 
Do  as  I  bid  you.     Where's  the  Cup  I  call'd  for? 

Men.  If  for  the  fake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me5 
Rife  from  thy  ftool. 

Pom.  I  think,  thou'rt  mad  j  the  matter? 

VoL'  VL  S  Mm. 
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Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thou  haft  ferv'd  me  with  much  faith:  what's 
elfe  to  fay?  be  jolly,  Lords. 

Ant.  Thefe  quick-fands,  Lepidus9 
Keep  off  them,  'fore  you  fink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  world  ? 
Pom.  What  fay 'ft  thou? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  the  whole  world  ?  that's 
twice. 

Pom.  How  mall  that  be? 

Men.  But  entertain  it, 
And  though  you  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom.  Haft  thou  drunk  well? 

Men.  No,  Pompey^  I  have  kept  me  from  the  Cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'ft  be,  the  earthly  Jove: 
What  e'er  the  Ocean  pales,  or  Sky  inclips, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  ha't. 

Pom.  Shew  me  which  way. 

Men.  Thefe  three  Wo rld-fharers,  thefe  Competitors, 
Are  in  thy  Veffel.     Let  me  cut  the  cable  : 
And  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats: 
All  then  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  fhouldft  have  done, 
And  not  have  fpoken  on't.     In  me,  'tis  villany  ; 
In  thee,  't  had  been  good  fervice  :  thou  muft  know, 
'Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour  j 
Mine  honour,  it:  repent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  fo  betray'd  thine  a£b.     Being  done  unknown, 
I  mould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done  j 
But  muft  condemn  it  now.     Defift,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this, 
I'll  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more 5 
Who  feeks  and  will  not  take,-  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

jlnt.  Bear  him  afhoar,  I'll  pledge  it  for  himyPompey. 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill  'till  the  Cup  be  hidv 

Eno, 
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Eno.  There's  a  ftrong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Pointing  to  Lepidus. 

Men.  Why? 

Eno.   He  bears  the  third  part  of  the  world,  man! 
feeft  not? 

Men.  The  third  part  then  is  drunk  -,  would,  it  were  all* 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno.  Drink  thou,  encreafe  the  reels. 

Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  Feaft. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it  j  flrike  the  vefTels,  hoaV 
Here  is  to  defar. 

CJf.  I  could  well  forbear  itj 
It's  monltrous  labour  when  I  wafh  my  brain5 
And  it  grows  fouler.    . 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'th' time. 

Caf.  PofTefs  it,  I'll  make  anfwer;  but  I  had  rather 
fail  from  all,  four  days,  than  drink  fo  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  Emperor,'  fhall  we  dance  now 
the  ^Egyptian.  Bacchanals,  and  celebrate  our  Drink  ? 

Pomp.  Let's  ha*t,  good  Soldier. 

Ant.  Come^  let's  all  take  hands  5 
'Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  fteept  our  fenfe 
In  foft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands : 
Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  mufick^ 
The  while  I'll  place  you,  then  the  Boy  fhall  fing: 
(ip)  The  Holding  every  man  fhall  bear,  as  louct 
As  his  ftrong  fides  can  volly. 

[Mufick  plays.     Enobarbus  places 'them  hand  in  hand. 

(29)  The  Holding  e<vry.  Man  Jhall  beat  as  loud. 

As  his  ftrong  Sides  can  volly.]  A  Boy  is  defign'd  here  to  ling  a 
Song,  and  all  the  Company  are  to  join  in  the  Burthen,  which  the  Poet 
ftyles,  the  Holding.  But  how  were  they  to  heat  this  with  their  Sides  ? 
If  they  were,  at  a  certain  Part  of  the  Tune,  either  to  have  clap'd  their 
Hands,  or  ftamp'd  with  their  Feet,  I  fhould  have  underflood  this  as 
Beating.     I  am.  perfua'ded,  the  Poet  wrote  : 

The  Holding  evry  Man  /hall  bear,  as  loud 

As  his  ftrong  Sides  can  <volly.  ■    ■,      »....,,'. 

The  Brealt  and  Sides  are  immediately  concern'd  in  (training  to  ling  as 
loud  and  forcibly  as  a  Man  can.  So,  at  the  Huntfman's  Song,  in  As 
Tou  like  it,  we  find  inferted  by  way  of  marginal  Direction,  The  reft  Jhall 
bear  this  Burthen, 

3  2.  The 
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Come,  thou  Monarch  of  the  Vine? 
Plumpy  Bacchus  with  pink  eyne, 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  be  drown9 d: 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  crowrfd-t 

Cup  us,  'till  the  world  go  round ; 

Cup  us,  ytill  the  world  go  round. 

Caf.  What  would  you  more?  Pcmpey,  good  night. 
Good  Brother, 
Let  me  requeit  you  off*  our  graver  bufinefs 
Frowns  at  this  levity.     Gentle  Lords,  let's  part  5 
You  fee,  we  have  burnt  our  cheek.     Strong  Enobarbus 
Is  weaker  than  the  wind  >  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  fpeaksj  the  wild  difguife  hath  almoft 
Antickt  us  all.     What  needs  more  words  ?  good  night. 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 

J*om.  I'll  try  you  on  the  fhoar. 

Ant.  And  fhall,  Sir  >  give's  your  hand. 

Pom.  ($0)  Oh,  Antony,  you  have  my  Father's  houfe. 
But,,  what!  we're  friends  ;  come  down  into  the  boat. 

Eno. 

(30)  O  Anton}',  you  hate  my  Father  s  houfe  ; 

But,  <what V  wire  FHendsC)*  This  is  a  Reading  of  Mr.  Popes. 
as  I  conceive,  ex  phnitudine  fu&  potefiatis  ;  for  None  of  the  Copies, 
that  I  have  feen,  lend  it  any  Sanction.  Ke  imagines,  it  muft  be  hate, 
I  prefume,  becaufe  That  is  a  Contraft  to  Friends  in  the  eniueing  Verfe. 
But  I'll  be  bold  to  fay,  This  is  perverting  our  Author1*  Meaning.  Pom- 
pey  regretted  at  Jntonys  living  in  his  Father's  Houfe  :  and  retorts  upon 
him  for  it,  in  a  foregoing  Scene. 

Pomp.    — at  Land,  indeed, 

Thou  do  ft  dcrcouTtt  7ne  of  my  Father's  Houfe  : 
But  Jtnce  the  Cuckonv  builds  not  for  hi?nflf> 
■  Remain  int  as  Thou  mayf. 
Our  Poet  is  alluding  to  a  Witticifm  of  young  Pompeys,    which  has  de- 
fer v'd  the  Notice  of  many  of  the  Garlics.     Some  Readers  may  not  be 
di;pleasTd  to  have  the  Fad  fet  in  a  full  Light.     We  are  to  remember, 
there  was  a  Street  in  old  Rome  calPd  Carina  ;  (or  Ga/Jey-llreet,  as  we 
might  term  it;)  if  is  mention'd  by  Virgil  m  his  8th  JEneid. 
— .  ■  1     .  paffimque  armenta  evidebant 
Romano^  Fcro,  &  lautis  mugire  Car  in  is.  v.  360. 

And  it  is  iike-wite  mention'd  by  Horace  in  his  Epiiiles;- 

»■'•        t'i-  atque 
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Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not,  Menas* 
Men.  I'll  not  on  fhoar. 

No,  to  my  cabin thefe  drums! 

Thefe  trumpets,  flutes  !  what ! 
"Let  Neptune  hear,  we  bid  a  loud  farewel 
To  thefe  great  fellows.     Sound,  and  be  hang'd,  found 
out.  [Sound  a  flour ijh^  with  drums* 

Eno.  Hoo,  fays  3a !  .there's  my  cap. 
Men.  Hoa! noble  Captain,  come.  [Exeunt, 

-  atque  Fcro  nimium  dijlare  Carinas 

Jam  grandis  natu  querituf.  Lib.  I.  Ep.  Ja 

It  lay  in  a  Quarter  of  Rome,  betwixt  Mount  Efqui/in  and  Porta  Cape- 
na.  For  by  a  PalTage  in  Titus  Li-vius  (as  Monf.  Dacier  has  ofrferv'd  j)  it 
is  manifeft,  if  you  emer'd  the  City  at  Porta  Capena,  you  mull  go  thro' 
Carina  before  you  could  came  to  the  EJquiline  Quarter.  —  ■  Fulvius 

Flaccus  Porta  Capena  cum  Exercttu  Romarn  ingrejfus,  media  ur~be  per 
Carinas  Efquilias  contendit.  The  Koufes  there,  as  Servius  tells  us, 
were  built  in  Refemblance  of  Gallies.  So  much  as  to  the  Situation,  and 
R=aron  of  the  Name.  We  are  now  to  remember,  that  Pompey  the 
Great  had  a  fine  Houfe  in  this  Street;  which,  after  his  Death,  Antony 
got  PofTeihon  of,  and  pretended  he  would  purchafe,  tho1  he  never  paid 
for  it.  This  was  a  double  Heart-burning  to  young  Pompey.  When 
therefore  ( upon  an  Interview  had  for  Accommodation  of  Differences, ) 
Pompey  was  to  treat  03a<vius  Cifar  and  Antony,  he  appointed  the  Enter- 
tainment on  Board  his  VelTels,  and  faid  farcafcically,  Thefe  are  nonv  my 
Gallies  ;  meaning  he  had  loll  his  Houfe  in  Ga/ley-ftreet.  Velleius 
Paterculus  has  recorded  this  Story,  and  explain'd  the  Satire.  >  In 

Carinis  fuis  fe  ccenam  dare.  Referens  hoc  Dictum  ad  loci  nomen  in 
quo  pateina  Pomus  ah  Antonio  pojjldehatur.     But  it  is  Hill  more  plainly 

told  in  a  Supplement  to  jfurelius  Viclor. — -  Pace  facia  epulatus  in 

Na<vi  cum  Antonio  &  Casfare,  non  in-venufe  ait,  Has  hint  meae  Cari- 
na: quia  Romse  in  Carinis  domum  ejus  Antonius  tenebat.  Plutarch 
has  taken  Notice  of  the  Satire,  but  dU  not  know  how  to  transfufe  the 
Equivocal  Joak,  lying  in  the  Word  Carina.  But  Dion  Caffius,  in  the 
48th  Book  of  his  Roman  Hiftory,  has  been  exprefs  in  .the  Story,  and 
ventured  to  explain  the  Ambiguity  in  which  the  Satire  confifted.  To  this 
noted  Witticifm,  I  iniift,  our  Author  is  alluding  ;  and  it  is  very  artful, 
as  well  as  natural,  in  the  Poet  to  make  young  Pompey  fay,  confidering  he 
Jiad  this  particular  Injury  fo  much  at  Heart, 

0  Antony,  you  have  my  father  s  Houfe. 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE,   a  Camp  in  a  Part  of  Syria. 

Enter  Ventidius,  as  after  Conqueft  -,  the  dead  body  of  Pa- 

corus  borne  before  himy  Silius,  Roman  Soldiers^ 

and  Attendants. 

Ventidius. 

NOW,  darting  Parthia^   art  thou  ftruck;  and 
now 
Pleas'd  Fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crajfus'  death 
Make  me  revenger.     Bear  the  King's  fon's  body 
Before  our  Hoft  ;  thy  Pacorus^  Orodes9 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  CraJJus, 

Sit.  Noble  Ventidius , 
Whilft  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  fword  is  warm, 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow  :  Spur  through  Mediay 
Mefopotamia^  and  the  fhelters  whither 
The  routed  fly.     So  thy  grand  Captain  Antony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  Oh  Silius  ^  Silius  ^ 
I've  done  enough.     (31)  A  lower  place,  note  well, 
May  make  too  great  an  aft:  for  learn  this,  £tlius9 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 

(31)  ■  A  lonuer  Place,  note  ivell, 

May  make  too  great  an  Acl.~]  Plutarch  particularly  takes  notice, 
that  Ventidius  was  careful  to  act  on)y  on  Lieutenantry  ;  and  cautious  of 
aiming  at  any  Glory  in  his  own  Name  and  Perfon.  But  the  Sentiments, 
he  throws  in  here,  Teem  directly  copied  from  Quintus  Curtius,  in  Anti- 
paters  Behaviour  with  Regard  to  Alexander. 

Et  quanquam  Fortuna  return  placebat,  invidiam  tameny  quia 

majores  res  erant,  quam  quas  Praefecti  modus  caperet,  metuebat.  Quippe 
Alexander  hojles  <vinci  "joluerat ;  Antipatrum  njicijfe  ne  tacitus  quidem 
indignabatur  1  fuas  demptum  gloriae  exiftimans,  quicquid  ceffifiet  aliens. 
Itaque  Antipater,  qui  probe  nojjit  Spiritum  ejus,  non  eft  aufus  ipfe  agere 
arbitha  victorias.  Lib.  VI.  cap.  1. 

Acquire 
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Acquire  too  high  a  fame,  when  he,  we  ferve,  9s  away. 
Cafar  and  Antony  have  ever  won 
'  More  in  their  officer,  than  perfon.     SqJJiuSj 
One  of  my  Place  in  Syria^  his  Lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown, 
Which  he  atchiev'd  by  th'  minute,  loft  his  Favour. 
Who  does  i'th'  wars  more  than  his  Captain  can, 
Becomes  his  Captain's  Captain  :  and  ambition, 
(The  foldier's  virtue)  rather  makes  choice  of  lols, 
Than  gain  which  darkens  him. 
J  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good, 
$ut  'twould  offend  him  ;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  perifh. 

SiL    Thou    haft,   Ventidius^    That,    without    the 
which  (jzj 
A  foldier  and  his  fword  grants  fcaree  diftin&ion : 
Ttiou  wilt  write  to  Antony  ? 

Fen.  I'll  humbly  fignifie  what  in  his  name, 
That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effefted  ; 
How  with  his  Banners,  and  his  well-paid  Ranks, 
The  ne'er-yet- beaten  Horfe  of  Parthia 
We've  jaded  out  o'th'  field. 

SiL  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Fen.  He  purpofeth  to  Athens -/with,  what  hafte 
The  weight  we  muft  convey  with's  will  permit, 
We  {hall  appear  before  hirn.     On,  there j  **- —  pafs 
along.  \Exeunt9 

{3  2)  Thou  baft,  Ventidius,  That,  without  the  which 

A  Soldier  and  his  Snvord grants  fcaree  DiJiinclion!\ 
This  is  obfeurely  expreffed,  but  the  Meaning  muft  be  this.  "  Thou  hail 
"  That,  Ventidius,  which,  if  Thou  hadft  not,  there  is  fcaree  any  Dif- 
"  Unction  betwixt  a  Soldier  and  his  Sword  :  they  are  equally  cutting 
"  and  fenfelefs.  But  what  Thing  is  That  here  meant?  Why,  Wii- 
<f  dom,  or  a  Knowledge  of  the  World.  Ventidius  had  told  him  the 
"  Reafon,  why  he  did  not  purfue  his  Advantages,  upon  which  his  Friend 
"  pays  him  this  Compliment :  'Tis  Wifdom  makes  the  Man  y  without 
V  That,  the  Soldier  and  his  Sword  are  equally  two  fenfelefs  Pieces  of 
(t  Matter.  Mr.  Warburto,n. 
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SCENE    changes  to  Rome. 

Enter  Agrippa  at  one  dcor,  Enobarbus  at  another. 

Agr.  \\7  H  A  T,  are  the  brothers  parted  ? 

VV       Eno.  They  have  difpatch'd  with  Pompey^ 
he  is  gone, 
The  other  three  are  fealing.     O&avia  weeps, 
To  part  from  Rome  :  Car  far  is  lad  :  and  Lepidus 
Since  Pompey's  feaft,  as  Menas  fays,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  (icknefs. 

Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Em.  A  very  fine  ones  oh,  how  he  loves  Cafar! 

Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony  ! 

Eno.  Ctefar?  why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr.  What's  Antony,  the  God  of  Jupiter  ? 

Eno.  Speak  you  of  Csefar?  oh!  the  non-pareilf 

Agr.  Oh  Antony^  oh  thou  Arabian  bird  ! 

Eno.  Would  you  praife  Cafar^  fay, C<efar,    go 

no  further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  plied  them     both    with    excellent 
praifes. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  Cxfar  beft,  yet  he  loves   Ant 
Ho!  hearts,    tongues,    figure,    fcnbes,    bards,    poto, 

cannot 
Think,  fpeak,  cart,  write,  fing,  number,  ho! 
His  love  to  Antony.     But  as  tor  Cafar^ 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  winder 

Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  ihards,  and  he  their  beetle  >  (o  — 
This  is  to  horfe  j  adicu^  noble  y/grippa.  [Trumpets, 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  foldier,  and  farewel. 

Enter  Casfur,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  O&avia. 

Ant.   No  farther,   Sir. 

Caf.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  my  Mf: 
Ufe  me  well  in't.   Sitter,  prove  fuch  a  wife 
As  my  "thoughts  make  thee,   and  my  fartheft  bond 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  a;  proof.     Mofl:  noble  Antony, 

Let 
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Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  fet  (33) 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  love, 
j  To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  Ram  to  batter 
The  Fortrefs  of  it :  for  better  might  we 
"  Have  lov'd  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cheriftit. 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  diiiruft. 

Caf.    I've  faid. 

Ant.  You  fhall  not  find. 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,   the  leaft  caufe 
For  what  you  fecm  to  fear*  fo  the  Gods  keep  you, 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends! 
We  will  here  part. 

C<ef.  Farewel,  my  deareft  filler,  fare  thee  well ; 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  fpirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well. 

Off.  My  noble  brother !    • 

Ant.  The  April's  in  her  eyesj  it  is  love's  Spring, 
And  thefe  the  fhowers  to  bring  it  on  5  be  chearful. 

Off.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  houfe  5  and  — - 

C<ef.  What,  Offavia? 

Off.  I'll  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue  5    the  fwan's  down- fea- 
ther, 
That  (lands  upon  the  fwell  at  full  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.  Will  Ca?far  weep  ? 

(33)  Let  not  the  Piece  of  Virtue,  <whicb  is  fet 

Betwixt  us,  as  the  Cement  of  our  Love, 

To  keep  it  builded)  he  the  Ram  to  hatter 

The  Fortune  of  it  :  — •  ] 
There  is  no  Confonance  of  Metaphor  preferv'd  in  the  Clofe  of  this 
Sentence  ;  Lo<ve  is  here  prefemed  under  the  Image  of  a  Fabrick  ;  and 
Cement,  builded,  and  the  Ram  to  batter,  have  all  an  Agreement  with 
this  Image  :  but  what  Analogy  is  there  to  This,  in  the  Word  For- 
tune ?  Or  what  Idea  can  the  Fortune  of  a  Building  furnilh  ?  I  cor- 
rected fome  Years  ago,  in  Print^  by  Conjecture,  Fortrefs :  and  to  my 
Satisfaction,  fo  foon  as  I  was  Mailer  of  the  firft  Folio  Edition,  upon 
confuting  it,  I  found,  I  had  itruck  out  the  true  Reading. 

Jgr, 
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Agr.  He  has  a  cloud  in's  face. 

Eno.  He  were  the  worfe  for  that,  were  he  a  horfe  j 
So  is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agr.  Why,  Enobarbus  ? 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Cafar  dead, 
He  cried  almoft  to  roaring  5  and  he  wept, 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  (lain. 

Eno.  That  year,   indeed,    he   was    troubled  with  a 
rheum, 
What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  waiPd  > 
Believe't,  'till  I  wept  too.  (54) 

Caf.  No,  fweet  Oclavia^ 
You  fhall  hear  from  me  ftill  j  the  time  fhall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come,  Sir,  come, 
I'll  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love. 
Look,  here  I  have  you  j  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  Gods. 

cJf.  Adieu,  be  happy! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  Stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way ! 

Caf.  Farewel,  farewel !  [Kiffes  O&avia. 

Ant.  Farewel!  [Trumpets  found.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Talace  in  Alexan- 
dria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  \\7  HERE  is  the  fellow  ? 

VV       Alex.  Half  afraid  to  come. 
Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to  j  come  hither,  Sir. 

(34)  Believe 7,  till  I  weep  too."]  I  have  ventur'd  to  alter  the  Tenfe  of 
the  Verb  here,  againit.  the  Authority  of  all  the  Copies.  There  was  no 
Senfe  in  it,  I  think,  as  it  ftood  before.  Enobarbus  would  fay,  "  Indeed, 
"  Antony  feemM  very  free  of  his  Tears  that  Year ;  and  believe  me, 
"  feewailM  all  theMifchiefs  he  did,  till  I  my  felf  wept  too".  This  ap- 
pears to  me  very  iarcaftical.  Antony's  Tears,  he  would  infer,  were  dif- 
iembled  :  but  Enobarbus  wept  in  real  Compaflion  of  the  Havock  and 
Slaughters  committed  on  his  Countrymen. 


Enter 
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Enter  the  Meffenger  as  before. 
Alex.  Good  Majefty ! 
Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  head 
I'll  have;  but  how?  when  Antony  is  gone, 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it :  — -  Come  Thou 
near. 
Mef.  Moft  gracious  Majefty,*    ■   ■  ^ 
Cleo.  Didft  thou  behold, 
Oclavia  ? 
Mef.  Ay,  dread  Queen. 
Cleo.  Where? 
Meff.  In  Rome,  Madam. 
I  lookt  her  in  the  face :  and  faw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 
Cleo.  Is  flie  as  tall  as  me  ? 
Mef  She  is  not,  Madam. 
Cleo.  Didft  hear  her  fpeak?  is  flie  flirill-tongu'd,  or 

low? 
Mef.  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak,  flie  is  low-voic'd. 
Cleo.  That's  not  fo  good ;   he  cannot  like  her  long. 
Char.  Like  her?  oh  Ifisf  'tis  impoflible. 
Cleo.  I  think  fo,   Charmian  j    dull   of  tongue    and 
dwarfifh. 
What  Majefty  is  in  her  gate?  remember, 
If  e'er  thou  look'dft  on  Majefty. 

Mef.  She  creeps  ; 
Her  motion  and  her  ftation  are  as  one  : 
She  (hews  a  body  rather  than  a  life, 
A  ftatue  than  a  breather. 
Cleo.  Is  this  certain? 
Mef.  Or  I  have  no  obfervance. 
Char.  Three  in  Mgypt 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing, 
I  do  perceive5 1  5  there's  nothing  in  her  yet. 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment.   * 
Char.  Excellent. 
Cleo.  Guefs  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 

"fef. 
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Mef  Madam,  fhe  was  a  widow. 

Cleo.  Widow  ?  Charmian^  hark. 

Mef  And  I  do  think,  file's  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear'ft'thou  her   face  in  mind?   is't  long,  or 
round  ? 

Mef  Round  even  to  faultinefs. 

Cleo.  For  th'  moll  part  too, 
They're  foolilh  that  are  fo.  Her  hair,  what  colour? 

Mef.  Brown,  Madam*  and  her  forehead 
As  low  as  fhe  would  wifh  it. 

Cleo.  There's  gold  for  thee. 
Thou  mult  not  take  my  former  fharpnefs  ill, 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again  $  I  find  thee 
Moft  fit  for  bufinefs.     Go,  make  thee  ready  $ 
Our  letters  are  prepar'd. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed,  he  is  foj  I  repent  me  much, 
That  fo  I  harried  him.  Why,  methinks,  by  him, 
This  creature's  no  fuch  thing. 

Char.  O,  nothing,  Madam. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  feen  fome  Majefty,   and  mould 
know. 

Char.  Hath  he  feen  Majefty?  Jfis  elfe  defend! 
And  ferving  you  fo  long  ? 

Cleo.  I've  one  thing  more   to   ask    him  yet,    good 
Charmian : 
But  'tis  no  matter,  thou  malt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write  :  all  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you.  Madam.  \JLxeuntt 

f 

SCENE    changs  to  Athens. 

Enter  Antony  and  O&avia. 

Ant.  \J  AY,  nay,  Oclavia,  not  only  That, 

JL N   That  were  excufable,    rI  hat  and  thoufands 
more 
Of  femblable  import,  but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gainft  Pompey,  made  his  Will  and  read  it 
To  publick  ear^fpoke  fcantily  of  me  $ 

When 
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When  perforce  he  could  not 

But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  ficidy 

He  vented  them  \  moil  narrow  meafure  lent  me; 

When  the  belt  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took't,  (jf) 

Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

Oft.  Oh,  my  good  lord, 
Believe  not  all  •,  or  if  you  mud  believe, 
Stomach  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady, 
If  this  divifion  chance,  ne'er  flood  between, 
Praying  for  both  parts :  the  good  Gods  will  mock  me, 
When  I  fball  pray,  "  oh,  blefs  my  lord  and  husband ! 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
u  Oh,  blefs  my  brother!"  Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays,  and  deftroys  the  prayer  >  no  midway 
'Twixt  thefe  ext  reams  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  Ottavia^ 
Let  your  beft  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  feeks 
Be  ft  to  preferve  it :  if  I  lofe  mine  honour, 
I  lofe  my  felfj  better  [  were  not  yours, 
Than  yours  fo  branchlefs.      But  as  you  requefted, 
Your  ielf  mall  go  betwecn's  j  the  mean  time,  lady, 
I'll  raife  the  preparation  of  a  war,  (36) 

Shall 

{35)   When  the  hef  Hint  <waigi<v'n  him,  he  o'erlook'd, 
Or  did  it  from  his  Teeth  J 
The  firft  Folio  reads,  not  look  d.      Dr.  Thirlhy  advis'd  the  Emendation 
which  I  have  inferted  in  the  Text. 

(36)    '—  -  The  mean  time,  Lady, 

Til  raife  the  Preparation  of  a  War, 
Shall  itain  xour  Brother ;] 
Thus  the  printed  Copies  unanimously.  Bnt,  fure,  Ant3nJ\  whofe  Bu- 
finefs  here  is  to  mollify  Oflavia,  does  it  with  a  very  ill  Grace:  and 
.'tis  a  very  odd  way  of  fancying  her,  to  tell  her,  the  War,  he  raifes, 
RxaWflain.  i.  e.  call  an  Odium  upon  her  Brother.  I  have  no  Doubt, 
but  we  muft  reach  with  the  Addition  only  of  a  lingle  Letter, 

Shall  ftrain your  Brother.  -  ' 
i.  e.  Shall  lay  him  under  Constraints  ;  mall  put  him  to  fuch  Shifts, 
that  he  fhall  neither  be  able  to  make  a  Progrefs  againll,  or  to  preju- 
dice, Me.  And  this  Emendation  is  precifely  consonant  to  what  Plu- 
tarch fays ;  that  Olavius,  understanding  tne  fudden  and  wonderfull 
Preparations  of  Antony,  was  not  a  little  aftonifh'd  at  it ;  for  he  him- 
felf  was  in  many  Wants ;  and  the  People  were  forely  opprefs'd  with 
the  great  and    grievous  Exa&ions  of   Money.      For  every  Perfon  of 

Condition 


27*>     Antony  ^Cleopatra. 

Shall  ftrain  your  brother j  make  your  fooneft  haftcj 
So,  your  defires  are  yours. 

Oft.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 
The  Jove  of  Power  make  me,  moil  weak,  moft  weak, 
Your  reconciler!  wars  'twixt  you  'twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  ihould  cleave,   and  that  flain  men 
Should  folder  up  the  rift. 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  difpleafure  that  way  ;    for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  fo  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your  Going; 
Chufe  your  own  company,  and  command  what  coil 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  \Exeuni* 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros. 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros  ? 

Eros.  There's  ftrange  news,  come,  Sir. 

Eno.  What,  man? 

Eros.  Cafar  and  Lepidus  have  made  war  upon  Pom* 
pey.  _ 

Eno.  This  is  old  5  what  is  the  fuccefs  ? 

Eros.  C^far,  having  made  ufe  of  him  in  the  wars 
'gainft  Pompey,  prefently  denied  him  rivalry,  would  not 
let  him  partake  in  the  glory  of  the  action  >  and  not 
refting  here,  accufes  him  of  letters  he  had  formerly 
wrote  to  Pompey.  Upon  his  own  appeal,  feizes  him ; 
fo  the  poor  Third  is  up,  'till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eno.  Then  would  thou  had'ft  a  pair  of  chaps,  no 
more,  and  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  haft, 
they'll  grind  the  other.     Where's  Aitony  ? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden  thus  *  and  fpurns 
The  rufh  that  lies  before  him.     Crys,  'c  fool  Lepidus  f 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer, 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  Navy's  rigg'd. 

Eros.  For  Italy  and  defary  more,  Dofnitius\ 

Condition  was  oblig'd  to  furnifh  the  fourth  part  of  his  Goods  arid  Re- 
venues ;  and  the  very  Libertines  (i.  e.  thefe,  whefe  Fathers  had  once 
been  Bondmen,  and  were  enfranchised)  were  taxed  an  eighth  part  of 
all  their  Goods  ;o  be  railed  at  one  Payment. 

My 
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My  lord  defires  you  prefently  j  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'Twill  be  naught}   but  let  it  be 5  bring  me  to 
Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Talace  in  Rome. 

Enter  Csefar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecsenas. 

C*f.  /"^Ontemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this,  and 

V.J         more, 
In  Alexandria  $  here's  the  manner  of  it: 
I'th*  market-place  on  a  Tribunal  filver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himfelf  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publickly  enthron'd  j   at  the  feet,  fat 
Cafario,  whom  they  call  my  father's  fon  j 
And  all  the  unlawful  iflue,  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'ftablifhment  of  ALgypt^  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Abfolute  Queen. 

Mec.  This  in  the  publick  eye? 

Caf.  Pth'  common  fhew-place,  where  they  exercife. 
His  fons  were  there  proclaim'd  the  Kings  of  Kings  ; 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia 
He  gave  to  Alexander  %  to  Ptolemy  he  affign'd 
Syria,  C facia,  and  Phoenicia :  fhe 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  Goddefs  I/is 
That  day  appear'd,  and  oft  before  gave  audience, 
As  'tis  reported,  fo. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus  inform'd. 

Agr.  Who,  queafie  with  his  infolence  already, 
Will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Caf.  The  people  know  it,  and  have  now  receiv'd 
His  accufations. 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accufe  ? 

Caf.  defar  i  and  that  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  fpoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'th'  Ifle.    Then  does  he  fay,  he  lent  me 

Some 
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Some  Shipping  unreftor'd.  Laftly,  he  frets, 
That  Lepidus  of  the  Triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd  3  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr.  Sir,  this  fhould  be  anfwer'd. 

C#f.  'Tis  done  already,  and  his  meflenger  gone: 
I  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel  5 
That  he  his    high  authority  abus'd, 
And  did  deferve  his  Change.  For  what  I've  conquer'd, 
I  grant  him  part  ;  but  then  in  his  Armenia^ 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  Kingdoms,  I 
Demandthe  like. 

Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that. 

G*f.  Nor  muft  he  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  Octavia,  with  attendants. 

Ocla.  Hail,  Cafar^  and   my  lord  !    hail,    moft    dear 
Cafar  ! 

Caf.  That  ever  I  fhould  call  thee  Caft-away! 

Ocl.  You  have  not  call'd  me  fo,  nor  have  you  caufe. 

Caf.  Why  haft  thou  itoPn  upon  us  thus?  you  com£ 
not 
Like  Csefar's  fifter;  the  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  ufher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach, 
Long  ere  me  did  appear.      The  trees  by  th'  way 
Should  have  borne  men,  and  expectation  fainted, 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not.     Nay,  the  duft 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  roof  of  heav'n, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops  >  but  you  are  come  (57) 

A 

(37)  "-"■"• ' hut  you  are  come 

A  Market maid  to  Rome;  and  have  prevented 
'The  Oftentation  of  our  Love,  nubich  left  unjbewn^\ 
This  dragging,  inharmonious  Alexandrine,  I  am  perfwaded,  is  the  Ma- 
nufacture of  our  Player-Editors.      They  lovM  a  founding  Word  ;    and 
feeing  One  that  did  not  fo  fully  anfwer    that  End,  and  one  that  they, 
perhaps,  were  not  immediately  acquainted  with,  they,  doubtlefs,  took 
it  for  an  Abbreviation.     I  dare  fay,  the  Poet  wrote; 
The  Oflent  of  our  Love,  which,   left  unjhevjn, 
i.  e.  the  ihewing,  Token,  Demonitration  of  our  Love:  and  he  ufes  it 

Both 
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A  market- maid  to  Rome,  and  have  prevented 
1  The  oftent  of  our  love  j  which,  left  unfliewn, 
Is  often  left  unlov'd  j    we  fliould  have  met  you 
By  fea  and  land,  fupplying  every  flage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Off.  Good  my  lord. 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  conftrain'd,  but  did  it 
On  my  free  will.     My  lord,  Mark  Antony^ 
Hearing  that  you  prepar'd  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieving  ear  withal  >  whereon  I  begg'd  ] 

His  pardon  for  return, 

Ca?f.  Which  foon  he  granted,  (38) 
Being  an  ObftrucT:  'tween  his  lull  and  him. 

Off.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  lord. 

Both  in  thefe  Acceptations,  and  likewife  to  fignify  Oilentation.     The 
Alexandrine  therefore  is  wholly  unneceffary. 
Merchant  of  Venice: 

Vfe  all  tV  Obfer<vance  of  Civility, 

Like  one  nvell  jludied  in  a  fad  Oftent 

To  pleafe  his  Grandam. 
And  again ; 

Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chief  eft  Thoughts 

To  Courtjbip,  andfuch  fair  Oltents  of  Love, 

As  Jball  conveniently  become  you  there. 
And  in  K.  Henry  V. 

Giving  full  Trophy,  Signal,  and  Oftent, 

Quite  from  himfelf  to  God. 
{38)  . Which  foon  he  granted, 

Being  an  Abftraft  ytvoeen  his  Luft  and  him!\ 
Antony  very  foon  comply'd  to  let  Oclavia  go,  at  her  Requefl,  fays 
Ctefar ;  and  why  ?  Becaufe  me  Was  an  ahftracl  between  his  inordi- 
nate Paffion  and  him.  li  Mr.  Pope,  or  any  other  of  the  Editors  un- 
derlie nd  this,  I'll  willingly  fubmit  to  be  taught  the  Meaning:  but  till 
then,  I  mult  believe,  the  Poet  wrote ; 

Being  an  Obftruft  'tween  his  Luft  and  him. 
i.  e.  His  Wife  being  an  Obftru&ion,  a  Bar,  to  the  Profecution  of  his 
wanton  Pleafures  with  Cleopatra.  And  I  am  the  rather  convinc'd 
that  this  is  the  true  Reading,  becaufe  Mr.  Warhurton  ftarted  the  E- 
mendation  too,  unknowing  that  I  had  meddled  with  the  PafTage.  And 
the  judicious  Readers  of  Shakefpeare  muft  have  obferv'd,  that  he  is 
fond  of  coming  Subftantives  out  of  Verbs  without  giving  them  the 
Deflections  of  Nouns :  So  He  ufes  Affecls  for  Affeclions,  Impreffe  for 
ImpreJJion,  Impofe  for  Impoftion,  Sollicits  for  Pollicitations,  Compare  for 
Comparifon,  Proteft  for  Proteftation,  Depart  for  Departure,  Effufe  for 
Effufion,  Prepare  for  Preparation,  Accufe  for  Accufation,  &c.  &c. 

Vol.  VI.  T  C*f. 
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Caf.  I  have  eyes  upon  him, 
And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind: 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Oft.  My  lord,  in  Athens, 

C<ef.  No,  my  mo  ft  wronged  filler  5  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore,  who  now  are  levying 
The  Kings  o'th'  earth  for  war.     He  hath  aflembled 
Bocchus  the  King  of  Libya,  Archelaus 
Of  Cappadocia,  Philadelphos  King 
Of  Paphlagonia;  the  fhracian  King  Adullas^ 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia,  King  of  Pont9 
Herod  of  Jewry,  Mithridates  King 
Of  Comagene,  Polemon  and  Amintas, 
The  King  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia^ 
With  a  more  larger  lift  of  fcepters. 

Oft.  Ay  me,  moft  wretched, 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends, 
That  do  afflict  each  other! 

Caf.  Welcome  hither  j 
Your  letters  did  with-hold  our  breaking  forth, 
'Till  we  perceiv'd,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led, 
And  we  in  negligent  danger  j  cheer  your  heart. 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,   which  drives 
O'er  your  content  thefe  ftrong  neceflities  5 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  Deftiny 
Hold  unbewaird  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome% 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought  j  and  the  high  Gods,  (30) 
To  do  you  juftice.  make  their  minifters 
Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.     Be  of  comfort, 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

(39)  and  tbe  high  Gods, 

To  do  you  juftice,  make  his  Minifters 
Of  Us,  and  thofe  that  lonjeyou] 
Why  muft   Shakefpeare  be  guilty  of   fuch  an    obvious  falfe  Concord  ? 
the  high  Gods  make  his  Minifters  P    He  has  not  writ  thus  in  a  Parallel 
Paflage  ;  and  therefore  tfce  Abfurdity  ought  to  be  laid  to  the  Editors. 

Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  flaking,  and  the  Pow'rs  above 
Put  on  their  Inftruments.  Macbeth. 

Jgr. 
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Agr.  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you  % 
-  Only  th'  adulterous  Antony^  moft  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off, 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull, 
That  nofes  it  againft  us. 

Ocl    Is  it  fo,  Sir? 

Caf.  It  is  moil  certain :  filter,  welcome  \  pray  you, 
Be  ever  known  to  patience.     My  dear'ft  fifter! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,  near  the  Promontory  of  Aftium. 

Enter  Cleopatra  and  Enobarbus. 

Cleo.  I  will  be  even  wi:h  thee,  doubt  it  not. 

Eno.  But  why,  why,  why  ? 

Cleo   Thou  haft  forefpoke  my  being  in  thefe  wars  5 
And  fay'ft,  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno.  Well ;  is  it,  is  it  ? 

Cleo.  Is't  not  denoune'd  againft  us?  why  fliould 
not  we  be  there  in  perfon? 

Eno.  Well,  I  could  reply j  if  we  (hould  ferve  with 
horfe  and  mares  together,  the  horfe  were  merely  loft* 
the  mares  would  bear  a  foldier  and  his  horfe. 

Cleo.  What  is't  you  fay  ? 

Eno.  Your  prefence  needs  muft  puzzle  Antony  5 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from's  time, 
What  fhould  not  then  be  fpar'd.     He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  levity,  and  'tis  faid  in  Rome^ 
That  Photinus  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
Manage  this  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Rome^  and  their  tongues  rot 
That  fpeak  againft  us!  A  charge  we  bear  i'thV  warj 
And,  as  the  Prefident  of  my  Kingdom,  will  I 
Appear  there  for  a  man.     Speak  not  againft  it, 
I  will  not  ftay  behind. 

Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 

Eno.  Nay,  I  have  done:  here  comes  the  Emperor. 

Ant.  Is  it  not  ftrange,  Canidius^ 

T  x  That 
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That  from  Tarentum^  and  Brundufiurn, 

He  could  fo  quickly  cut  th'  Ionian  fea, 

And  take  in  Toryne?  You  have  heard  on't,  Sweet? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd 
Than  by  the  negligent. 
jjfwt.  A  good  rebuke, 
Which  might  have  well  becom'd  the  bed  of  men 
To  taunt  at  flack nefs.     Canidius^  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  fea. 
Cleo.  By  fea,  what  elfe? 
Can.  Why  will  my  lord  do  fo  ? 
Ant.  For  That  he  dares  us  to't. 
Em.  So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  fingle  fight. 
Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battel  at  Pharfalia, 
Where  Cafar  fought  with  Pompey.     But  thefe  offers, 
Which  ferve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  makes  off* 
And  fo  fhould  you. 

Eno.  Your  mips  are  not  well  mann'd, 
Your  mariners  are  muliteers,  reapers,  people 
Ingroft  by  fwift  imprefs.     In  CJfar's  fleet 
Are  thofe,  that  often  have  'gainft  Pompey  fought  5 
Their  fhips  are  yare,  yours  heavy  :  no  difgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refufing  him  at  fea, 
Being  prepar'd  for  land. 
Ant.  By  fea,  by  fea. 

Eno.  Mod  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  foldierfhip  you  have  by  land  5 
Diftfact  your  army,  which  doth  moft  confift 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen  :  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge  $    quite  forego 
The  way  which  promifes  aflurance,  and 
Give  up  your  Self  meerly  to  chance  and  hazard, 
From  firm  fecurity. 
Ant.  I'll  fight  at  fea. 

Cleo.  I  have  fixty  fails,   Cafar  none  better. 
Ant.  Our  overplus  of  fhipping  will  we  burn, 
And,  with  the  reft  full-mann'd,  from  th'  head  ofAclium 
Beat  the  approaching  Ctefar.    But  if  we  fail, 
We  then  can  do't  at  land. 

.    Enter 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Thy  bufinefs? 

Mef.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord  -9   he  is  defcried  j 
Cafar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  perfon  ?  'tis  impofliblc. 
Strange,  that  his  Power  fhould  be  fo.     Canidius9 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  flialt  hold  by  land, 
And  our  twelve  thoufand  horfe.    We'll  to  our  fhip, 
Away,  my  "Thetis  ! 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

How  now,  worthy  foldier  ? 

Sold.  Oh  noble  Emperor,  do  not  fight  by  Tea, 
Truft  not  to  rotten  planks  :   do  you  mifdoubt 
This  fword,  and  thefe  my  wounds  ?  let  the  JEgyptiam 
And  the  Phoenicians  go  a  ducking :  we 
Have  us'd  to  conquer  ftanding  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 
Ant.  Well,  well,  away. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  Cleo.  and  Enob. 
Sol.  By  Hercules^  I  think,  I  am  i'th'  right. 
Can.  Soldier,  thou  artj   but  his  whole  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't :  fo  our  leader's  led, 
And  we  are  womens  men. 
Sold.  You  keep  by  land 
The  legions  and  the  horfe  whole,  do  you  not? 

Can.  Marcus  Oclaviusy  Marcus  Jufieiusy 
Publico^  and  Ccelius^  are  for  fea  : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.    This  fpeed  of  C<efar*§ 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome9 
His  Power  went  out  in  fuch  diffractions  as 
Beguil'd  all  fpies. 
Can.  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you? 
Sold.  They  fay,  one  Taurus. 
Can.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

T  5  Enter 
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Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  The  Empefor  calls  Canidius. 
Can.  With  news  the  time's  in  labour,  and  throes 
forth, 
Each  minute,  fome.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Caefar,  with  his  army  marching. 

C<ef.  *taurup? 

Taur.  My  lord. 

Caf.  Strike  not  by  land.   Keep  whole,  provoke  not 
battel, 
'Till  we  have  done  at  fea.    Do  not  exceed 
The  prefcript  of  this  fcroul  :    our  fortune  lyes 
Upon  this  jump.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  fquadrons  on  yond  fide  o'trT  hill, 
In  eye  of  Cxfar's  battle  >  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  fhips  behold, 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 

Canidius,  marching  with  his  land' army  oneway  over  the 
ft  age  ;  and  Taurus,  the  lieutenant  of  Casfar,  the  other 
way :  after  their  going  in,  is  heard  the  noife  $f  a  fea- 
fight.    Alarum.    Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught,  I  can  behold  no 
longer  j 
Th'  AntoniaS)  the  ^Egyptian  admiral, 
With  all  their  fixty,  flie,  and  turn  the  rudder: 
To  fee't,  mine  eyes  are  blafted. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Scar.  Gods  and  Goddefles, 
All  the  whole  Synod  of  them ! 

Eno.  What's  thy  paffion  ? 

Scar.  The  greater  can  tie  of  the  world  is  loft 
With  very  ignorance  >  we  have  kifs'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  Provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar. 
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Scar,  On  our  fide  like  the  token'd  peftilence, 
Where  death  is  fure.     Your  ribauld  nag  of  JEgypt9 
(Whom  leprofie  o'ertake!)  i'th'  midft  o'th'  fight, 
(When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd 
Both  as  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  elder  j) 
The  breeze  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June* 
Hoifts  fails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld; 
Mine  eyes  did  fieken  at  the  fight,  and  could  noC 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loofr, 
The  noble  ruin  of  her  magick,  Antony^ 
Claps  on  his  fea-wing,  like  a  doating  mallard^ 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her: 
I  never  faw  an  a£tion  of  fuch  fhame ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour  ne'er  before 
pid  violate  fo  it  felf. 

Eno.  Alack,  alack, 

Enter  Canidius0 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  fea  is  out  of  breathy 
And  finks  moft  lamentably.     Had  our  General 
Been  what  he  knew  himfelf,  it  had  gone  well; 
Oh,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Moft  grofly  by  his  own. 

Eno.'  Ay,  are  you    thereabouts  ?   why  then,   good 
night,  indeed. 

Can.  Toward  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tis  eafie  to't. 
And  there  I  will  attend  what  further  comes. 

Can.  To  C<efar  will  I  render 
My  legions  and  my  horfe  j  fix  Kings  ajready 
Shew  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I'll  yet  follow 
The  wounded  chance  of  Antony^    though  my  reafoq 
Sits  in  the  wind  againft  me.  [Exeunt  r  fever 'ally. 

Enter  Antony,  with  Eros  and  other  attendants. 

Ant.  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  MpQn'£s 
U  is  afham'd  to  bear  me.  Friends,  come  h^her. 
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I  am  So  kted  in  the  world,  that  I 
Have  loft  my  way  for  ever.     I've  a  fhip 
Laden  with  gold,  take  That,   divide  it  5  flie, 
And  make  your  peace  with  Cafar, 

Omnes.  Fly !  not  we. 

Ant.  I've  fled  my  felf,  and  have  inftru&ed  cowards 
To  run,  and  fhew  their  moulders    Friends,  be  gone. 
I  have  my  felf  refolv'd  upon  a  courfe, 
Which  has  no  need  of  you.     Be  gone, 
My  treafure's  in  the  harbour.     Take  it- — —oh, 
I  follow'd  That  I  blulh  to  look  upon  ; 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rafhnefs,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doating.     Friends,  be  gone;   you  fhall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  fome  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you,  look  not  fad? 
Nor  make  replies  of  lothnefs  >  take  the  hint, 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims.     Let  them  be  left, 
Which  leave  themfelves.  To  the  fea-fide  ftraight-way  : 
I  will  poflefs  you  of  that  fhip  and  treafure. 

Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little  \  pray  you  now ■ 

Nay,  do  fo  j  for,  indeed,  I've  loft  command. 
Therefore,  I  pray  you  ■  I'll  fee  you  by  and  by. 

\Sits  down. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  led  by  Charmian  and  Iras,  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him,  comfort  him. 

Iras.  Do,  moft  dear  Queen. 

Char.  Dor  why,  what  elfe  ? 

Cleo.  Let  me  fit  down  5  oh  Juno  / 

Ant.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Eros.  See  you  here,  Sir! 

Ant.  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Char.  Madam ■ 

Iras.  Madam,  oh  good  Emprefs! 

Eros.  Sir,  Sir. 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes  5  he  at  Philippi  kept 
His  fword  e'en  like  a  dancer,  while  I  ftrook 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Caffius*  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  5  he  alone 

Dealt 
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Dealt  on  lieutenantry,  and  no  pra&ice  had 
>  In  the  brave  fquares  of  war  j  yet  now  —  no  matter- 
ed. Ah,  ftand  by. 

Eros.  The  Queen,  my  lord,  the  Queen 

Jras.  Go  to  him,  Madam,  fpeak  to  him, 
He  is  unqualified  with  very  fhame. 

Cleo.  Well  then,  fuftain  me;  oh ! 

Eros.  Moft  noble  Sir,  arife,  the  Queen  approaches  j 
Her  head's  declin'd,  and  death  will  feize  her,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  reputation  j 
A  moft  unnoble  fwerving  <— — 

Eros.  Sir,  the  Queen. 

Ant.  O  whither  haft  thou  led  me,  jEgypt  ?  fee, 
How  I  convey  my  fhame  out  of  thine  eyes  5 
By  looking  back  on  what  I've  left  behind, 
'Scroy'd  in  difhonour. 

Cleo.  Oh,  my  lord,  my  lord ; 
Forgive  my  fearful  fails ;  I  little  thought, 
You  would  have  folio w'd. 

Ant.  jEgypt^  thou  knew 'ft  too  well, 
My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  ty'd  by  th'  ftring, 
And  thou  fhould'ft  towe  me  after.  O'er  my  fpirit 
The  full  fupremacy  thou  knew'ftj  and  that 
Thy  Beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  Gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  Oh,  my  pardon. 

Ant.  Now  I  muft 
To  the  young  man  fend  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  fhift  of  lownefsj  who, 
With  half  the  bulk  o'th'  world,  play'd  as  I  pleas'd, 
Making  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know, 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror}  and  that 
My  fword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  caufe. 

Cleo.  O,  pardon,  pardon. 

Ant.  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  fay  ;   one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  loft :  give  me  a  kifs, 
Even  this  repays  me.' 
We  fent  our  Schoolmafter  5  is  he  come  back  ? 

Love, 
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Love,  I  am  full  of  lead ;  fome  wine, 

Within  there,  and  our  viands :  Fortune  knows, 

We  fcorn  her  moft,  when  moft  (he  offers  blows. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    changes  to  CsefarV  Camp. 

Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  DoJabella,Thyreus,w//^  others. 

C<ef.  T    ET  him  appear,  that's  come  from  Antony* 
Ilj    Know  you  him  ? 
Dol.  Cafar9  'tis  his  Schoolmafter ; 
An  argument  that  he  is  pluckt,  when  hither 
He  fends  fo  poor  a  pinnion  of  his  wing, 
Which  had  fuperfluous  Kings  for  meffengers, 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Amb  ajfador  from  Antony. 

Ctef.  Approach  and  fpcak. 

Amb,  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony  : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends, 
As  is  the  morn-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  tea. 

Caf.  Be't  fo,  declare  thine  office. 

Amb.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  falutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Mgypt,  which,  not  granted, 
He  leiTens  his  requefts,  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heav'ns  and  earthy 
A  private  man  in  Athens:  this  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confcfs  thy  Greatnefs ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might,  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolomies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Caf  For  Antony^ 
I  have  no  ears  to  his  requeft.     The  Queen 
Of  audience,  nor  defire,    (hall  fail  5  fo  (he 
From  ALgypt  drive  her  all-difgraced  friend, 
Or  lake  his  life  there.    This  if  (he  perform, 
She  (hall  not  fue  unheard.     So  to  them  Both. 

Amb.  Fortune  purfue  thee ! 

Caf 
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Caf.  Bring  him  through  the  bands : 

[Exit  Ambajfador. 
To  try  thy  eloquence  now  'tis  time ;  difpatch, 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra^  promife;         [To  Thyreus. 
And,  in  our  name,  when  flie  requires,  add  more, 
From  thine  invention,  offers.     Women  are  not 
In  their  beft  fortunes  ftrongj   but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne'er-touch'd  vcftal.  Try  thy  cunning,  Thyreus  % 
Make  thine  own  edi&  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  anfwer  as  a  law. 

Thyr.  Cafar^  I  go. 

Caf.  Obferve,  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw  5 
And  what  thou  think'fthis  very  action  fpeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 
;  Thyr.  Cafar^  I  fliall.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    changes  to  Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Geo.  iTTTHAT  fliall  we  do,  Enobarbus? 
W    Eno.  Think,  and  die. 

Cleo.  Is  Antony ,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reafon.     What  although  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whole  feveral  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  why  fhould  he  follow  you  ? 
The  itch  of  his  affeftion  fhould  not  then 
Have  nickt  his  captainfhip  5  at  fuch  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  being 
The  meered  queftion.    'Twas  a  fhame  no  lefs 
Than  was  his  lofs,  to  courfe  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  with  the  Ambajfador. 

Ant.  Is  that  his  anfwer  ? 
Amb.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  The  Queen  {hall  then  have  courtefie, 
So  fhe  will  yield  us  up. 

Amb. 
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Amb.  He  fays  fo. 

Ant.  Let  her  know't. 
To  the  boy  C<efar  fend  this  grizled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wifhes  to  the  brim 
With  Principalities. 

Cleo.  That  head,  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  To  him  again ;  tell  him,  he  wears  the  rofe 
Of  youth  upon  him  j  from  which,  the  world  fhould 

note 
Something  particular  $  his  coyn,  fhips,  legions, 
May  be  a  coward's,  whofe  minifters  would  prevail 
Under  the  fervice  of  a  child,  as  foon 
-As  i'th'  command  of  C<efar.     I  dare  him  therefore 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart, 
And  anfwer  me  declin'd,  fword  againft  fword, 
Our  felvcs  alone  >  I'll  write  it?  follow  me. 

\_Exit  Antony. 

Eno.  Yes,  like  enough  5   high-battel'd  Caefar  will 
Unftate  his  happinefs,  and  be  ftag'd  to  th'  fhew 
Againft  a  fworder.  —  I  fee,  mens  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes,  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 
To  fuffer  all  alike.     That  he  ihould  dream, 
Knowing  all  meafures,  the  full  C<efar  will 
Anfwer  his  emptinefs !  —  Cafar9  thou  haft  fubdu'd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  meffenger  from  Ctefar. 

Cleo.  What,  no  more  ceremony  ?  fee,  my  women,-— 
Againft  the  blown  rofe  may  they  flop  their  nofe, 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds.      Admit  him,  Sir. 

Eno.  Mine  honefty  and  I  begin  to  fquare }  (40) 

The 

(40)  Mine  Honefty  and  I  bey  in  to  fquare  ; 

The  Loyalty,  nvell  held  to  Fools,  does  make 
Our  Faith  meer  Folly :  &c.  j 
If  I  fee  any  thing  of  the   Poet's  Sentiment  in   this   Paflage,    Both  the 
Text  and    Pointing  are  (lightly  deprav'd  ;    and,  I    think,  I  have  re- 
form'd  Both  juftly.     After  Enobarbus  has  faid,   that  his  Honefty   and 
he  begin  to  quarrel,  (i.  e.  that  his  Reafon  mews  him  to  be  miftaken  in 

his 
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Tho*  loyalty,  well  held,  to  fools  does  make 
Our  faith  mcer  folly  :  yet  he,  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fall'n  lord, 
Do's  conquer  him  that  did  his  mafter  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'th'  ftory. 

Enter  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Cafar's  Will  ? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo.  None  but  friends ;  fay  boldly. 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.  He  needs  as  many,  Sir,  as  Cue  far  has  : 
Or  needs  not  us.  If  Cafar  pleafe,  our  mafter 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend  5  for  as  you  know, 
Whofe  he  is,  we  are,  and  that's  Ctffar's. 

Thyr.  So. 
Thus  then,  thou  moft  renpwn'd,  Ctefar  intreats, 
Not  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  ftand'ft 
Further  than  he  is  Ctefar. 

Cleo    Go  on  ;  —  right  royal. 

Thyr.  He  knows  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Cleo.  Oh!  [Afide. 

Thyr.  The  fears  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Do's  pity,  as  conftrained  blemifhes, 
Not  as  deferv'd. 

Cleo.  He  is  a  God,  and  knows 
What  is  moft  right.     Mine  honour  was  not  yielded, 
But  conquer'd  meerly. 

Eno.  To  be  fure  of  that,  ■■ 

I  will  ask  Antony. Sir,  thou'rt  fo  leaky, 

That  we  muft  leave  thee  to  thy  finking,  for 

Thy  deareft  quit  thee.  {Exit  Eno. 

his  firm  Adherence  to  Antony^  he  immediately  falls  into  this  gene- 
rous Reflexion :  "  Tho'  Loyalty,  xlubbornly  preferv'd  to  a  Mafter  in 
"  his  declhVd  Fortunes,  feems  Folly  in  the  Eyes  of  Fools;  (i.  e,  Men, 
"  who  have  not  Honour  enough  to  think  more  wifely ;)  yet  he,  who 
"  can  be  fo  obftinately  loyal,  will  make  as  great  a  Figure  on  Record,  as 
"  the  Conqueror. 

Thyr. 


z%6     Antony  WCleopatra, 

fhyr.  Shall  I  fay  to  Cafar 
Whac  you  require  of  him?   he  partly  begs, 
To  be  defir'd  to  give.     It  much  would  pleafe  him, 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  would  make  a  ftafF 
To  lean  upon.     But  it  would  warm  his  fpirits, 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony \ 
And  put  your  felf  under  his  fhrowd,  the  univerfal  land- 
lord. 

Gleo.  What's  your  name? 

tfhyr.  My  name  is  fhyreus. 

Cleo.  Moft  kind  mefTenger,  (41) 
Say  to  great  Cafar  this ;  in  Deputation 
I  kifs  his  conquering  hand  :    tell  him,  I'm  prompt 
To  lay  my  Crown  at's  feet,   and  there  to  kneeh 
Tell  him,  that  from  his  all-obeying  breath 
I  hear  the  doom  of  Mgypt. 

Thyr.  'Tis  your  nobleft  courfe  : 
Wifdom  and  fortune  combating  together,* 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  fhake  it.    Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Ctefar's  father  oft, 
When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  Kingdoms  in, 

(41)  Moji  kind  MeJJenger  ; 

Say  to  great  Caefar  this  in  Difputation, 

/  kifs  his  conquring  hand : } 
Again,  the   Pointing  and  Text  muft  be  corrected.     If  the  Sagacious 
Editors  can  reafonably  expound  Difputationy  here,  I  allow  them  to  fee 
farther  into  a  Millftone  than  I   pretend    to  do.     The  Poet  certainly 
wrote,  (as  Mr.  Warburton  likewife  faw,  we  muft  reftore;) 
Moji  kind  Meffenger, 

Say  to  great  Caefar  this ;  in  Deputation 

/  kifs  his  conquring  hand : 
i.  e.  by  Proxy  ;  I  depute  you  to  pay   him  that   Duty  in  my   Name. 
Our  Author  has  employ'd  this  Word  in  fev'ral  other  Paflages. 

Lent  him  our  Terror,  dreji  him  with  our  Lo<ve$ 

And  giv*n  his  Deputation  all  the  Organs 

Of  our  own  Powr.  Meaf.  for  Meaf. 

jnd  that  his  friends  by  Deputation 

Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn.  1  Henry  IV. 

Of  all  the  Fans  rites,  that  the  abfent  King 

In  Deputation  left  behind  him  here.  Ibid.. 

'-  Sometimes,  great  Agamemnon, 

Thy  toplefs  Deputation  he  puts  on.  Troilus,  &c.  &c. 

Beftow'd 
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Beftow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kiffes. 

Enter  Antony,  and  Enobarbus. 
Ant.  Favours!  by  Jove*  that  thunders.- 


[Seeing  Thyreus  kifs  her  hand. 
What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Thyr.  One  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fullelt  man,  and  worthieft 
To  have  Command  obcy'd. 

Eno.  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ant.  Approach  there  —  ah,  you  kite  !  now,  Gods 
and  Devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me  of  late. — When  I  cry'd,  hoa ! 
Like  boys  unto  a  mufs,  Kings  would  ftart  forth, 
And  cry,  your  will  ?  have  you  no  ears  ? 
I'm  Antony  yet.    Take  hence  this  y^,and  whip  him* 

Enter  Servants. 

Eno,  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  ftars! 

Whip  him: We're' c  twenty  of  the  greateft  Tribu- 
taries 
That  do  acknowledge  Ccefar,  mould  I  find  them 
So  fawcy  with  the  hand  of  She  here,  (what's  her  name, 
Since  me  was  Cleopatra?)  —  whip  him,  fellows  — 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  fee  him  cringe  his  face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy.     Take  him  hence. 

^Thyr.  Mark  Antony - 

Ant.  Tug  him  away  5  being  whipp'd, 
Bring  him  again  :  this  Jack  of  Cafar\  fhall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him.  [Exeunt  with  Thyreus, 

You  were  half  blafled,  ere  I  knew  you :  ha  ! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpreft  in  Rome, 
Forborn  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 
And  by  a  jem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  Feeders  ? 

Cleo.  Good  my  Lord,  — — * 

Ant. 
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Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever. 
But  when  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grow  hard, 
(Oh  mifery  on't ! )  the  wife  Gods  feal  our  eyes 
In  our  own  filch,  drop  our  clear  judgments,  make  us 
Adore  our  errors,  laugh  at's  while  we  ftrut 
To  our  confufion. 

Cleo.  Oh,  is't  come  to  this  ? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morfel,  cold  upon 
Dead  C<efar\  trencher  :  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey*s;  befides  what  hotter  hours, 
Unregiftred  in  vulgar  fa-me,  you  have 
Luxurioufly  pickt  out.     For  I  am  fure, 
Though  you  can  guefs  what  temperance  fhould  be. 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  ? 

Ant.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards. 
And  fay,  God  quit  you,  be  familiar  with 
My  play-fellow,  your  hand  3  this  kingly  feal. 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts!  — O  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Bafan,  to  out-roar 
The  horned  herd,  for  I  have  favage  caufe ! 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare  about  him.     Is  he  whipp'd? 

Re- enter  a  Servant \  "with  Thy  reus, 

Ser.  Soundly,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Cry'd  he?  and  begg'd  a'  pardon? 

Serv.  He  did  ask  favour. 

Ant.  If  that  thy  Father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  waft  not  made  his  Daughter  5  and  be  thou  forry 
To  follow  Cafar  in  his  Triumph,  fincc 
Thou  haft  been  whipp'd  for  following  him.    Hence- 
forth, 
The  white  hand  of  a  Lady  feaver  thee, 

Shake  to  look  on't. Go  get  thee  back  to  Ccefar^ 

Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  look,  thou  fay, 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him  :     For  he  feems 
Proud  and  difdainful,  harping  on  what  I  am, 

Not 
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Not  what  he  knew  I  was.     He  makes  me  angry $ 
And,  at  this  time,  moft  cafie  'tis  to  do't: 
When  my  good  liars,  that  were  my  former  guides, 
Have  empty  left  their  Orbs,  and  mot  their  fires 
Into  the  abyfm  of  hell.     If  he  miilike 
My  fpeech,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus  my  enfranchised  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleafure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 

As  he  mall  like,  to  quit  me.     Urge  it  thou  : 

Hence  with  thy  ftripes,  be  gone.  [_Exit  Thyreus, 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet  ? 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene  Moon  is  now  eclips'd, 
And  it  portends  alone  the  Fall  of  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  muffc  flay  his  time. — 

Ant.  To  flatter  Cafar^  would  you  mingle  eyes 
"With  one  that  tyes  his  points? 

Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me ! 

Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  fo, 
From  tny  cold  heart  let  heaven  ingendcr  hail, 
And  poiion't  in  the  fource,  and  the  firft:  fione 
Drop  in  my  neck 5  as  it  determines,  fo 
DifTblve  my  life !  the  next  Cefario  fmite  ! 
'Till  by  degrees  rhe  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  ^Egyptians  all, 
(4i)  By  the  difcandying  of  this  pelletted  florm, 

Lie 

(42)  By  the  difcattering  of  this  pelletted  Storm,']  This  Reading  we  owe 
firft,  I  prefume,  to  Mr.  Rowe:  and  Mr.  Pope  has  very  faithfully  fall'n 
into  it.  The  old  Folio's  read,  difcandering  :  from  which  Corruption 
both  Dr.  thirlby  and  I  faw,  we  muft  retrieve  the  Word  with  which  I 
have  reform'd  the  Text.  Cleopatra 's  Wifh  is  this;  that  the  Gods  would 
ingender  Hail  and  poyfon  it ;  and  that  as  it  fell  upon  her  and  her  Sub- 
jects, and  melted,  their  Lives  might  determine,  as  That  difTolv'd  and 
difcandied  :  the  congealing  of  the  Water  into  Hail  he  metaphorically 
calls  candying  :  and  it  is  an  Image  he  is  fond  of,  in  feveral  other  Para- 
ges.    So,  in  the  next  Act  of  this  very  Play  ; 

*  'The  Hearts, 

'  ■■   to  <whom  I  gave 

Their  Wijhes,  do  di (candy,  melt  their  Sweets 

On  blojfoming  Casfar. 

ten  Conferences,  that  fiand  "'twixt  me  and  Milan, 
Candied  be  they,  and  melt  ere  they  mole/},                         TempeiL 
Vo  l.  VI.  U  •  ~ Wi/i 


2  5>o     Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

Lie  gravelefs  •,  'till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey ! 

Ant.  I'm  fatisfied  : 
Ca?far  fets  down  in  Alexandria^  where 
I  will  oppofe  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held  \  our  fever'd  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  float,  threatning  moft  fea-like. 
Where  haft  thou  been,  my  heart  ?doft  thou  hear,  Lady  ? 
If  from  the  field  I  fhould  return  once  more 
To  kifs  thefe  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood  j 
I  and  my  fword  will  earn  my  chronicle  5 
There's  hope  in't  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  Lord. 

Ant.  I  will  be  treble-finew'd,  hearted,  breath'd, 
And  fight  malicioufly  :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ranfome  lives 
Of  me  for  jeftsj  but  now  I'll  let  my  teeth, 
And  fend  to  darknefs  all  that  flop  me.     Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night :  call  to  me 
All  my  fad  Captains,  fill  our  bowls  5  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birth-day  5 
I  had  thought,  t'have  held  it  poor:  But  fince  my  Lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  We  will  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  Captains  to  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Do  fo,  we'll  fpeak  to  them,  and  to  night  I'll 
force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  fears.     Come  on,   my 

Queen  j 
There's  fap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I'll  make  Death  love  me :  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  peftilent  fcythe.  [_Exeunt. 


nuill  the  cold  Brook, 


Candied  <with  tee,  cavjdle  thy  Momin?  Tajie 

To  cure  thy  oer- night's  Surfeit?  Timon  of  Athens. 


No,  let  the  candied  Tongue  lick  ahfurd Pomp',  Hamlet. 

ry  IV. 

Em* 


Why,  what  a  deal  of  candied  Courtefie 

Tois  fawning  Greyhound  then  did  proffer  me  !  I  Henry  IV. 
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Eno.  Now  he'll  out-ftare  the  lightnings  to  be  fu- 
rious, 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear;  and,  in  that  mood, 
The  dove  will  peck  the  eflridge;  and  I  fee  ftill, 
A  diminution  in  our  Captain's  brain 
Reftores'  his  heart  3  when  valour  preys  on  reafon, 
It  eats  the  fword  it  fights  with  :  I  will  feek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  {Exit. 


A    C    T      IV. 

SCENE,    Cxfax's  Camp. 

Enter  Csefar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecsenas,  with  their  Army. 
C^efar  reading  a  Letter. 

C  m  i  a  &. 

HE  calls  me  boy,  and  chides  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  out  of  JEgypt.     My  meflenger 
He  hath  whipt  with  rods,  dares  me  to  perfo- 
nal  Combat, 
Cafar  to  Antony.     Let  the  old  ruffian  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die:  mean  time, 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec.  Cafar  mult  think, 
When  One  fo  Great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  Boot  of  his  Diffraction:  never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  it  felf. 

Ccsf.  (45)  Let  our  bell  heads 
Know  that  to  morrow  the  laft  of  many  battels 
We  mean  to  fight.     Within  our  files  there  are 

Of 

(43)  — — —  Let  our  heft  Heads  knonv, 
That  to  morrow  the  laft  of  Battles 

We  tnean  to  fight, .}  I  might  very  reafonably  return' Mr.  Pope  one 

U  2  o£ 
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Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.  See,  .it  be  done  $ 
And  feaft  the  army  -y  we  have  ftore  to  do't, 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  wafte.     Poor  Antony  !  ' 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE,  the  Talace  in  Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian, 
Iras,  Alexas,  with  others. 

^nt*  YJ  ^  w*^  not  %nt  with  me,  Domitius. 
O     Eno.  No. 

Ant.  Why  fhould  he  not  ? 

Eno.  He  thinks, -being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune, 
He's  twenty  mea  to  one. 

Ant.  To  morrow,  Soldier, 
By  fea  and  land  Pll  fight :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight  well? 

•  Eno.  I'll  ftrike,  and  cry,  "  take  all. 

Ant.  Well  faid,  cpme  on  : 
Call  forth  my  houfhold  fervants,  let's  to  night 

Enter  Servants. 

Be  bounteous  at  our  meal.     Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  haft  been  rightly  honeft  ;  fo  haft  thou, 
And  thou,  and  thou,  and  thou :  you've  ferv'd  me  well, 
And  Kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cleo.  What  means  this? 

Eno.  'Tis  one  of  thofe  odd  tricks,  which  Sorrow  flioots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honeft  too  : 
I  wifh,  I  could  be  made  fo  many  men  5 

of  his  own  Civilities  here,  and  fay,  the  intermediate  Line  is  in  his  Ear 
a  Verfe.  But  I  have  a  better  Opinion  ef  his  Ear  than  I  have  of  his 
htdujlry,  one  of  the  Qualifications  neceffary  to  a  good  Editor.  A  fmall 
O^fervation  of  the  Meafure,  mix'd  with  a  little  Diligence  in  collating, 
might  have  taught  him  to  regulate  the  Lines,  and  to  nave  avoided  this 
hobbling,  inharmonious,  Momter  of  a  Verfe. 

And 
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And  all  of  you  clapt  up  together  in 
An  Antony  ;  that  I  might  do  you  fervice, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Omnes.  The  Gods  forbid ! 
.    Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to  night  % 
Scant  not  my  cups,  and  make  as  much  of  me 
As  when  mine  Empire  was  your  fellow  too. 
And  fuffer'd  my  command. 

Cko.  What  does  he  mean? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to  night  5 
'May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty ; 
Haply,  you  fhall  not  fee  me  more 5  or  if,; 
A  mangled  fhadow.     It  may  chance  to  morrow, 
You'll  ferve  another  m after.     I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honeft  friends3    . 
I  turn  you  not  away  5  but  like  a  mafter 
Married  to  your  good  fervice,  flay  till  death : 
Tend  me  to  night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  Gods  yield  you  for't  ! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  Sir, 
To  give  them  this  difcomfort  ?  look,  they  weep. 
And  I,  an  afs,  am  onion-ey'dj  for  fhame, 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho!  • 

Now  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus ! 
Grace  grow,  where  thofe  drops  fall !  my  hearty  friends^ 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  fenfe ; 
I  fpake  t'  you  for  your  comfort,  did  defire  you 
To  burn  this  night  with  torches :  know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to  morrow,  and  will  lead  you, 
Where  rather  I'll  expecl:  victorious  life, 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  fupper,  come, 
And  drown  confideration,  {Exeunt, 


U  3  SCENE 
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SCENE,  a  Court  of  Guard  before  the  Talace. 

Enter  a  company  of  Soldiers. 

i  Sold.   TJRother,  good  night:  tomorrow  is  the  day. 
O     z  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  Fare 
you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  ftrange  about  the  ftreets? 
i  Sold.  Nothing:  what  news? 

%  Sold.  Belike, 'tis  but  a  rumour;  good  night  to  you. 
i  Sold.  Well,  Sir,  good  night. 

[fthey  meet  with  other  Soldiers. 
z  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  watch. 
I  Sold.  And  you,  good  night,  good  night. 

\jThey  place  themfelves  in  every  corner  of  the  ftage. 
%  Sold.  Here,  we  5  and  if  to  morrow 
Our  Navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfolute  hope 
Our  Landmen  will  ftand  up. 

1  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 

[Mufick  of  the  hautboys  is  under  the  f-?e> 
z  Sold.  Peace,  what  noife  ? 
1  Sold.  Lift,  lift  ! 
z  Sold.  Hark ! 

1  Sold.  (44)  Mufick  i'th'  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

It  fignes  well,  do's  it  not? 
z  Sold.  No. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  I  fay  :  what  fhould  this  mean? 

2  Sold.  'Tis  the  God  Hercules,  who  loved  Antony^ 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.  Walk,  let's  fee  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do. 

(44)   1  Sold.  Mufldi'th"  Air.- 

3  Sold.  Under  the  Earth. 


It  Tings  well,  does  it  not  Y\  Sings  well  ?  Tho'  this  may  poffi- 
b!v  be  a  technical  J  erm,  fometimes  apply'd  to  inftrumental  Mufick  ;  yet 
we  owe  irhere,  as  we  do  fo  many  other  Abfurdkies,  to  the  Indolence  or 
Ignorance  of  our  modern  Editors.  The  old  Impreilions  concur  in  read- 
ing, as   I   h-ve  reltor'd  the  Text ; 

Jt  fignes  <will,  does  it  not  ? 
i.  e.  Is  it  a  good  Omen?  Does  it  portend  well  to  our  General  ? 

i  Sold. 
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z  Sold.  How  now,  mailers?  [Speak  together. 

Omnes.  How  now  ?  how  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ? 
i  Sold.  Is't  not  ftrange  ? 

3  5VJ.  Do  you  hear,  matters  ?  do  you  hear? 

i  Sold.  Follow  the  noife  fo  far  as  we  have  quarter, 
Let's  fee  how  'twill  give  off. 

Omnes.  Content :  'tis  ftrange.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Cleopatra'/  Talace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  others. 

Ant.  Eros j  mine  armour,  Eros. 

Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,   my  chuck  :    Eros,  come,  mine  armour^ 

Eros. 

Enter  Eros. 

Come,  my  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron  on; 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to  day,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  brave  her.     Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  I'll  help  too,  Antony. 
What's  this  for?  ah,  let  be,  let  bej  thou  art 
The  armourer  of  my  heart  %  —  falfe,  falfe  \  this,  this ;  *— 
Sooth-la,  I'll  help  :  thus  it  rnufr.  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well,  we  fliall  thrive  now  ; 
Seelt  thou,  my  good  fellow?  Go,  put  on  thy  defences, 

Eno.  Briefly,  Sir. 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well  ? 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely: 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  pleafe 
To  dofPt  for  our  repofe,  fhall  hear  a  fto'rra. 
Thou  fumbleft,  Eros\  and  my  Queen's  a  Squire 
More  tight  at  this  than  thou 5  difpatch.     O  Love! 
That  thou  could'ft  fee  my  wars  to'  day,  and  knew'ft 
The  royal  occupation  5  thou  fliould'ft  fee 
A  workman  in't. 
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Enter  an  armed  Soldier. 

Good  morrow  to  thee,  welcome  ; 
Thou  look'ft  like  him,  that  knows  a  warlike  Charge : 
To  bufinefs  that  we  love  we  rife  betime, 
And  go  to't  with  delight. 
Sold.  A  thoufand,  Sir, 
Early  though't  be,  have  on  their  rivetted  trim, 
And  at  the  Port  expect  you.    {Shout.  Trumpets  flour ijh. 

Enter  Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Cap.  The  morn  is  fair ;  good  morrow.  General ! 

All.  Good  morrow,  General ! 

Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  Lads. 
This  morning,  like  the  fpirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 
So,  fo;  come,  give  me  that,  —  this  way  —  well  (aicL 
Fare  thee  well,  Dame,  what  e'er  becomes  of  me, 
This  is  a  Soldier's  Kifs :  rebukeable, 
And  worthy  fhameful  check  it  were,  to  fland 
On  more  mechanick  compliment  :  I'll  leave  ti.ee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  Heel.     You,  that  will  fight, 
Follow  me  clofe,  I'll  bring  you  to't :  adieu.     [_Exeunt. 

Char.  Pleafe  you  to  retire  to  your  chamber? 

Clco.  Lead  me  : 
He  goes  forth  gallantly :  That  he  and  Ca?far  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  flngle  fight ! 
Then,  Antony ,  • but  now, well,  on.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Camp. 

Trumpets  found.    Enter  Antony,  and  Eros  5  a  Soldier 

meeting .  them. 

Sold.  (45*)  '"'jp HE  Gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to 
JL  Antony ! 

Ant. 

(45)  Eros.  The  Gods  maks  This  a  happy  Day  to  Antony  !]  'Tis  evident, 
as  Dr.  Thirlby  likewife  conjeclur'd,  by  what  Antony  immediately  replies, 
that  this  Line  mould  not  be  placed  to  Eros,  but  to  the  Soldier,  who,  be- 
fore the  Battle  of  Atiiunu  advis'd  Antony  to  try  his  Fate  at  Land. 

Sold. 
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Ant.  Would,  thou  and  thofe  thy  fears  had  once  pre- 
To  make  me  fight  at  land  !  [van  d 

Eros.  Hadit  thou  done  fo, 
The  Kings,  that  have  revolted,  and  the  Soldier, 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  ftill 
Follow'd  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

Eros.  Who? 
One  ever  near  thee.     Call  for  Enoharhus^ 
He  fhall  not  hear  thee  j  or  from  Gafaf%  Camp 
Say,  u  I  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  fay'ft  thou? 

Sold.  Sir, 
He  is  with  Ctefar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chefts  and  treafure 
He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone? 

Sold.  Moil  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  EroSy  fend  his  treafure  after,  do  it, 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him, 
I  will  fubferibe  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  wifh  he  never  find  more  caufe 
To  change  a  mailer.     Oh,  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honeil  men !  difpatch,  my  Eros.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  CaefarV  Camp. 

Enter  Csfar,  Agrippa,  with  Enobarbus,  and  Dolabella. 

Caf.  f™*  O  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight : 

vJ  Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive  5 
Make  it  fo  known. 
Agr.  Cafar>  I  mail. 

Cdef.  The  time  of  univerfal  Peace  is  near ; 
Prove  this  a  profp'rous  day,  (46)  the  three-nook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  Olive  freely. 

Enter 

Sold.  Oh,  noble  Emperor,  do  not  fight  by  Sea  ; 

Truft  not  to  rotten  T  tanks ;  Do  you  mi/doubt 
This  Sword,  and  thefe  my  Wounds  P 

(46)  — : —  the  three- nook' d  World 

Shall  bear  the  Olive  freely.']    The  Poet  makes  Cifar  fpeak  ac- 
cording 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Mark  Antony  is  come'  into  the  field. 

Caf.  Go,  charge,  Agrippa  j 
Plant  thofe,  that  have  revolted,  in  the  Van, 
That  Antony  may  feem  to  fpend  his  fury 
Upon  himfelf.  \_Exeunt, 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt,  and  went  to  Jewry  on 
Affairs  of  Antony  5  there  did  perfwade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  Ctefar^ 
And  leave  his  mafter  Antony.    For  this  pains, 
Ctffar  hath  hang'd  him :  Canidius,  and  the  reft, 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  Truft  :  I  have  done  ill, 
Of  which  I  do  accufe  my  felf  fo  forely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  CasfarV.  ^ 

Sold.  Enoharhus,   Antony 
Hath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  treafure,  with 
His  bounty  over-plus.     The  Mefienger 
Game  on  my  Guard,  and  at  thy  Tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  me  not,  Enobarhus^ 
I  tell  you  true  ;  beft,  you  fee  fafe't  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  Hoft :  I  muft  attend  mine  office, 
Or  would  have  done't  my  felf.     Your  Emperor 
Continues  ftill  a  Jove.  \Exit, 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth. 
And  feel,  I  am  fo  moft.     Oh  Antony^ 
Thou  Mine  of  Bounty,  how  wouldft  thou  have  paid 
My  better  fervice,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  doft  fo  crown  with  gold!  This  bows  my  hearty 
If  fwift  thought  break  it  not,  a  fwifter  mean 
Shall  out-  ftrike  thought  3  but  thought  will  do't,  I  feel. 
I  fight  againft  thee! no,  I  will  go  feek 

cording  to  the  Geography  of  thofe  Days  ;  Europe,  AJia,  and  A/rick 
making  but  three  Angles  of  the  Globe  :  and  the  American  Parts  not  be- 
ing then  difcover  d. 

Some 
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Some  ditch,  where  I  may  diej  the  fouFft  beft  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  {Exit, 

SCENE,   before  the  Walls  0/ Alexandria. 

Alarum.     Drums  and  Trumpets.    Enter  Agrippa. 

Agr.  T)  Etire,  we  have  engag'd  our  felves  too  far: 

1\    Cafar  himfelf  has  work,  and  our  oppreflion 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exit. 

Alarum.     Enter  Antony,  and  Scarus  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  Emperor !  this  is  fought,  indeed  j 
Had  we  done  fo  at  fir  ft,  we  had  droven  them  home 
"With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'ft  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes  -,  I  have  yet 
Room  for  fix  fcotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They're  beaten,  Sir,  and  our  advantage  ferves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  fcore  their  backs, 
And  fnatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind  -, 
'Tis  fport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 
Once  for  thy  fprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.     Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I'll  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.     Enter  Antony  again  in  a  March,  Scarus 

with  others. 

Ant.  We've  beat  him  to  his  Camp ;  (47)  run  One  be- 
fore, 
And  let  the  Queen  know  of  our  Gefts ;  to  morrow, 

Before 

(47)  -    ■  ■  —  run  One  before, 

And  let  the  Queen  knew  of  our  Guefts.]     What  Guejls  was  the 

Queen 


3©o    Antony  WCleopatra, 

Befare  the  Sun  fhall  fee's,  we'll  fpill  the  blood 
That  has  to  day  efcap'd.     I  thank  you  all; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you,  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  ferv'd  the  caufe,  but  as't  had  been 
Each  man's  like   mine  5    you've  fhewn  yourfelves  al} 

He  61  or  s. 
Enter  the  City,  clip  your  wives,  your  friends, 
Tell  them  your  feats,  whilfl  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wafti  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kifs 
The  honour'd  gafhes  whole.    Give  me  thy  hand, 

[To  Scarus. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

To  this  great  Faiery  I'll  commend  thy  acts, 
Make  her  thanks  blefs  thee.     O  thou  day  o'th'  world, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all, 
Through  proof  of  harnefs,  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  Lords  ! 
Oh,  infinite  virtue !  com'fl  thou  fmiiing  from 
The  world's  great  fnare,  uncaught  ? 

Ant.  My  nightingale! 
We've  beat  them  to  their  beds.    What  !  Girl,  though 

gray; 
Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,   yet 

ha'we 
A  brain  that  nourifhes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.     Behold  this  man, 
(48)  Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand  j 

Kifs 

Queen  to  know  of?  Antony  was  to  fight  again  on  the  morrow;  and  he 
had  not  yet  (aid  a  Word  of  marching  to  Alexandria*  and  treating  his 
Officers  in  the  Palace.  We  mult  rcftore,  as  Air.  Warlpurton  likewife 
prefcribes ; 

And  let  the  Queen  kno-j:  of  our  Gefls. 
i.  e.  res  gef~;  our  Feats,  our  glorious  Actions.     It  is  a  Term,   that  fre- 
quently occurs  in  Chaucer',  and,  after  him,  in  Spencer;  nor  did  it  ceafe 
to  be  current  for  fome  time  after  our  Author's  Days. 

Lit)  Commend  unto  his  Lips  /^favouring  Hand.~\  Antony  is  here  re- 
commending One  of  his  Captains,  who  had  fought  valiantly,  to  Clcopa- 
tra-y  and  defires,  he  may  have  the  Grace  of  kifTing  her  Hand.  $ut 
why,  favouring  Hand  ?  He  did  not  want  his  Captain  to  grow  in  Love 

with 
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Kifs  it,  my  warrior :  he  hath  fought  to  day, 
As  if  a  God  in  hate  of  mankind  had 
Deftroyed  in  fuch  a  fhape. 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee,  friend, 
An  armour  all  of  gold ;  it  was  a  King's. 

Ant    He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 

Like  holy  Phoebus'  Car. Give  me  thy  hand* 

Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  March  j 

Bear  our  hackt  targets,  like  the  men  that  owe  them. 

Had  our  great  Palace  the  capacity 

To  camp  this  Hoft,  we  all  would  fup  together 3 

And  drink  carowfes  to  the  next  day's  Fate, 

Which  promifes  royal  peril.     Trumpeters, 

"With  brazen  din  blaft  you  the  city's  ear, 

Make  mingle  with  our  ratling  tabourines, 

That  heav'n  and  earth  may  ftrike  their  founds  together, 

Applauding  our  approach.  \Exeunt. 

jSG  ENE  changes  to  CaefarV  Camp. 

Enter  a  Gentry,  and  his  Company.     Enobarbus  follows. 

Cent.  TF  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour, 

X   We  muft  return  to  th'  Court  of  Guard  3  the 
Is  fhiny,  and,  they  fay,  we  fhall  embattel  [night 

By  th'  fecond  hour  i'th'  morn. 

j  IVatch.  This  laft  day  was  a  flirewd  one  to's. 

Eno.  Oh  bear  me  witnefs,  night ! 

2  IVatch.  What  man  is  this? 

1  Watch.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift;  him. 

Eno.  Be  witnefs  to  me,  O  thou  bleiTed  Moon, 
When  men  revolted  fhall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory  j  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent. 

with  his  Mifbrefs,  on  Account  of  the  Flavour  and  Lufcioufnefs  of  her 
Hand  ;  bat  only  to  nave  a  Reward  of  Honour  from  the  Queen  for  his 
good  Service.  I  therefore  believe,  the  Poe't  wrote  ; 
Commend  unto  his  Lips  thy  favouring  Hand. 
Tho'  none  of  the  printed  Copies  countenance  this  Reading,  yet  nothing 
is  more  common  at  Prefs  than  for  an/  to  ufurp  the  place  of  an  f,  and 
fo  vice  verfd. 

Cent. 
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Cent.  Enobarbus? 

3  Watch.  Peace  j  hark  further. 

Eno.  Oh  fovereign  Miftrefs  of  true  melancholy, 
The  poifonous  damp  of  night  difpunge  upon  me, 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me.     Throw  my  heart 
Againft  the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  fault, 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finiih  all  foul  thoughts.     Oh  Antony^ 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular  ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  regifter 
A  m after-leaver,  and  a  fugitive: 
Oh  Antony  !  oh  Antony  I  j^Dies. 

i  Watch.  Let's  fpeak  to  him. 

Cent.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 
May  concern  C<zfar. 

2  Watch.  Let's  do  fo9  but  he  fleeps. 

Cent.  Swoons  rather,  for  fo  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  fleep. 

i  Watch.  Go  we  to  him. 

z  Watch.  Awake,  Sir,  awake,  fpeak  to  us. 

i  Watch.  Hear  you,  Sir  ? 

Cent.  The  hand  of  death  has  raught  him. 

[Drums  afar  off. 
Hark,  how  the  drums  demurely  wake  the  fleepers  : 
Let's  bear  him  to  the  Court  of  Guard  5  he  is  of  note. 
Our  hour  is  fully  out. 

2  Watch.  Come  on  then,  he  may  recover  yet. 

\Exwnt. 

SCENE,  between  the  two  Camfis. 

Enter  Antony,  and  Scams,  with  their  Army. 

Ant.  'TPHEIR  preparation  is  to  day  by  fea, 
A      We  pleaie  them  not  by  land. 
Scar.  For  both,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  I  would,  they'd  fight  Tth'  Are,  or  in  the  air, 
We'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is  5  our  foot 

Upon 
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Upon  the  hills  adjoyning  to  the  City 

Shall  flay  with  us.     Order  for  fea  is  given; 

They  have  put  forth  the  haven  :  further  on, 

Where  their  appointment  we  may  beft  difcover, 

And  look  on  their  endeavour.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Caefar,  and  his  Army. 

Caf.  But  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  ftill  by  land, 
"Which,  as  I  take't,  we  fhall  $  for  his  beft  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  Gallies.     To  the  vales, 
And  hold  our  beft  advantage.  [Exeunt. 

[Alarum  afar  off^  as  at  a  fea- fight. 

Enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 

Ant.  Yet  they  are  not  join'd: 
Where  yond  pine  ftands,  I  fhall  difcover  all, 
I'll  bring  thee  word  ftraight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  {Exit. 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleopatra's  fails  their  nefts.     The  Augurs 
Say,  they  know  not  —  they  cannot  tell  —  look  grimly, 
And  dare  not  fpeak  their  knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected  $  and,  by  ftarts, 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Talace  in  Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony. 

Ant.     \  LL's  loft !  this  foul  JEgyptian  hath  betray'd 

ZjL         me ! 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe,  and  yonder 
They  caft  their  caps  up,  and  caroufe  together 
Like  friends  long  loft.    Triple-turn'd  whore !  'tis  thou 
Haft  fold  me  to  this  Novice,  and  my  heart. 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee.     Bid  them  all  fly  : 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  Charm, 
I  have  done  all.     Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone. 

(4P)  Oh, 


304     Antony  and  Cleopatra, 

(49)  Oh,  Sun,  thy  uprife  mall  I  fee  no  more  : 

Fortune  and  Antony  part  here,  even  here 

Do  we  ihake  hands  —  all  come  to  this !  —  the  hearts,- 

(5-0)  That  pantler'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 

Their  wifhes,  do  dif-candy,  melt  their  fweets 

On  bloflbming  Cafar :  and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 

(49)  Oh,  Sun,  thy  Uprife  Jhall  I  fee  no  more :  ]  Ajax  in  Sophocles, 
when  he  is  on  the  point  of  killing  himfelf,  addreffes  to  the  Sun  in  a  man- 
ner not  much  unlike  This. 

Havvtatov  c/Vj,  yAttoW  twirls  vsidw. 

(50)  « •*-      >  The  Hearts, 

That  pannell'd  me  at  Heels,  &c]  Pannelling  at  Heels  mull  mean 
here,  following :  but  where  was  the  Word  ever  found  in  fuch  a  Senfe  ? 
Pannell  fignifies  but  three  Things,  that  I  know,' in  the  Etiglifh  Tongue, 
none  of  which  will  fuit  with  the  Allufion  here  requifite ;  viz.  That 
Roll,  or  Schedule  of  Parchment  on  which  the  Names  of  a  Jury  are  en- 
ter'd,  which  therefore  is  calPd  empanelling ;  a  Pane,  or  Slip  of  Wain- 
fcott ;  and  a  Packfaddle  for  Beaits  of  Burthen.  The  Text  is  corrupt,  and 
Shakefpeare  mult  certainly  have  wrote ;  r 

That  pantler'd  me  at  Heels ; 
I.  e.  run  after  Me  like  Footmen,  or  P antlers ;  which  Word  originally 
fignified,  the  Servants  who  have  the  Care  of  the  Bread ;  but  is  ufed  by 
our  Poet  for  a  menial  Servant  in  general,  as  well  as  in  its  native  Accepta- 
tion. 

■  ; —  a  hafe  Slave; 

A  Hilding  for  a  Livry,  a  Squire  s  Cloth  i 

A  Pantler.  Cymbeline. 

when  my  old  Wife  linfd,  upon 


This  Day  She  was  both  Pantler,  Butler,  Cook,  , 

Both  Dame  and  Servant.  Winter's  Tale. 

He  would  have  made  a  good  Pantler,  he  would  have  chifd  Bread 
well.  2  Henry  IV. 

Mr.  Warhurton. 
To  ftrengthen  my  Friend's  ingenious  Emendation,  I'll  throw  in  a  Paf- 
fage,  or  two,  where  our  Poet  has  exprefs'd  himfel'f  in  a  fimilar  Manner. 
Gave  him  their  Heirs ;  as  Pages  following  him 
Ev'n  at  the  Heels,  in  golden  Multitudes.  1  Henry  IV. 

And  there  is  another  Pafiage,  in  which,  as  here,  he  has  turn'd  the  Sub- 
jlantive  into  a  Verb. 

will  thefe  moifl  Trees, 

That  have  outlivd  the  Eagle,  page  thy  Heels, 

And  skip  when  thou  foinffi  out  ?  Timon  0/*  Athens. 

That 


* 
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That  over-topt  them  all.     Betray'd  I  am. 
Oh,  this  falfe  foul  of  JEgypt!  this  gay  Charm, 
Whofeeye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  cali'dthcm  home, 
Whofe  bofom  was  my  Crownet,  my  chief  end, 
Like  a  right  Gipfie,  hath  at  fail  and  loofe 
Beguil'd  me  to  the  very  heart  of  lofs. 
What,  Eros,  Eros/ 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah  !  thou  fpell !  avant.  * 

Cleo.  Why  is  my  Lord  enrag'd  againft  his  Love? 

Ant.  Vanifh,  or  I  fhall  give  thee  thy  deferving, 
And  blemifh  Cafafs  Triumph.     Let  him  take  thee, 
And  hoift  thee  up  to  the  fhouting  Plebeians ; 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greateft  fpot 
(f  1)  Of  all  thy  fex.     Moft  monfter-like,  be  fhewtl 
For  poor*ft  diminutives,  for  dolts  >  and  let 

Patient 

{51)  ■  Moft  monfter-like  he  Jhe<wn 

For  poor' ft  Diminutives,  for  Dolts :] 
Both  Dr.  Thirlby  and  Mr.  Warburton  have  fufpe&ed,  that  Shakefpeare 

wrote for  Doits :  i.  e.  for  that  fmall  Piece  of  Money,  fo  calPd. 

I  fhould  not  be  ftagger'd  at  the  Tranfgreflion  againft  Chronology  in  this 
Point,  the  Coin  being  of  much  more  recent  Date  than  the  Time  of  the 
Romans ;  becaufe*  I  find  him  in  another  Play  make  a  Roman  of  an  earlier 
Period  mention  it; 

See  here  thefe  Movers  /  that  do  prize  their  Honours 
jit  a  crack*  d  Drachm  j  Cufhions,  leaden  Spoons, 
Irons  of  a  Doit,— — — — 

But  I  have  not  difturb'd  the  Text  for  another  Reafon ;  becaufe,  perhaps, 
the  Poet's  Meaning  may  be,  that  Cleopatra  fhould  become  a:  Show,  a 
Spectacle  to  the  Scum  and  Rabble  of  Rome ;  to  Blockheads,  and  People 
of  the  loweft  Rank.  Cleopatra  fpeaks  twice  afterwards  to  the  fame  Ef- 
fect, in  this  Play. 

■  Shall  they  hoift  me  up, 

And  fhew  me  to  the  Jhouting  Varlotry 

Of  cenfuring  Rome  ? 

And,  again; 

Tboui  an  Egyptian  Puppet,  Jhalt  he  fhewn 

In  Rome  as  well  as  I:  mechanick  Slaves  „  A 

With  greafy  Aprons,  Ruks,  and  Hammers  Jh  all 

Uplift  us  to  the  View. 
So,  in  Macbeth  \ 

•  ■  Then  yield  thee,    Coward; 

And  live  to  be  the  Shew  and  Gaze  o'tb*  Time  ; 
Vol.  VI,  X  Will 
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Patient  0<  plough  thy  vifagc  up 

With  her  prepared  n.iils.     'Tis  well,  thouVt  gone$ 

[_Exit  Cleopatra. 
If  it  be  well  to  live.     But  better  'twere, 
Thou  rciPA  in:o  my  fury  \  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.     Eros,  hoa! 
The  (hirt  of  Xejfus  is  upon  me;  (fi)  teach  me, 

;  .,  thou  mine  anceftor,  thy  rage. 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o.'th1  Moon, 

nd  with  thofc  hands  that  grafpt  the  heavier!  club, 
Subdue  my  worthier!  felt     The  Witch  ihall  die ; 

.  as  cur  rarer  Mom; 
I  :\\.-.  &C 
And,  befides,  our  Author  uies  both  the  VlfanU  D:L-s  and  Diminutives  in 
other  Places,  fp.  u|  Contempt  of  the  Rabble. 

Crd    Hen  come  m: 

Plihi.  .Is,  dolts,    chaff  and  bran,    chaff  and  hrtm  ;   porridge 

.-''■  Troilus  and  Creffida. 

tin  poor  World  is  fefterd  tvitb  fuch  Water-files,    diminu- 

c    es    '  y.::zere.  Ibid. 

J I     ■   teach  at, 

A'ccr.--.  thou  mine  Ar.ctft:-.   .'.-'-    a ogf  ; 

UJge  Lichas  en  the  horm  d'th"  Moon, 
And  with  thofc  hands  that  gr.  r  Club, 

X  have  long  fufpe&ed  this  Paflage  of 

pofe,  /:.  vould  make  Antc-vy  as  mad  as  him- 

•:if,  could  he  make  him  lodge  Lichas  too  en  the  Moon  I  N.,v.  and  could 

he  make  him  fubduc  himieTf  too,  with  H  '.<  Hands:  Then,  why 

t  that  coniplimcntai  Title  of  his  worthieil  Sctf? 

.s  it  now  ilands,  it  wants  to  be  help'd 

oaj  pritli  i  Commi  would  fay,  "  Teach  me  thy  Rage, 

'     O  J  t\  cngeance  or.  firm  for 

;  me,  as  ;  and  then  that  I  may  imitate 

rh«K  .n  Hands." But 

ort  This  :  and  m  '  1 

on.  Tho'  I  luvenot  diilurb'd  the  Text. 



At  'nbt 

Thee  both  to  dellroy 

to  fubduc  thy  moil  wcr:        ScH  v  '.:'-.  thy  own  Hands'" 

This  Scale  :  and  the  complimental  Epithet  is 

..nd  Prcv  d  co  He  hom  &****)  "~*s 

'c  ...  ;o  cU.:::  k.>. Alice. or. 

To 
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To  the  young  Roman  boy  fhe  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  his  plot :  fhe  dies  for't.     £ros9  hoa !  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cleo.  Help  me,  my  women  !  oh,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  fliield  j  the  boar  of  Thejfaly 
Was  never  fo  imboft. 

Char.  To  th'  Monument, 
There  lock  your  felf,  and  fend  him  word  you're  dead  : 
The  foul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting, 
Than  Greatnefs  going  off. 

Cleo.  To  th'  Monument : 
Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  flain  my  felf} 
Say,  that  the  laft  I  fpoke  was  Antony  •> 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteoufly.     Hence,  Mardian^ 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death.   To  th'  Monu- 
ment. [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Antony,  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'ft  me. 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  Lord. 

Ant.  Sometime,  we  fee  a  cloud  that's  dragonifh  j 
A  vapour,  fometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon't,  that  nod  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air.  Thou'ft  feen  thefe  figns,' 
They  are  black  Vefper's  pageants. 

Eros.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  That,   which  is  now  a  horfe,    even   with   tf 
thought 
The  Rack  diflimns,  and  makes  it  indiftinct 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  do's,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  Captain  h 
Even  fuch  a  body  y  here  I'm  Antony^ 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  vifible  fhape,  my  knave, 
I  made  thefe  wars  for  ALgyp>  and  the  Queen, 
Whofe  heart  I  thought  I  had,  (for  fhe  had  mines 
Whichy  whilft  it  was  mine,  had  annexe  unto't 

X  2.  A 
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A  million  more,  now  loft !)  fhe,  Eros,  has 

Packt  cards  with  Cafar,  and  falfe  play'd  my  Glory 

Unto  an  enemy's  triumph 

Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros,  there  is  left  us 
Our  felves  to  end  our  felves. 

Enter  Mardian. 

Oh,  thy  vile  Lady  ! 

Sh'  has  robb'd  me  of  my  fword. 

Mar.  No,  Antony, 
My  Miftrefs  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  intirely. 

Ant.  Hence,  fawcy  Eunuch,  peace,  fhe  hath  betray'd 
me, 
x^nd  fhe  fhall  die  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  perfon  can  be  paid  but  once, 
And  that  Ihe  has  difcharg'd.     What  thou  would'ft  do, 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand  >  the  laft  fhe  fpake 
Was,  Antony!  raoft  noble  Antony! 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  Groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony  \  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips 5  Ihe  rendred  life, 
Thy  name  fo  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then  ? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Ant.  Unarm  me,  Eros,  the  long  day's  task  is  done, 
And  we  muft  fleepj  that  thou  depart'fl;  hence  fafe, 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly ;  go.  {Exit  Mardian. 

Off,  pluck  off* 

The  feven-fold  fhield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     Oh  cleave,  my  fides! 
Heart,  once  be  ftronger  than  thy  continent, 
Crack  thy  frail  cafe !  apace,  Eros,  apace. 

No  more  a  Soldier bruifed  pieces,  go; 

[Unarming  himfelf. 

You  have  been  nobly  borne; from  me  a  while  — 

[Exit  Eros. 
I  will  o'ertake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.     So't  muft  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture  j  fince  the  torch  is  out, 

Lye 
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Lye  down  and  ftray  no  further.     Now  all  labour 

Marrs  what  it  does,  yea,  very  force  entangles 

It  felf  with  ftrength*  (f  3)  feal  then,  and  all  is  done. 

Eros!— r J  come,  my  Queen  —  Eros!  —  ftay  for  me, 

Where  fouls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand, 

And  with  our  fprightly  port  make  the  Ghofts  gaze* 

(f4)  Dido  and  her  JEneas  fhall  want  troops, 

And  all  the  haunt  be  ours.  —  Come,  Erosy  Eros! 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  Lord  ? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 
I've  liv'd  in  fuch  difhonour,  that  the  Gods 
Deteft  my  bafenefs.     I,  that  with  my  fword 
Quarter'd  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back, 
With  fhips,  made  cities  >  condemn  my  felf,  to  lack 

(53)  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done]  Antony  had  offended  Cleopatra  with 
his  Sufpicions ;  he  is  here  about  doing  fomething  to  deferve  her  Pardon : 
and  he  thinks,  flabbing  himfelf  will  feal  That  Pardon. 

(54)  Dido  and  her  ^Eneas  Jhall  want  Troops, 

And  all  the  Haunt  be  ours. ]    Tho'  I  have  not  alter'd  the 

Text,  I  muft  fubjoin  Mr.  Warburfons  ingenious  Conjecture  and  Com- 
ment on  this  Pailage.  "  Virgil  was  the  Inventor  of  the  Amours  of  Di- 
'  *  do  and  JEneas  ;  ( who,  by  the  Bye,  wrote  this  Tale  after  Antony's 
"  Death  ;)  but  the  fame  Virgil  tells  us,  her  Fondnefs  did  not  reach  to  the 
"  other  World.  She  there  defpis'd  JEneas,  and  return 'd  to  her  old  Af- 
"  fection  for  Sichaus. 

Tandem  corripuit  fefe,  atque  inimica  refugit 
In  Nemus  umbriferum  :  Conjunx  ubi  prifiinus  illi 
Refpondet  curis,  teqnatque  Sicha^us  amor  em.  iEneid.  VI. 

"  I  fay  therefore,  Shakefpeare  wrote  ; 
Dido  and  her  Sichasus  ■» 

"  And  the  Allufion  of  Antony  to  Sich&us  is  perfectly  juft  and  fine  :  57- 
"  ch<eus  was  murther'd  by  his  Brother  Pygmalion  for  his  Wealth,  on 
"  which,  his  Wife  Dido  fled.  So  Antony  was  fought  and  defeated  at 
"  Aclium  by  his  Brother  OSia'vius  for  his  Share  of  the  Mallerfhip  of  the 
"  World  :  whereon,  Cleopatra  fled  from  the  Victor's  Rage  into  JEgypt."' 
However,  on  the  other  hand,  perhaps,  Shakefpeare  might  have  no  In- 
tention of  copying  Virgil,  in  making  Dido  return  to  her  AfFedHon  for 
her  Husband  :  Perhaps,  he  might  chufe  to  make  Antony  mention  J£~ 
neas,  as  an  Anceftor  :  and  I  obferve  befides,  that  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 
(in  their  Two  Noble  Kinfnen',  <l  Play,  in  which,  it  is  faid,  our  Author 
had  a  Share:)  fuppofe Dido  to  have  retain'd  her  Paflion  for  Jlneas  after 
Death. 

For  in  the  next  World  will  Dido  fee  Palamon,  and  then  will  She  be 
out  of  Love  with  JEneas. 

X  3  The 


3io     Antony  and  Cleopatra 

The  courage  of  a  woman  *  lefs  noble-minded 

Than  fhe,   which,  by  her  death,  our  Cafar  tells, 

ct  I'm  conqueror  of  my  felf."    Thou  art  fworn,  Eros7 

That  when  the  exigent  fhould  come,  which  now 

Is  come  indeed,  when  I  fhould  fee  behind  me 

Th'  inevitable  proiecution  of  difgrace 

And  honour,  that  on  my  command  thou  then 

Wouldft  kill  me.     Do  it,  for  the  time  is  come  : 

Thou  ftrik'ft  not  me,  'tis  Cafar  thou  defeat'ft- 

Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.  The  Gods  with-hold  me ! 
Shall  I  do  That,  which  all  the  Parthian,  darts, 
Though  enemy,  loft  aim,  and  could  not? 

Ant.  Eros^ 
Wouldft  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome^  and  fee 
Thy  rnafter  thus  with  plcacht  arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  fubdu'd 
To  penetrative  fhame :  whilft  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Cafar^  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  bafenefs  that  enfued  ? 
Eros,  I  would  not  fee?t. 

Ant.  Come  then  5  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honeft  fword,  which  thou  haft  worn 
Moft  ufeful  for  thy  Country. 
Eros.  Oh,  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  fwpr'ft  thou  not 
then 
To  do  this  when  I  bad  thee  ?  do  it  at  once, 
Or  thy  precedent  fervices  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurpos'd.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance. 
Wherein  the  worfhip  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

Ant.  Lo  thee.- [Turning  from  hint. 

Eros.  My  fword  is  drawn. 
Ant.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  haft  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  Mafter, 
My  Captain,  and  my  Emp'ror!  Let  me  fay, 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewel. 

Ant,  'Tis  faid,  man, -and  farewel. 

Eros. 
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Eros,  Farewel,  great  Chief.     Shall  I  ftrike  now  ? 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why,  there  then—  [Eros  kills  him/elf. 

Thus  I  do  efcape  the  forrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  [Dyes. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  my  felf ! 
Thou  teacheft  me,  oh,  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  fhould,  and  thou  could'ft  not  j  my  Queen  and  Eros 
Have  by  their  brave  inftru&ion  got  upon  me 
A  Noblenefs  in  Record.     But  I  will  be 
A  Bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  Lover's  bed.     Come  then 5  and,  Eros, 
Thy  Matter  dies  thy  Scholar  5  to  do  thus 

[Falling  on  his  pword. 
I  learnt  of  thee.  How,  not  yet  dead?  not  dead?- — — 
The  Guard— -ho!— -—oh,  difpatch  me. 

Enter  Dercetas,  and  Guard. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noife  ? 

Ant.  I've  done  my  work  ill,  friends : 
O,  make  an  end  of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard.  The  ftar  is  fain. 

1  Guard.  And  time  is  ac  his  period  ! 

All.  Alas,  and  woe ! 

Ant.  Let  him,  that  loves  me,  ftrike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

2  Guard,  Nor  I. 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt, 
JDer.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 

This  fword  but  fhewn  to  Gafar-,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  Where's  Antony? 
Der.  There,  Diomed,  there. 
Dio.  Lives  he?  wilt  thou  not  anfwer,  man? 
Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed  ?  draw  thy  fword,  and 
give  me 
Sufficing  ftrokes  for  death. 

X  4  Dio. 


3 1%     Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

Dio.  Mo  ft  abfolute  Lord, 
My  Miftrefs  Cleopatra  fent  me  to  thee. 

Ant.  When  did  fhe  fend  thee? 

Dio.  Now,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  fhe? 

Dio.  Lockt  in  her  Monument.    She  had  a  prophc- 
fying  fear 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pafs ;  for  when  fhe  faw, 
(Which  never  fliail  be  found)  you  did  fufpedfc 
She  had  difpos'd  with  Cafar ;  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  ihe  fent  word  fhe  was  dead. 
But  fearing  fince  how  it  might  work,  hath  fent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth,  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed  j  call  my  Guard,  I 
pr'ythee. 

Dio.  What,  ho  !  the  Emperor's  Guard.  The  Guard^ 
what,  hoa! 
Come,  your  Lord  calls. 

Enter  the  Guard. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides, 
'Tis  the  laft  fervice  that  I  fhall  command  you. 

Guard.  Woe  are  we,  Sir !  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  follow'rs  out. 

All.  Moft  heavy  day ! 

Ant.   Nay,   good  my  fellows,  do  not  pleafe  fliarp 
Fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  forrows.     Bid  That  welcome 
Which  comes  to  puniih  us,  and  we  punifh  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up, 
I  have  led  you  oft ;  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all. 

\Exeunt)  hearing  Antony. 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  magnificent  Monument. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras,  above. 

Cleo.  f\&  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 
\^J     Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  Madam. 
Cleo.  No,  I  will  not : 
All  ftrange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  defpife  j  our  fize  of  forrow, 
Proportion'd  to  our  caufe,  muft  be  as  great 
As  that  which  makes  it. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

How  now  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Dio.  His  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'th'  other  fide  your  Monument, 
Jiis  Guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cleo.  O  thou  Sun, 
Burn  the  great  Sphere  thou  mov'ft  in !— darkling  ftand 
The  varying  fhore  o'th'  world!  O  Antony! 
Help,  Charmian  j  help,  Iras,  helpj  help,  friends, 
Below  3  let's  draw  him  hither* 

Ant.  Peace. 
Not  C<efar9s  valour  hath  o'er- thrown  Antony y 
But  Antony  hath  triumpht  on  himfelf. 

Cleo.  So  it  flioujd  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony  *  but,  woe,  'tis  fo  ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  jEgypt,  dying  j  only  yet 
(f  f )  I  here  importune  death  a  whtle,  until 
Of  many  thoufand  kifles  the  poor  laft 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips.- — ^Come  down. 

Cleo. 

(55)  1  here  importune  Death  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thoufand  Kiffes  the  poor  loft 
I  lay  upon  thy  Lips. 
Cleo.   /  dare  not,  dear, 

Dear  my  Lord,  pardon ;  I  dare  not, 

Leaji  I  be  taken]    What  curious  hobbling  Verification  do  we 
encounter  here  in  the  latt  Line  but  one  ?   Befides,  how  inconfifbntly  is 

the 
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Cleo.  I  dare  not, 
(Dear,  dear  my  Lord,  your  pardon,  that  I  dare  not}) 
Left  I  be  taken  $  not  th'imperious  fhew 
Of  the  full-fortun'd  Cafar  ever  fhall 
Be  brooch'd  with  mcj  if  knife,  drugs,  ferpents,  have 
Edge,  fting,  or  operation,  I  am  fafe  : 
Your  Wife  QcJavia,  with  her  modeft  eyes 
And  ftill  conclufion,  fhall  acquire  no  honour, 
Demuring  upon  me.    But,  come,  come,  Antony r, 
Help  me,  my  women,  we  muft  draw  thee  up— — 
Affift,  good  friends. 

Ant.  Oh,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here's  fport,  indeed ! how  heavy  weighs 

my  Lord ! 
Our  ftrength  is  all  gone  into  heavinefs, 
That  makes  the  weight.     Had  I  great  Juno's  Power, 
The  ftrong-wing'd  Mercury  fliould  fetch  thee  up, 

And  fet  thee  by  Jove's  fide.     Yet  come  a  little, 

Wifhers  were  ever  fools.     Oh  come,  come,  come— — 

[They  draw  Antony  up  to  Cleopatra. 
And  welcome,  welcome.     Die,  where  thou  haft  liv'd  5 
Quicken  with  luffing  j,  had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

All  O  heavy  fight ! 

the  Lady  made  to  reply  ?  Antony  fays,  he  only  holds  Life,  'till  he  can 
give  her  one  laft  Kif6 :  and  She  cries,  She  dares  not :  What  dares  She 
not  do?  Kifs  Antony  ?  Fut  how  mould  She?  She  was  above  lock'd  in 
her  Monument ;  and  He  below,  on  the  Outfide  of  it.  With  a  very 
flight  Addition,  I  think,  I  can  cure  the  whole  j  and  have  a  Sort  of 
Warrant  from  Plutarch  for  it  into  the  Bargain. 

/  here  importune  Death  awhile,  until 

Of  many  thaufand  Kijfes  the  poor  lajl 

I  lay  upon  thy  Lips. Come  down. 

Geo.   /  dare  not, 

(Dear,  dear  my  Lard,  your  Pardon,  that  /  dare  rnot*) 

Leaji  I  be  taken. 
Now  Plutarch  fays,  that  "  Antony  was  carried  in  his  Men's  Arms  into 
"  the  Entry  of  the  Monument  :  Notwith  Handing,  Cleopatra  would  not 
"  open  the  Gates,  but  came  to  the  high  Windows,  and  call  out  certain 

"  Chains  and  Ropes,  &c." So  that  Antony  might  very  reafonably 

defire  her  to  come  down ;  and  She  as  reafonably  excufe  herielf,  for  fear 
of  being  infnared  by  Cafara 

Ant, 
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Ant.  I  am  dying,  JEgypt,  dying. 
Give  me  fome  wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  fpeak,  and  let  me  rail  fo  high, 
That  the  falfe  hufwife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  fweet  Queen. 
Of  Cafar  feek  your  honour,  with  your  fafety —  oh-^ 
Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 
Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me  -y 
None  about  Cafar  truft,  but  Procukius. 

Cleo.  My  refolution,  and  my  hands,  I'll  cruft ; 
None  about  Cxfar. 

Ant.  The  miferable  change,  now  at  my  end, 
Lament,  nor  forrow  at :  but  pleafe  your  thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  fortunes, 
Wherein  I  liv'd  the  greateft  Prince  o'th'  world, 
The  nobleft  once*  and  do  not  now  bafely  die, 
JEST  or  cowardly  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  Countryman :  A  Romany  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquifh'd.     Now,  my  Spirit  is  going  j 

I  can  no  more [Antony  dies. 

Cleo.  Nobleft  of  men ! woo't  die  ? 

<  Haft  thou  no  care  of  me  ?  mail  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  than  a  ftye  ?  Q  fee,  my  women ! 

The  Crown,  o'th'  earth  doth  melt  —  my  Lord  ! ~ 

Oh,  wither'd  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 
The  foldier's  pole  is  fall'n :  young  boys  and  girls 
Are  level  now  with  men ;  the  odds  is  gone  $ 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable, 
Beneath  the  vifiting  Moon.  \_She  faints. 

Char.  Oh,  quietnefs,  Lady. 
Iras.  She's  dead  too,  our  Sovereign. 
Char.  Lady! 
Iras.  Madam  ! 

Char.  Oh  Madam,  Madam,  Madam 

Iras.  Royal  Mgypi !  Emprefs! 
Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Cleo.  No  more  but  a  meer  woman,  and  commanded 
By  fuch  poor  paffion  as  the  maid  that  milks3 

And 
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And  does  the  meaneft  chares !  —  It  were  for  Me 

To  throw  my  fcepter  at  th'  injurious  Gods  j 

To  tell  them,  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 

'Till  they  had  ftoll'n  our  jewel.     All's  but  naught: 

Patience  is  fottifh,  and  impatience  does 

Become  a  dog  that's  mad :  Then  is  it  fin, 

To  rufli  into  the  fecret  houfe  of  death, 

Ere  death  dare  come  to  us  ?  how  do  you,  women  ? 

What,  what,  good  cheer!  why,  how  now,  Charmian? 

My  noble  girls ? ah,  women,  women!  look, 

Our  lamp  is  fpent,  it's  out  —  good  Sirs,  take  heart, 

We'll  bury  him :  and  then  what's  brave,  what's  noble, 

Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fafhion, 

And  make  Death  proud  to  take  us.     Come  away, 

This  Cafe  of  that  huge  Spirit  now  is  cold. 

Ah,  women,  women !  come,  we  have  no  friend 

But  refolution,  and  the  briefeft  end. 

[Exeunt,  bearing  off  Antony  Js  body. 


ACT      V. 

SCENE,    Cxhfs  Camp. 

(f6)  Enter  Csefar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  Mecaenas, 
Gallus,  and  Train, 


G 


C    M   S    A    R. 

O  to  him,  Dolabella^  bid  him  yield  j 
Being  fo  fruftrate,  tell  him, 
He  mocks  the  paufes  that  he  makes. 

Dol 

(56)  Enter  Caefar,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  and  Menas.J  But  Menas 
and  Menecrates,  we  may  remember,  were  the  two  famous  Pirates  link'd 
with  Sextus  Pompeius,  and  who  aflifted  him  to  infeft  the  Italian  Coaft. 
We  no  where  learn,  expreily  in  the  Play,  that  Menas  ever  attach'd  him- 
felf  to  Ofiaviuss  Paity.      Notwithltanding  the  old  Folios  concur  in 

marking 
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Dol  Cafar,  I  (hall,  (f  7)  [Exit  Dolabella. 

Enter  Dercetas,  with  the  [word  of  Antony. 

Caf.  Wherefore  is  that  ?    and  what  art  thou,    that 
dar'ft 
Appear  thus  to  us  ? 

Der.  1  am  call'd  Dercetas  5 
Mark  Antony  I  ferv'd,  who  bell:  was  worthy 
Beft  to  be  ferv'd  ;  whilft  he  flood  up,  and  fpoke, 
He  was  my  matter,  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  fpend  upon  his  haters.     If  thou  pleafe 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
I'll  be  to  Ccefar :  If  thou  pleafeft  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Caf.  What  is't  thou  fay 'ft  ? 

Der.  I  fay,  oh,  Cafar^  Antony  is  dead. 

Caf  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing  fhould  make 
A  greater  crack.  The  round  world  ihould  haye  fhook 
Lions  into  civil  flreets,  and  Citizens 

Into  their  dens. The  death  of  Antony 

Is  not  a  (ingle  doom,  in  that  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Cafar, 
Not  by  a  publick  minifter  of  juftice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife;  but  that  felf-hand, 
Which  writ  his  Honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Hath  with  the  courage,    which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart.     This  is  his  fword, 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it:  behold  it  flain'd 
With  his  moft  noble  blood. 

marking  the  Entrance  thus,  yet  in  the  two  places  in  the  Scene,  where 
this  Character  is  made  to  fpeak,  they  have  mark'd  in  the  Margin  Mec. 
fb  that,  as  Dr.  Tbirlby  fagacioufly  conje&ur'd,  we  mufl  cafhier  Menas, 
and  fubftitute  Mecanas  in  his  Room.  Menas,  indeed,  deferted  to  Cafar 
no  lefs  than  twice,  and  was  preferr'd  by  him.  And  Horace  has  left  one 
Ode,  a  virulent  Invective  on  Menas  for  his  Shifting  and  Treachery. 

(57)  Dol.  Caefar,  Ijhall]  I  make  no  Doubt,  but  it  Ihould  be  mark'd 
here,  that  Dolabella  goes  out.  'Tis  reafonable  to  imagine,  he  mould 
prefently  depart,  upon  defars  Command ;  fo  that  the  Speeches,  placed 
to  him  in  the  fequel  of  this  Scene,  mull  be  transferr'd  to  Agrippa>  or 
he  is  introduced  as  a  Mute.  Befides,  that  Dolabella  Ihould  be  gone  out, 
appears  from  This,  that  when  C<efar  asks  for  him,  he  recolleds  that 
lie  had  fent  him  on  Bufinefs. 
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Csef.  Look  you  fad,  friends  :  — — -  (f  8) 
The  Gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  tiding 
To  waih  the  eyes  of  Kings! 

Jgr.  And  ftrange  it  is, 
That  nature  muft  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  mod  perfifted  deeds. 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 
Weigh'd  equal  in  him. 

Agr.  A  rarer  fpirit  never 
Did  lteer  humanity,  but  you  Gods  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.     Cafar  is  touch'd. 

Mec.  When  fueh  a  fpacious  mirror's  fet  before  him* 
He  needs  muft  fee  himfelf. 

C<ef.  O  Antony  ! 

I've  follow'd  thee  to  this but  We  do  lance 

Difeafes  in  our  bodies.      I  muft  perforce 

Have  fhewn  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  day, 

Or  look  on  thine ;  we  could  not  ftall  together 

In  the  whole  world.     But  yet  let  me  lament 

With  tears  as  foveraign  as  the  blood  of  hearts* 

That  thou  my  brother,  my  competitor 

In  top  of  all  defign,  my  mate  in  Empire* 

Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war, 

The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 

Where  mine  its  thoughts  did  kindle;    that  our  flafs* 

Unreconcileable,  fhould  have  divided 

Our  equalnefs  to  this.  Hear  me,  good  friends, 

But  I  will  tell  you  at  fome  meeter  feafon.       i     * 

The  bufinefs  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him, 

We'll  hear  him  what  he  fays.     Whence  are  you? 

(58)  Look  you,  fad  Friends.]  I  obferv'd  in  the  Appendix  to  my 
Shakespeare  refiord,  that  it  was  requifite  to  tranfpofe  this 
Comma.  O  Bavin?  §  Friends  probably  would  avoid  (hewing  any  Con- 
cern on  the  News  of  Antony's  Death,  left  it  mould  give  Difpleafiire  to' 
Cxfar  :  which  Ceefar  obferving,  it  mews  a  noble  Humanity  in  him  to 
bid  them  fhare  in  fuch  a  Sorrow,  and  to  tell  them  it  is  a  Calamity, 
that  ought  to  draw  Tears  even  from  the  Eyes  of  Princes.  Young 
Prince  Henry,  upon  his  Father's  Death,  fpeaks  juft  in  the  fam6  man- 
ner to  his  Brothers;  and  tho'  he  would  not  have  them  mix  Fear  wltlt 
their  Affliction,  he  encourages  them  in  their  Sorrow. 
Yet  be  fad,  good  Brothers  y 
For,  to  /peak  Truth,  it  'very  <we/I  become* you,  2  Henry  IV. 

Enter' 
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Enter  an  ^Egyptian. 

JEgypt.  A  poor  Mgyftian  yet  j  the  Queen  my  miftr^fs, 
Confin'd  in  all  fhe  has,  (her  Monument) 
Of  thy  intents  defires  inftru&ion ; 
That  flie  preparedly  may  frame  her  felf 
To  th'  way  (he's  fore'd  to. 

Caf.  Bid  her  have  good  heart  -, 
She  foon  fhall  know  or"  us,  by  fome  of  ours, 
How  honourably  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her.     For  Cafar  cannot  live, 
To  be  ungentle. 

jEgypt.  May  the  Gods  preferve  thee!  [Exit. 

Caf.  Come  hither,   Proculeius$  go,  and  fay, 
We  purpofe  her  no  fliame  j  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  paffion  fliall  require ; 
Left  in  her  Greatnefs  by  fome  mortal  ftroke 
She.  do  defeat  us:  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph.     Go, 
And  with  your  fpeedieft  bring  us  what  ihe  fays, 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Cafar^  I  fhall.  [Exit  Procukius. 

Caf.  Gallusy  go  you  along  5  —  where's  DoIaMla, 
To  fecond  Proculeius?  [E#//Gallus. 

All.  Dolabella! 

Caf.  Let  him  alone ;  for  I  remember  now, 
How  he's  employ'd :  he  fhall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  Tent,  where  you  fliall  fee 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  ftill 
In  all  my  writings.     Go  with  me,  and  fee 
What  I  can  fhew  in  this.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,   Charmian,  Iras,   Mardian,    and  Se- 

leucus,  above. 

Cleo.  TLJt  Y  defolation  does  begin  to  make 

XVI  A  better  life*  'tis  paltry  to  be  Ctefar: 

Not 
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Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knave, 

A  minifter  of  her  Will,  and  it  is  great 

To  do  that  thing,  that  ends  all  other  deeds  $ 

Which  fhackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change ; 

"Which  fleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dugg:—  (fp) 

The  beggar's  nurfe,  and  C<efar9s. ..-    «  ■ 

Enter  Proculeius. 

Pro.  Caefar  fends  Greeting  to  the  Queen  of  Mgypt9 
And  bids  thee  ftudy  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'ft  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  dntony 
Did  tell  me  of  you,  bad  me  truft  you,  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd, 
That  have  no  ufe  for  trufting.     If  your  mailer 
Would  have  a  Queen  his  beggar,  you  muft  tell  him, 
That  Majefty,  to  keep  decorum^  muft 
No  lefs  beg  than  a  Kingdom  •,  if  he  pleafe 

(59)  Which  fleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  Dung, 
The  Beggar  s  Nurfe >  and  Caefarj.] 
Our  Poet  has  mute  Antony  fay,  at  the  Beginning  of  this  Tragedy,  that 

■ the  dungy  Earth  alike 

Feeds  Beaft,  as  Man : 
but  how  are  we  to   underftand  here,  palating  the  Dung  ?     The   Text 
is  certainly  corrupt,  and  muft   be  flightly  help'd ;    and    tho'  then  we 
can't  make  it  ftrictly  grammatical,    we   fhall  come  at  the  Poet's   de- 
tach'd  and  feparate  Allufions.     I  read, 

Which  fleeps  and  never  palates  more  the  Dug  : 
I'll  explain  the  whole  of  Cleopatra 's  Reflections,  as  they  lie,  by  a  ftiort 
Paraphrafe.  "  'Tis  Great  in  us  to  do  that  Action,  (i.  e.  give  our 
*'  felves  Death,)  which  puts  an  End  to  all  other  Actions;  and  which 
"  prevents  and  difappoints  Accidents  and  Change  of  Fortune. 
"  While  in  Life,  like  flumbering  Children,  we  palate  and  tamper 
"  for  the  Dug ;  but  in  the  fleep  of  Death,  we  hone  no  more  after 
•'  tranfitory  Enjoyments.  Death  rocks  us  all  into  a  fall  and  unbroken 
•'  fleep ;  and  is  equally  a  Nurfe  to  the  Beggar,  in  this  refpect,  as  it  is 
"  to  C*/ar".  The  Clofe  of  this  Reflection  is  juft  what  Horace  has 
exprefs'd  by  a  different  Image. 

Pallida  Mors  aequo  pulfat  pede  paupecum  tahernas, 
Regumque  turres.  Lib.  I.  Ode.  4. 

Mr.  Warhurton. 

To 
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To  give  me  conquer'd  Mgypt  for  my  Son, 
He  gives  me  fo  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer  : 
You're  fain  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing ; 
Make  your  full  ref  'rence  freely  to  my  lord, 
Who  is  fo  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need.     Let  me  report  to  him 
Your  fweet  dependency,  and  you  (hail  find 
A  Conqu'ror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs, 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  tell  him, 
I  am  his  fortune's  vaflal,  and  I  fend  him 
The  Greatnefs  he  has  got.     I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience,  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'th'  face. 

Pro.  Thi9  I'll  report,  clear  lady. 
Have  comfort,  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  pity'd 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 

[Here  G alius,  and  Guard)  afcend  the  Monument  by  a 
Ladder ,  and  enter  at  a  back*  Window. 

Gall.  You  fee,  how  eafily  (he  may  be  furpriz'd.  (60) 

Pro.  Guard  her,  'till  Cafar  come, 

Iras.  O  Royal  Queen! 

Char.  Oh  Cleopatra  !  thou  art  taken,  Queen. • 

Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

[Drawing  a  Dagger. 
[The  Monument  is  opetid*    Proculeius  rujhes  in^  and- 
di farms  the  Queen. 

(60)  Char.  You  fee,  how  eafily  fly  e  may  be  fur -priz V,] 
Here  Charmian,  who  is  fo  faithful  as  to  die  with  her  Miftrefs,  by  the 
ftupidity  of  the  Editors  is  made  to  countenance  and  give  Directions  for 
her  being  furpriz'd  by  C&far's  MefTengers.  But  this  Blunder  is  for 
want  of  knowing,  or  obferving,  the  hiftorical  Fact.  When  Ctefar  fent 
Proculeius  to  the  Queen,  he  lent  Gallus  after  him  with  new  TnflrHc- 
tions  :  and  while  one  amufed  Cleopatra  with  Propofitions  from  Cafary 
thro'  Crannies  of  the  Monument ;  the  other  fcaled  it  by  a  Ladder, 
enter'd  at  a  V/indow  backward,  and  made  Cleopatra,  and  thofe  with 
her,  Prifoners.  I  have  reform' d  the  PafTage  therefore,  (as,  I  am  per- 
fwaded,  the  Author  defign'd  it  j)  from  the  Authority  of  Plutarch. 

Vol.  Vl.  Y  Pro. 
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Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold : 
Do  not  your  felf  fuch  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
ReJiev'd,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death  too,  that  rids  our  dogs  oflan- 
guifh  ? 

Pro.  Do  not  abufe  my  matter's  bounty,  by 
Th'  undoing  of  your  felf:  let  the  world  fee 
His  Noblenefs  well  a£ted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  Death  ? 
Come  hither,  come  :  oh  come,  and  take  a  Queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars. 

Pro.  Oh  temperance,  lady! 

Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink,  Sir: 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  neceflary, 
I'll  not  ileep  neither.     This  mortal  houfe  I'll  ruin, 
Do  C<zfar  what  he  can.  Know,  Sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  mailer's  Court, 
Nor  once  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fober  eye 
Of  dull  OcJavza.     Shall  they  hoift  me  up, 
And  (hew  me  to  the  fhouting  varlotry 
Of  cens'ring  Rome?  rather  a  ditch  in  JEgypt 
Be  gentle  Grave  unto  me !  rather  on  Nilus*  mud 
Lay  me  Hark  nak'd,  and  let  the  water-flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring !   rather  make 
My  Country's  high  Pyramides  my  gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains  ! 

Pro.  You  do  extend 
Thefe  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  mail 
Find  cauie  in  Cafar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  ProculeiuS) 
What  thou  haft  done  thy  matter  Ccefar  knows, 
And  he  hath  fent  for  thee :    as  for  the  Queen, 
I'll  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro.  So,  Dolabella^ 
It  mall  content  me  beftj  be  gentle  to  her  ; 
To  Ctefar  I  will  fpeak  what  you  fhall  pkafe. 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

Ck$* 
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Cleo.  Say,  I  would  die*  \Exit  Proculeius. 

Dol.  Moft  noble  Emprefs,  you  have  heard  of  me. 

Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

Dol.  AfTuredly,  you  know  me. 

Cleo.  No  matter,  Sir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known  : 
You  laugh,  when  boys  or  women  tell  their  dreams  -, 
Is'c  not  your  trick  ? 

Dol.  I  underftand  not,  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  dreamt,  there  was  an  Emp'ror  Antony  \ 
Oh  fuch  another  deep,  that  I  might  fee 
But  fuch  another  man! 

Dol.  If  it  might  pleafe  ye— * 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  theheav'ns*    and  therein  (luck 
A  Sun    and  Moon,    which   kept    their    courfe,    and 

lighted  (<5i) 
The  little  O  o'th'  Earth. 

Dol.  Moll  fovereign  creature!  — — 

Cleo.  His  legs  bedrid  the  ocean,  his  rear'd  arm 
Crefted  the  world :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  Spheres,  when  that  to  friends  : 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail,  and  fhake  the  Orb, 

(61)  A  Sun  and  Moon    which  kept  their  Courfe,  and  lighted 
The    little  oth'  Earth. 

Dol. >  Moji  foif  reign  Creature!] 

What  a  blefled  limping  Verfe  thefe  two  Hemijlichs  give  us !  Had 
none  of  the  Editors  an  Ear  to  find  the  Hitch  in  its  Pace  ?  '  Fis  true, 
there  is  but  a  Syllable  wanting,  and  that,  I  believe  verily,  was  but 
of  a  fingle  Letter;  which  the  nrft  Editors  not  underftanding,  learnedly 
threw  it  out  as  a  Redundance.     I  reftore, 

The  little    O  o'th''   Earth. 
i.  e.  the  little  Orb  or  Circle.    And,  'tis  plain,    our  Poet  in    other   Paf* 
fages  chufes  to  exprefs  himfelf  thus, 

Rof.  O,  that  your  Face  were  not  fo  full  of  O'es. 

Love's  Lab.  loft. 
i.  e.  of  round  Dimples,  Pitts  with  the  fmall  Pox. 

■  »■    ..I • Can  this  Cockpit  hold 

The  <vafiy  Field  of  France  ?  or  can  we  cram, 
Within  this  wooden  O,  the  very  Gafquts, 
That  did  affright   the    Air,  at  Agincourt  ? 

Prol.  to  Henry  V. 
Fair  Helena,  who  more  engilds  the  Night 
Than  all  yon  fiery   0\f   and  Eyes  of  Light. 

Midfummer  Night's  Dream. 
1.  c>   the  Circles,  Orbs,  of  the  Stars . 

Y  i  He 


5 1-4     Antony  ^Cleopatra. 

He  was  as  ratling  thunder.     For  his  bounty,  (61) 
There  was  no  winter  in't:  An  Autumn  'twas, 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping/  His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like,  they  fhew'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  hv'd  in  >  in  his  livery 
Walk'd  Crowns  and  Coronets,  realms  and  iflands  were 
As  plates  dropt  from  his  pocket. 

Dot.  Cleopatra 

Cieo,  Think  you,  there  was,  or  might  be,  fuch  a  man 
As  this  I  dreamt  of? 

Dol.  Gentle  Madam,  no. 

Cieo.  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  Gods; 
Rut  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch, 
It's  pad  the  fize  of  dreaming:  Nature  wants  fluff  (o» 

To 

(62)   '"        ■'"■- For  his  Bounty, 

'There  was  no  Winter  int :  an  Antony  //  was, 

That  grew)  the  more  by  reapi?ig.~\ 
There  was  certainly  a  Contrail:,  both  in  the  Thought  and  Terms, 
defign'd  here,  which  is  loft  in  an  accidental  Corruption.  How  could 
an  Antony  grow  the  more  by  reaping?  I'll  venture,  by  a  very  eafy 
Change,  to  reflore  aft  e>:quiiite  fine  Alluilon :  and  which  carries  its 
Reafon  with  it  too,  why  there  was  no  Winter  (i.  e.  no  Want,  Bare- 
neis,)  in  his  Bounty. 

-■■■,...  For  his  Bounty, 

There  was  no  Winter  ?V/ ;  an  Autumn  Vw^jr, 

That  grew  the  more  by  reaping. 
I  ought  to  take  Notice,  that  the  ingenious  Dr.  Thirlby  likewife 
Parted  this  very  Emendation,  and  had  mark'd  it  in  the  Margin,  of 
his  Book.  The  Reafon  of  the  Depravation  might  eafily  arife  from 
the  great  Similitude  of  the  two  Words  in  the  old  way  of  fpelling, 
Antonie  and  Automne.  Our  Author  has  employed  this  Thought  again 
in  a  Poem,  cali'd,  True   Admiration. 

Speak  of  the  Spring   and  Foyzen  of  the  Tear, 
The  One  doth  Jhadow  of  your  Beauty  Jhew  i 

The  other  as  ycur  Bounty  doth  appear; 
And  you  in  e<v  ry  b/ej/ed  Jhape  we  hnow. 
For  'tis  plain,  that  Foyzen   means  '  Autumn  here,    which  pours   out  its 
Profufion  of  Fruits  bountifully ;    in   Opposition  to   Spring,  which  only 
(hews  the  youthful  Beauty,  and  Promiie  of  that  future  Bounty. 
(63)   —•■'-' •  ■  '  —  Nature  wants  fluff" 

To  <v\e  f  range  Forms  with  Fancy  ;  yet  f  imagine 

An  Antony  were  Natures  piece,  "gainfl  Fancy, 

Condnnn'uig  Shadows  quite~\ 
This  is  a  f.ne  Sentiment,  but  unintelligible  in  the  prefent  falfe  Reading 
and  Pointing:    ar.d,    even  when   let  right  in  thele  Particulars,    is   Hill 

obfeure 
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To  vye  ftrange  forms  with  Fancy,  yet  t'imagine 
An  Antony,  were  Nature's  Prize  'gainft  Fancy, 
Condemning  fhadows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  Madam  : 
Your  iofs  is  as  your  felf,  great  5  and  you  bear  it, 
As  anfw'ring  to  the  weight:    would,  I  might  never 
O'er-take  purfu'd  fuccefs,  but  I  do  £ed. 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  moots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cko.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
Know  you,  what  Cafar  means  to  do  with  me  ? 

Dol.  I'm  loth  to  tell  you,  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cko.  Nay,  pray  you,  Sir. 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable  — — — 

Cko,  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph  ? 

Dol.  Madam,  he  will,  I  know't. 

AIL  Make  way  there, Cafar. 

Enter  Csefar,  Gallus,    Mecaenas,   Proculeius,   and 

Attendants. 
Ctff.  Which  is  the  Queen  of  JEgypt? 
Dol.  It  is  the  Emperor,  Madam.  [Cleo.  kneels. 

Ccef.  Arife,  you  fliall  not  kneel: 
I  pray  you,   rife,  rife,  ALgypt. 

cbfcure  enough.     I'll  firft  reform  the  Text,  and  then  fubjoin  the  Inter- 
pretation. 

■    ■ Yet  t'imagine 

An  Antony,  were  Nature's  Prize  *gainjl  Fancy, 
Condemning  Shadows  quite. 
The  Senfe  is   This.  "  Nature  in  general  has   not    Materials   {efficient 
"  to  furniih  out  real  Forms,  for  ev'ry  Model  that  the  boundlefs  Power 
"  of  the  Imagination  can   sketch    out.  [This    is  the  Meaning    of    the 

Words,  Nature  wants  Matter  to  <vye  Jlrange  Forms  with  Fancy.] 
"  But  yet,  tho'  in  general  This  be  true,  that  Nature  is  more  poor,  nar- 
"  row,  and  confln'd,  than  Fancy ;  yet  it  muft  be  own'd,  that  when 
"  Nature  prefents  an  Antony  to  us,  fhe  then  gets  the  better  of    Fancy, 

and  makes  even  the  Imagination  appear  poor  and  narrow  ;  or,  in  our 
"■  Author's  Words,  condemns Jhadows  quite.'*  The  Word  Prize,  which 
I  have  reflored,  is  the  prettiert  Word  in  the  World  in  this  place ; 
as,  figuring  a  Contention  between  Nature  and  Imagination  about  the 
larger  Extent  of  their  Powers ;  and  Nature  gaining  the  Prize  by  pro- 
ducing Antony.  And  fure,  Nothing  could  be  faid  more  advantagious 
for  Antony,  than  this;    /^/Imagination  camejbort  of  his  Perfections. 

Mr.  Warhurton. 

Y  }  Cko. 
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Cleo.  Sir,    the  Gods 
Will  have  it  thus  j  rny  mafter-and  my  lord 
I  mult  obey. 

Caf.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts : 
The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flefh,  we  fhall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  Sir  o'th'  world, 
I  cannot  project  mine  own  caufe  fo  well 
To  make  it  clear,  bur  do  confefsl  I  have 
Been  l.iden  with  like  frailties  which  before 
Har/e  often  fham'd  our  Sex. 

Caf  Cleopatra,  know, 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  inforce : 
If  you  apply  your  felf  to  our  intents, 
(Which  tow'rds  you  are  molt  gentle)  you  fhall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  Change ;  but  if  you  feek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  courfe,  you  fhall  bereave  your  felf 
Of  my  good  purpofes,  and  put  your  children 
^To  that  deftruction  which  I'll  guard  them  from, 
If  thereon  you  relie.     I'll  take  my  leave. — 

Cleo,  And  may,  through  all  the  world  :    'tis  yours ; 
and  we, 
Your  fcutcheons,  and  your  figns  of  Conqueft,  fhall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  pleaie.     Here,  my  good  lord. 
Caf.  You  fhall  advife  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra.  (64) 

(64)  You  foall  advife  me  of  all,  Cleopatra."]  This  I  prefume  to  be 
a  Reading  iblely  of  Mr.  Pope's.  But  what  an  harmonicas  Verfe  has 
he  giv  n  us,  in  Point  of  Emphafis  ?  And  how  has  he  difgraced  the 
Poet  and  his  Emperor,  in  point  of  Sentiment  ?  What  a  fneaking  Fi- 
gure does  Cic-far  make,  in  faying,  "  You  fnall  confefs  your  whole 
'•  fubitance;  you  (han't  fecrete  one  penny"  j  before  he  knows  what 
the  Paper  is,  that  Cleopatra  puts  into  his  hand  ?  But  I  have  reftor'd 
the  Reading  of  the  old  Books,  which  carries  a  Dignity  fuitable  to 
the  Subject.  Caefar  takes  pains  to  comfort  her  ;  and  telis  her,  that  lhe 
herffelf  fhall  direcl  him  in  ev'ry  Thing  for  her  own  Relief  and  Satis- 
faction. He  repeats  the  fame  Confolation  to  her  in  other  Terms, 
when  he  leaves  her : 

—  ■  -  ■    ■>■  ■ Therefore,  be  cheer  d; 

Make  net  your  Thoughts  your  Prifons :  no,  dear  Queen  ; 

For  <we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you  as 

Ypurfdf  Jhall  give  us  Counlel. 

Cko, 
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Cleo.  This  is  the  brief  of  mony,  plate,  and  jewels 

I  am  pofleft  of -'tis  exa&ly  valued,  (6f) 

Nor  petty  things  omitted  — —  where's  Seleucus? 

Sel.  Here,  Madam. 

Cleo,  This  is  my  treafurer,   let  him  fpeak,  my  lord, 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  referv'd 
To  my  felt'  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

Sel.  Madam,  I  had  rather  feal  my  lips, 
Than  to  my  peril  fpeak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back? 

Sel.  Enough  to  purchafe  what  you  have  made  tnown. 

Caf.  Nay,   blufh  not,  Cleopatra  5  I  approve 
Your  wifdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Cafar !  Oh,  behold, 
How  Pomp  is  follow'd  :  mine  will  now  be  yours, 
And,  mould  we  fhift  eftates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
Th'  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  do's 
Ev'n  make  me  wild.     Oh  flave,  of  no  more  Truft 
Than  love  that's  hir'd  —  What,  goeft  thou  back  ?  thou 

fhalt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee  :  but  I'll  catch  thine  eyes, 
Though  they  had  wings.     Slave,  foul-lefs  villain,  dog, 
O  rarely  bale ! — 

Caf.  Good  Queen,  let  us  intreat  you. 

Cleo.  O  Cafar,  what  a  wounding  fhame  is  this. 
That  thou,  vouchfaflng  here  to  vilit  me, 

(65) ""Tis  exaftly  'valued \ 

Not  petty  Things  admitted.] 
Sagacious  Editors !  Cleopatra  gives  in  a  Lift  of  her  Wealth, .  fays,  'tis 
exactly  valued,  but  that  petty  Things  are  not  admitted  in  this  Lift : 
and  then  (he  appeals  to  her  Treafurer,  to  vouch,  that  fhe  has  referv'd 
Nothing  to  her  felf.  Nay,  and  when  he  betrays  her  in  this  Point, 
fhe  is  reduced  to  the  (hift  of  exclaiming  againft  the  Ingratitude  of  Ser- 
vants to  a  Prince  in  his  Decline,  and  of  making  Apologies  for  having 
fecreted  certain  Trifles.  What  Conliftency  is  there  in  fuch  a  Con; 
duel  ?  And  who  does  not  fee,  that  we  ought  to  read  ? 

-    ■'        "  ""Tis  exaSlly  'valued  ; 

Not  petty  Things  omitted. 
For  this  Declaration  lays   open  her  Falfhood ;    and  makes  her  angry, 
when  her  Treafurer  detects  her  in  a  direct  Lye. 

Y  4  Doing 
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Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordlinefs  (6*6) 

To  one  fo  weak,  that  mine  own  fervant  fhould 

Parcel  the  fum  of  my  difgraccs  by 

Addition  of  his  envy  !  Say,  good  Ca?fary 

That  I  fome  lady- trifles  have  referv'd, 

Immoment  toys,  things  of  fuch  Dignity 

As  we  greet  modern  friends  withal  j  and  fay, 

Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 

For  Livia  and  Offavia,  to  induce 

Their  mediation,  muft  I  be  unfolded 

By  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  the  Gods !  —  it  fmites  me 

Beneath  the  Fall  I  have.     Pr'y thee,  go  hence  j— 

Or  I  fhall  fliew  the  cinders  of  my  fpirits  (67) 

(66)  Doing  the  Honour  of  thy  Lordlinefs 
To  one  fb  meek.] 
Thefe  Editors,  like   Sir  Martin   Marr-all,   are  perpetually    plunging 
into  frefh  Abfurdities.   Surely,  Cleopatra   muft  be  bantering  C&far,  to 
call  herfelf  meek,  when  he  had  the  Moment  before  leen  her  fly  at  her 
Treafurer,  and  wiihing  to  tear  out  his  Eyes.     I  correct, 

To  One  Jo  weak ; 
i.  e.  fo  fhrunk  in  Fortune  and  Power  :  vanquiih'd,  and  fpoil'd  of  her 
Kingdom.  Beftdes,  fhe  might  allude  to  her  bodily  Decay.  For  Plu- 
tarch tells  us,  that  fhe  received  C<zfar,  as  me  was  lying  on  a  poor 
pallat-bed  ;  that  fhe  threw  herfelf  at  his  Feet,  in  her  Shift  ;  that  her 
Hair  was  torn  off,. and  her  Face  mangled;  that  her  Voice  was  low 
and  trembling,  and  her  Eyes  funk  into  her  Head  with  continual 
Weeping :  fo  that  fhe  was  in  a  pitiful  State.  And  notwithstanding  all 
thefe  concurring  Symptoms  of  Weaknefs  and  Decay,  there  is  no  In- 
conflftency  in  her  flying  at  her  Treafurer :  for,  on  any  fudden  Provo- 
cation, the  Agonies  of  Refentment  will  exert  againft  the  loweft  In- 
firmity, and  put  Nature  on  the  Strain. 

(6y)  Or  J  Jhalljhenv  the  Cinders  of  my  Spirits 
Thro'  th*  AJhes  of  my  Chance.] 
If  the  Text  be  genuine,  this  muft  be  the  Allufion ;  Ihe  confiders 
herfelf,  in  her  Downfall,  as  a  Fabrick  deftroy'd  by  Fire:  and  then 
would  intimate,  that  the  fame  Fire  has  reduc'd  her  Spirits  too  to 
Cinders ;  i.  e.  confum'd  the  Strength  and  Dignity  of  her  Soul  and 
Mind.     Mr.  Warhurton  thinks,  the  Poet  wrote; 

Thro   tti  AJhes  of  my  Cheeks. 
And,  indeed,  oar  Poet  has  an  Image  in  Othello,  that  fe«ms  to  couh« 
tenance  this  Correction. 

I  Jhould  make  <very  Forges  of  my  Cheeks, 
That  ivould  to  Cinders  burn  up  Modefly% 
Did  I  but  /peak  thy  Deedsy 

Through 
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Through  th'  aflies  of  my  chance :   wert  thou  a  man, 
Thou  would'ft  have  mercy  on  me. 

C<ef  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

Cleo.  Be't  known,    that  we  the    Greateft  are  mif- 
t nought 
For  things  that  others  do*  and  when  we  fall, 
We  anfwer  others  merits,  in  our  names 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Caf.  Cleopatra, 
Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  what  acknowledg'd, 
Put  We  i'th'  roll  of  Conqueft,  ftill  be't  yours  j 
Beftow  it  at  your  pleafure,  and  believe, 
Ctefar's  no  merchant  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  fold.  Therefore,  becheer'd  : 
Make  not  your   thoughts    your    prifons;     no,    dear 

Queen, 
For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you,  as 
Your  felf  fhall  give  us  counfel :  feed,  and  fleep. 
Our  care  and  pity  is  fo  much  upon  you, 
That  we  remain  your  friend  -,  and  fo,  adieu. 

Cke.  My  matter,  and  my  lord ! 

Ca?f.  Not  fo :  —  adieu.     [Exeunt  Casfar  and  his  train. 

Cleo.  He  words  me,  Girls,  he  words  me, 
That  I  mould  not  be  noble  to  my  felf. 
But  hark  thee,  Charmian.  {Whifpers  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finifh,  good  lady,  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again.  —  (68) 
I've  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided  $ 
Go  put  it  to  the  hafte. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit  Charm. 

(68)   . 'Hie  thee  again. 

r°ue  /poke  already,  and  it  is  provided  j 
Go  put  it  to  the  hafie^\ 
Freinjbemius  has  obferv'd,  upon  a  PafTage  of  Quint  us  Curtius,  that  your 
beft  Writers  very  often  leave  fome  things  to  be  underftood  from  the 
Confequence  and  Implication  of  Words,  which  the  Words  themfelves  do 
not  exprefs.  It  a  fapijjime  opti?ni  quique  Scriptores  <volunt  qu&dam  in- 
telligi  ex  confequentid  Verhorum,  qu<e  ipfi  non  aperte  dixerunt.  Our 
Author  obferves  this  Conducl  here.  Cleopatra  muft  be  fuppos'd  to  mean, 
Jhe  has  fpoke  for  the  Afp,  and  it  is  provided,  tho'  ihs  fays  not  a 
Word  of  it  in  direct  Terms. 

Enter 


330     Antony  and  Cleopatra. 


Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  Where  is  the  Queen  ? 

Char.  Behold,  Sir. 

Cleo.  Dolabella! 

Dol.  Madam,  as  thereto  fworn,  by  your  Command, 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this  :  Cafaf  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey,  and,  within  three  days, 
You  with  your  children  will  he  fend   before ; 
Make  your  bed  ufe  of  this.     I  have  perforrn'd 
Your  pleafure  and   my  promife. 

Cleo.  Dolabella^ 
I  fhall  remain  your  debtor. 

Dol.  I  your  fervant. 
Adieu,  good  Queen  j  I  muft  attend  on  Cafar.     [_Exit. 

Cleo.    Farewel,     and    thanks.       Now,    Iras9     what 
think'ft  thou? 
Thou,  an  ^Egyptian  puppet,  {halt  be  fhewn 
In  Rome  as  well  as  I  :  mechanick  (laves 
With  greafie  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  fhall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view.     In  their  thick  breaths, 
Rank  of  grofs  diet,  (hall  we  be  enclouded, 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 

has.  The  Gods  forbid! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  moft  certain,  Iras:  fawcy  li&ors 
Will  catch  at  us  like  ftrumpets,    and  fcall'd  rhimers 
Ballad  us  out-o'-tune.     The  quick  Comedians 
Extern p'rally  will  ftage  us,  and  prefent 
Our  Alexandrian  revels:  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,    and  I  fhall  fee 
Some  fqueaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  Greatnefs 
I'th'  poiture  of  a  whore. 

Iras*  O  the  good  Gods! 

Cleo.  Nay,  that's  certain. 

Iras.  1*11  never  fee  it  >  for,  I'm  fure,  my  nails 
Are  ftronger  than  mine  eyes. 

Cleo. 
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Cleo.  Why,  that's  the  way  (6p) 
To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Their  moft  affur'd  intents.     Now,  Charmian  : 

Enter  Charmian. 

Shew  me,  my  women,  like  a  Queen :  go  fetch 
My  beft  attires.     I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 

To  meet  Mark  Antony.     Sirrah  Iras,  go 

Now,  noble  Charmian>  we'll  difpatch  indeed  ; 
And  when    thou'ft   done    this    chare,   I'll  give   thee 
leave 

To  play  till  dooms-day bring  our  Crown,  and  all. 

\_A  noife  within* 
Wherefore  this  noife? 

Enter  a  Guard/man. 

Guardf.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow, 
That  will  not  be  deny'd  your  Highnefs'  prefence  ; 
He  brings  you  figs. 

Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.     How  poor  an  inftrument 

[Exit  Guard/man. 
May  do  a  noble  deed!  — he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  refolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  5  now  from  head  to  foot 

(69 Why,  that's  the  <way 

To  fool  their  preparation,   and  to  conquer 

Their  moji  abfurd  Intents.] 
As  plaufible  as  this  Epithet  may  at  firft  Glance  appear,  I  have  great 
Sufpicions  of  it.  Why  mould  Cleopatra  call  C<zfar\  Defigns  abfurd  ? 
She  could  not  think  his  Intent  of  carrying  her  in  Triumph,  fuch  ; 
with  regard  to  his  own  Glory  :  and  her  finding  an  Expedient  to  dis- 
appoint him,  could  not  bring  it  under  that  predicament.  I  much  ra- 
ther think,  the  Poet  wrote  ; 

arid  to  conquer 

Their  moft  aflfur'd  Intents. 
j,  e.  the  Purpofes,  which  they  are  moft  determin'd  to  put  in  practice; 
make  Themfelves  moft  fure  of  accompliflnng.     So,  in  Lear  : 
■■  ■ All,  that  offer  to  defend  him. 

Stand  in  aftured  Lofs. 
So,  before  in  this  Play,  by  an  equivalent  Epithet; 

That  Nature  muft  compell  us  to  lament 

Our  moft  perfiited  Deeds. 

I'm 
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I'm  marble  conftant :  now  the  fleeting  moon 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Enter  Guardfmm^  and  Clown  with  a  basket. 

Guard/.  This  is  the  man. 

Cleo.  Avoid  and  leave  him.  [_Exit  Guard/man. 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  NiJus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clown.  Truly,  I  have  him  :  but  I  would  not  be 
the  party  ihould  defirc  you  to  touch  him,  for  his 
biting  is  immortal  :  thofe,  that  do  die  of  it,  do  fel- 
dom  or  never  recover. 

Cleo.  Remember'ft  thou  any  that  have  dy'd  on't  ? 

Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard 
of  one  of  them  no  longer  than  yefterday,  a  very  ho- 
ned woman,  but  fomething  given  to  lie,  as  a  woman 
fhould  not  do,  but  in  the  way  of  honefty.  How  fhe 
dy'd  of  the  biting  of  it,  what  pain  fhe  felt !  truly,  fhe 
makes  a  very  good  report  o'th'  worm :  but  he,  that 
will  believe  half  that  they  fay,  fhall  never  be  faved  by 
all  that  they  do  :  (70)  but  this  is  moft  fallible,  the 
worm's  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo.  Get  thee  hence,  farewel. 

Clown.  I  willi  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Farewel. 

Clown.  You  muft  think  this,  look  you,  that  the 
worm  will  do  his  kind. 

Cleo.  Ay,  ay,  farewel. 

Clown.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trufted 
but  in  the  keeping  of  wife  people  j  for,  indeed,  there 
is  no  goodnefs  in  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care,  it  fhall  be  heeded. 

Clown.  Very  good :  give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you, 
for  it  is  not  worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me? 

Clown.   You  muft  not  think,  I  am   fo  Ample,    but 

(70)  But  he  that  will  believe  All  that  they  fay ',  /hall  never  be  fav'd 
by  half  that  they  do.]  Shakefpeare^s  Clowns  are  always  Jokers,  and 
deal  in  fly  Satire.  'Tis  plain,  this  muft  be  read  the  contrary  way,  and 
all  and  half  change  places  with  one  another.  Mr.  Warburton. 

I  know 
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I  know  the  devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  woman  :  I 
know,  that  a  woman  is  a  difh  for  the  Gods,  if  the 
devil  drefs  her  not.  But,  truly,  thefe  fame  whore-fon 
devils  do  the  Gods  great  harm  in  their  women!  for 
in  every  ten  that  they  make,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone,  farewel. 

Clown.  Yes,  forfooth,  I  wifh  you  joy  o'th'  worm. 

[Exit. 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  Robe,  put  on  my  Crown  s  1  have 
Immortal  Longings  in  me.     Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  JEgypfs  grape  fliall  moift  this  lip. 

Yare,  yare,  good  Iras  j  quick methinks,  1  hear 

Antony  call,   I  fee  him  rowfe  himfelf 
To  praife  my  noble  a£b.     (71)  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Ca?far,  which  the  Gods  give  men 
T'excufe  their  after-wrath.     Husband,  I  come  ; 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title  ! 
I  am  fire,  and  air  *  my  other  elements 

I  give  to  bafer  life.  So have  you  done? 

Come  then,  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewel,  kind  Charmian\  Iras,  long  farewel. 

[/Applying  the  afp. 
Have  I  the  afpick  in  my  lips  ?  doft  fall  ?  1*0  Iras. 

If  thou  and  nature  can  fo  gently  part, 
The  ftroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
Which  hurts,  and  is  defir'd.     Doft  thou  lye  ftill? 
If  thus  thou  vanifheft,  thou  teH'ft  the  world, 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking.  [Iras  dies. 

Char.  DifTolve,  thick  Cloud,  and  rain,  that  I  may  fay, 
The  Gods  themfelves  do  weep. 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  bafe  ■ 
If  fhe  firft  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He'll  make  demand  of  her,   and  fpend  that  kifs, 

(71)  ■  /  hear  him  mock 

'The  Luck  of  Cedar,  which  the  Gods  give  Men 
T'excufe  their  after -Wrath] 
This,  poffibly,  might  have  been  IhadowM  out  from  Claudian. 

— -1 Jam  non  «*/culmina  rerum, 

Injuftos  creviffe  queror :  tolluntur  in  altum, 

Ut  lapfu  graviore  ruant.  In  Rufinum .  lib.  1. 

Mr.  Warburton. 

Which 
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Which  is  my  heav'n  to  have.  Come,  mortal  wretch, 
With  thy  lharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinficate 

[To  theferpent. 
Of  life  at  once  untie :  poor  venomous  fool, 
Be  angry,  and  difpatch.     Oh,  could'ft  thou  fpeak, 
That  L  might  hear  thee  call  great  Cafar  afs, 
Unpolicied ! 

Char.  Oh  eaflern  flar! 
Cleo.  Peace,  peace! 
Don:  thou  not  fee  my  baby  at  my  breaft, 
That  fucks  the  nurfe  afleep  ? 
Char.  O  break !  O  break ! 
Cleo.  As  fweet  as  balm,  as  foft  as  air,  as  gentle, 

O  Antony  \- Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too.*  (72) 

[Applying  another  Afp  to  her  Arm. 

What 

(72)  O  Antony  !  nay  I  will  take  thee  too.']  As  there  has  been  hi- 
therto no  Break  in  this  Verfe,  nor  any  marginal  Direction,  Thee  ne- 
ceflarily  muft  feem  to  refer  to  Antony.  But  'tis  certain,  Cleopatra  is 
here  defign'd  to  apply  One  Afpick  to  her  Arm,  as  me  had  before 
clap'd  One  to  her  Breaft.  And  the  laft  Speech  of  Dolabella  in  the 
Play  is  a  Confirmation  of  This. 
Here,  on  her  Breaft, 

There  is  a  Vent  of  Blood,  and fomething  blown  ; 

The  like  is  on  her  Arm. 
Dion  CaJJius,  in  the  5 1  ft  Book  of  his  Roman  Hiftory  is  exprefs  as  to 
fmall  Punctures  of  the  Afp  being  difcover'd  only  on  her  Arm. 
Kevin psfl'ct  jS  fi,i-7r1&  T«ee  rov  Cpot^iovet  dvjT^  MO'NA  Jjpidii. 
And  Plutarch  fays,  towards  the  Concluiion  of  M.  Antonfs  Life,  that 
fhe  had  two  Marks  imprinted  by  the  Sting  of  the  Afp  :  and  that 
C&far  carried  a  Statue  of  her  in  Triumph,  with  an  Afp  fix'd  to  her 
Arm.  However,  the  Application  of  the  Afpick  to  her  Breaft  is  not  the 
Invention  of  our  Poet.  Virgil,  who  fays  nothing  of  the  Locality  of 
her  Wounds,  plainly  intimates  that  (he  applied  two  of  thefe  venomous 
Creatures. 

Necdum  etiam  geminos  a  tergo  refpicit  Angues.  ^Eneid.  VIIL 

Strabo,  Vetleius  Paterculus,  Eutropius,  and  Lucius  Florus  leave  this 
Matter  as  much  at  large. But  I  remember  to  have  feen  Pictures  of  a  Cleo- 
patra (of  what  Age,  I  can't  fay; )  with  the  Afpick  on  her  Bofom,  and 
her  Breaft  bloody.  Befides,  Leonardo  Auguftini,  among  his  antique 
Gemms,  exhibits  one  of  Cleopatra  upon  an  Agot,  with  an  Afpick 
biting  her  right  Breaft.  And  Strada,  the  Mantuan  Antiquary,  who 
gives  us  a  Medal  of  this  Princefs,  fays,  that  fhe  dy'd  by  Serpents  ap- 
ply'd  to  her  Breafts.  And  Domitius  Calderinus,  upon  the  59th  Epi- 
gram of  the  IVth  Book  of  Martial,  fays  precifely,  that  fhe  procur'd 
her  own  Death  by  applying  Afps  to  her  Breaft  and  Arm.  Nam  Cleo- 
patra 
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What  (hould  I  flay ^  [Dies. 

Char.  In  this  wild  world?  fo,  fare  thee  well: 
Now  boaft  thee,  Death,  in  thy  poffeflion  lies 

A  lafs  unparallel'd. ■  Downy  windows,  clofej 

And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 

Of  e\es  again  fo  royal!  your  Crown's  awry; 

I'll  mend  it,  and  then  play 

Enter  the  Guard^  rujhing  in, 

1  Guard    Where's  the  Queen? 
Char.  Speak  foftly,  wake  her  not. 

1  Guard.  Cafar  hath  fent. 

[Charmian  applies,  the  afp. 
Char.  Too  flow  a  meflenger. 
Oh,  come  apace,  difpatch,    I  partly  feel  thee. 

i  Guard.  Approach,  ho!  all's  not  well.   C<efar's  be- 

guil'd. 
z  Guard.  There's  Dolahella  fent  from  Ctefar;  call  him. 

1  Guard.    What   work  is  here,    Charmian?    is   this 

well  done? 
Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  Princefs 
Defcended  of  fo  many  royal  Kings. 
Ah,  foldiers!- [Charmian  dies. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Del.  How  goes  it  here  ? 

2  Guard.  All  dead ! 

Dol.  C<efar^  thy  thoughts 
Touch  their  effe&s  in  this  $  thy  felf  art  coming 
To  fee  perform'd  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
So  fought'ft  to  hinder. 

patra  admota  Afpide  13  Mamilhe  cif  Brachio  fibt  Mortem  confcivit. 
Had  Sbakefpeare  invented  the  Circumflance,  Poetic  Licence,  and  the 
Delicacy  of  his  Imager}-,  had  been  a  fufficient  Plea:  but  we  find  him 
true  to  Authority,  as  well  as  to  himfelf,  in  turning  an  occafional  Hint 
into  an  unexpected  Beauty. 

Doft  thou  not  fee  my  Baby  at  my  Breaft, 

That  fucks  the  Nurfe  afleep  ? 
For  this   has  a   double  Elegance ;    not  only  as  it  prefents  us  wkh  an 
amiable  Picture,  but  as  it  exprefles  too  the  benumning  EfFecls  of  the 
Afp  Healing  fall  upon  her. 

Enter 
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Enter  Casfar  and  Attendants. 

All  Make  way  there,   make  way  for  Cafar. 

Dol.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  too  fure  an  augurerj 
That  you,  did  fear,  is  done. 

Caf.  Braveft  at  laft : 
She  levell'd  at  our  purpofe,  and,  being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way.  The  manner  of  their  deaths  ?  — 
I  do  not  fee  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  laft  with  them? 

i  Guard.  A  fimple  countryman,that  brought  her  figs : 
This  was  his  basket. 

G*f.  Poifon'd  then! 

I  Gent.  Oh  Cafar  / 
This  Charmian  liv'd  but  now,  flie  ftood  and  fpake : 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  miftrefs  j  tremblingly  fhe  ftood, 
And  on  the  fudden  dropt. 

Caf.  Oh  noble  weaknefs ! 
If  they  had  fwallow'd  poifon,  'twould  appear 
By  external  fwelling;  but  flie  looks  like  Sleep ;  (73) 

As 


(73)  „  Butjhe  looks  like  Sleep.] 

The  Poet  has  made  Cleopatra  herfelf,  above,  fpeaking  of  the  Opera- 
tion of  the  Afpick,  give  us  this  fine  Image ; 

Do  ft  Thou  not  fee  my  Baby  at  my  Breaftf 

That  fucks  the  Nurfe  afleep  ? 
And  in  this  Defcription  he  is  precifely  juft  to  Hiftory.  Lucius  Florus, 
lib.  iv.  c.  1 1 .  (and  Jornandes  literally  from  him)  fpeaks  of  her  DilTo- 
lution,  as  of  a  Falling  into  a  Slumber.  Admotifa\  ad  Venas  ferpentibus, 
fie  morte,  quafi  iomno,  foluta  'eft.  And  Solinus,  defcribing  the  different 
forts  of  Al'picks,  fays,  Two  particularly  were  employ'd  to  give  Death  ; 
that  call'd  Dip/as,  which  kill'd  by  exceffive  Thirft ;  and  the  Hypnale, 
which  deftroys  by  Sleep,  of  which  Cleopatra  is  a  Teftimony.  And  to 
this  eafy  Method  of  her  dying,  P  roper  tius  has  like  wife  alluded  ; 
Bracbia  fpe£ia<vi  facris  admorfa  Colubris, 

Et  trahere  occultum  Membra  foporis  iter.  Lib.  iii.  Eleg.  10. 
Lucan,  in  the  IXth  Book  of  his  P  barf  alia,  where  he  expatiates  on 
the  Multitude  and  Diverhty  of  African  ferpents,  remembers,  among  the 
reft,  the  itupifying  Quality  of  the  Afpick ; 

Afpida  fomniferum  tumidd  cer'vice  le<va--vit . 
and  defcribes  one  bit  by  it,    who  confefs'd  no  Pain,    but  dy'd  inftantly, 

a*  of  a  Lethargy. 

«■'        ■  — '  nulhoue 
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As  me  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  ftrong  toil  of  grace. 

DoL  Here,  on  her  brcaft, 
There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  fomething  blown : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

1  Guard.  This  is  an  afpick's  trail  \ 
And  thefe  fig-leaves  have  (lime  upon  them,  fuch 
As  th'  afpick  leaves  upon  the  caves  of  Nyle. 

C<ef.  Mo  ft  probable, 
That  fo  fhe  died ;  for  her  phyfician  tells  me, 
She  hath  purfu'd  conclufions  infinite 
Of  eafie  ways  to  die.     Take  up  her  bed, 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  Monument : 
She  mall  be  buried  by  her  Antony. 
No  Grave  upon  the  earth  {hall  clip  in  it 
A  Pair  fo  famous.     High  events  as  thefe 
Strike  thofe  that  make  them  j  and  their  ftory  is 
No  lefs  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  fhall, 
In  folemn  fliew,  attend  this  funeral; 
And  then  to  Rome:  come,  Do!aheIIa9  fee 
High  Order  in  this  great  Solemnity.      [Exeunt  Omnes. 


nulloque  dclore 


Uejiatus  morfus>  fubitam  caligine  mortem 
Accipis,  &  Stygias-  fomno  defcendis  ad  Umbras. 

Ovid  like  wife  mentions  this  hypnotic k  Quality  of  the  Afpic,  and  calls  it 

the  foreign  Serpent. 

Plenaque  fomniferis  ferpens  peregrina  Venenis. 
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CYMBELINE. 


A 


TRAGEDY. 


Z  *  •  CYM» 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 

CYMBELINE,  King  of  Britaine. 

Cloten,  Son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  Husband.    - 

Leonatus  Poll  humus,  a  Gentleman  in  love  with  the  Prin- 

cefS)  and  privately  married  te  her. 
Guiderius,  ?  Difguis'd  under  the  names  of  Paladour  and 
Arviragus,  £       Cadwal,  fuppofed  fons  to  Belarius. 
Belarius,  a  baniJWd   Lord,   difguis'd  under  the  name  of 

Morgan. 
Philarib,  an  Italffih,  Friend  to  Pofthumus. 
Ia^pHiEgo,  [Friend  \o  Philario. 
Caius  Lucius,  Ambaffador  from  Rome. 
Pifanio,  Servant  to  Pofthumus. 
A  French  Gentleman ,  Friend  to  Philario. 
Cornelius,  a  Doclor^  Servant  to  the  Queen. 
Two  Gentlemen, 

Queen,  Wife  to  Cymbefine, 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbe^ne  by  a  former  Queen. 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  Tribunes,  Ghofisy 

a  Soofh/ayer,  Captains,  Soldiers,  Mejfengersj 

and  other  Attendants. 


SCENE,  fornetimes  in  Britaine  -}  fometimes 

in  Italy. 


CYM- 


(oG  YMBELINE. 


A    C    T      I. 

SCENE>  CymbelineV  Palace  in  Britaine. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

i    Gentleman. 

YO  U  do  not  meet   a  man,  but  frowns :   Our 
bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens  than   our  Cour- 
tiers 5 
Still  feem,  as  do's  the' King's. 
z  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter?" 
i  Gent.  His  daughter,    and  the  heir  of 's  Kingdom, 
(whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  fole  fon,  a  widow 
That  late  he  married)  hath  referr'd  her  felf 

CO  CYMBELINE]  That  Part  of  the  Fable,  on  which  the  Di- 
ftrds  of  this  Play  is  built,  (viz.  PoJlhumus\  Jealoufy  of  his  Wife,  from 
his  own   Indifcretionj )  is  borrow'd,  as  Mr.  Gildon  and  others  have  ob- 
ferv'd,    from  Boccace,    Day   2d,  Novel  9th.  And  the   Italian  Novelifl 
feems  to  me  to  have  founded  his  Tale   on    Collatinuss   extravagant 
Praifes  of  his  Wife  to  young  Tarauin   and   others  :    to  which  idle  Con- 
duel  the  Rape  of  Lucrece  was  folely  owing.     Mr.  Pope  has  remark'd, 
jhat  little,  befides  the  Names,  is  historical  in  this  Play.  On  the  contrary, 
it  appears  to  me,  that  the  Author  has  taken   pains    to  infert  Points  of 
Hiitory,  both  Britijb  and  Roman,  in  the  Detail  of  his  Scenary.    Indeed, 
he  fometimes  puts  a  Change  upon  Facls,  as  well   as  fubverts  the  Chro- 
nologyof  Actions  i  of  which  I  fhall  take  particular  Notice  in  the  proper 
Places.  So,  with  like  Licence,  amongft  Names  truly  Britijh  and  Roman, 
he  jumbles  foch   as   thele,  lachimo,  Syeniie,  Richard  du  Champ,  Fidele, 
Philaric,  and  Pifanio }  all  of  a  more  modem  Origin  and  Deflexion. 

Z  5  Unto 


34*  Cymbeline. 

Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  gentleman. 

She's  wedded  j  — 

Her  husband  banifVd  $  fee  imprifon'd :  All 

Is  outward  forrow,  though,  I  think,  the  King 

Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gent.  None  but  the  King  ? 

i  Gent.  He,  that  hath  loft  her,too  :  fo  is  the  Queen, 
That  moft  defir'd  the  match.  But  not  a  Courtier, 
(Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  King's  look)  but  hath  a  heart  that  is 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  fcoul  at. 

1  Gent.  And  why  fo  ? 

i  Gent.  He,  that  hath  mifs'd  the  Princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report:  and,  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean  that  marry 'd  her,  alack,  good  man! 
And  therefore  baniih'd)  is  a  creature  fuch, 
As,  to  feek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him  that  fhould  cpmpare.     I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  fluff  within 
Endows  a  man  but  him. 

2.  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  farr.  (i) 

i  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himfelf  j 
Crufli  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 
His  meafure  fully. 

z  Gent.  What's  his  name  and  birth  ? 

i  Gent.  Lcannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  his  father 
Was  call'd  Sicillius,  who  did  join  his  honour  (3) 

Againft 

(2)  2  Gent.  You  fpeak  him  fair* 

I   Gent.  /  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himfelf] 
I  don't  know  what  Confonance  our  modern  Editors  could  find  betwixt 
/peaking fair  and  extending :  No  more,  I  believe,  than  they  have  Au- 
thority for  the  Reading.     I  have  reftorM  with  the  old  Books ; 

You  fpeak  him  farr. 
i.  t.  You  fpeak  widely,  with  Latitude,  in  his  Praifes :    and  then  the  o* 
ther  anfwers  with  great  Propriety;  "  Sir,  as  widely  as  I  fpeak  of  him, 
"  J  extend  him  within  the  Lifts  and  Compafs  of  his  own  Merit. 

(3)  Who  did  join  his  Honour 

Againf  the  Romans,  with  Caffibelan  ;  ] 
Lud,  (from  whom,  as  fome  fuppofe,  Ludgate  deriv'd   its  Name)  began 
Co  reign  ov«r  the  Southern  Pares  of  our  Ifle  about  70  Years  before  the 

Cbrijlian 
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Againfl:  the  Romans,  with  QaJJibtlan  5 
But  had. his  titles  by  Tenantius,  whom  (4) 
He  ferv'd  with  glory,  and  adrnir'd  fuccefs  ; 
Sogain'd  the  fur-addition,  Leonatus: 
And  had,  befides  this  gentleman  ki  queftion, 
Two  other  fons  5  who,  in  the  wars  o'th*  time, 
Dy'd  with  their  fwords  in  hand  :   For  which,  their  fa- 
ther, 
(Then  old  and  fond  of  iflue)  took  fuch  forrow, 
That  he  quit  Being  y  and  his  gentle  lady, 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theam,  deceas'd, 
As  he  was  born.  The  King,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his.prote&ion,  calls  him  Pofthumus, 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his,  bed-chamber} 
Puts  to  him  all  the  Learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,  which  he  took 
As  we  do  air,  faft  as  'twas  miniftred. 
His  fpring  became  a  harveft :  liv'd  in  Court 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  mofl:  prais'd,  moft  lov'd, 
A  fample  to  the  young'ft$  to  th'  more  mature, 
A  glafs  that  featur'd  them  $  and  to  the  graver* 

Cbrijiian  j£ra.  He  reign' d  but  Eleven  Years ;  and,  upon  his  Demhe, 
(or,  rather,  his  Murder;  for  the  Hiftorians  are  exprefs,  and  concur  in  this 
Point  :)C<z/^#/tf#,hisBrother,ufurp'd  the  Government  fromLueTs  two  Sons 
then  in  their  Minority.  About  the  9th  Year  ofCaJJibelan's  Reign,  Julius 
C&far  made  his  firft  Defcent  upon  Britaine,  and  met  with  Repulfe.  The 
next  Seafon,  he  again  invaded  us ;  and  then,  after  feveral  Skirmifhes 
and  fome  pitch'd  Battles  wag'd  with  the  Romans :,  the  Britons  being 
worfted,  and  revolting  by  Degrees  from  Cajpbelan,  'he  was  oblig'd  to 
fue  to  Ceefar  for  Terms,  and  to  yield  to  the  Payment  of  an  annual 
Tribute  to  the  Romans  as  Conquerors.  Polyanus  (in  his  Stratage- 
tnata)  tells  us  that  the  Britons  fled,  thro*  the  Tenor  they  conceived  at 
fight  of  Ccefars  Elephants.  Cafar,  in  his  Commentaries,  mentions  not 
one  Word  of  Elephants  employ'd  in  this  Service  t  it  muft  be  look'd  upon 
therefore  as  an  idle  Fable  and  of  no  Credit. 

(4)  TEN  ANT  LUS^.Tenantius  (or  Tbeomaniius)  who  was  the 
younger  Son  of  Lud,  and  who  had  aided  Julius  C<zfar  againfl  Cajt- 
belan,  upon  his  Uncle's  Death,  about  45  Years  before  Chrift,  recover'd 
the  Dominions  that  had  been  ufurp'd  from  his  Brother  and  him  by 
Caffibelan.  He  reign'd  22  Years ;  and  in  his  10th,  Year  happened  the 
Aflaflination  of  Julius  defar.  Our  Author  ,Jaints  here  at  this  Prince 
having  War  with  the  Romans  :  and  the  Queftion  of  his  refuting  the 
Tribute,  agreed  to  by  his  Uncle,  will  be  canvafs'd  in  a  fubfequent 
Note. 

Z4  A 
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A  child  that  guided  dotards.     To  his  miftrefs, 
(For  whom  he  now  is  banihYd)  her  own  price 
Proclaims,  how  flic  efteem'd  him  and  his  virtue. 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read, 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

z  Gent.  I  honour  him,  ev'n  out  of  your  report. 
But  tell  me,  is  (he  fole  child  to  the  King? 

I   Gent.  His  only  child. 
He  had  two  fons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it  5)  the  eldeft  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'trT  fwathing  elbaths  the  other,  from  their  nurfery 
Were  ftol'nj  and  to  this  hour,  no  gucfc  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

z  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago? 

1  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

z  Gent.  That  a  King's  children  mould  be  fo  convey'd, 
So  (lackly  guarded,  and  the  fearch  fo  flow 
That  could  not  trace  them, 

1  Gent.  Howfoe'er  'tis  ft  range, 
Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

z  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 

1  Gent.  We  mufl  forbear.  Here  comes  the  Gentle- 
man, 
The  Queen,  and  Princefs.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  the  ^ueen^  Pofthumus,  Imogen,  and  attendants. 

ghieen.  No,  be  affur'd,  you  (hall  not  find  me5daughter, 
After  the  (lander  of  moft  ftep- mothers, 
l'll-ey'd  unto  you:  You'ie  my  pris'ner,  but 
Your  goaler  (hall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  reliraint      For  you,  PoJlhi.muSj 
So  foon  as  I  can  win  th'  offended  King, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate:  marry,  yet, 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him  j   and  'twere  ^ood, 
You  lean'd  unto  his  Sentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wifdom  may  inform  you. 

Pofl.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
I  t\  ill  from  hence  to  day. 


ghicen.  You  know  the  peril; 


ru 
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I'll  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 

The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections  5    though  the  King 

Hath  charg'd,  you  mould  not  fpeak  together.      \_Exit. 

/mo.  Diffembling  courtefie !    how  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle,  where  fhe  wounds  !  My  deareft  husband, 
I  fomething  fear  my  father's  wrath,  but  nothing 
{Always  referv'd  my  holy  duty)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me.     You  muft  be  gone, 
And  1  mall  here  abide  the  hourly  {hot 
Of  angry  eyes:  not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world, 
That  I  may  fee  again. 

Poft.  My  Queen  !  my  Miftrefs ! 
O  lady,  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpecled  of  more  tendernefs 
Than  doth  become  a  man.     I  will  remain 
The  loyalist  husband,  that  did  e'er  plight  troth ; 
My  refidence  in  Rome9  at  one  P  hilar  to*  s  5 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter  5  thither  write,  my  Queen, 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  fend, 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re- enter  Queen. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  \ 
If  the  King  come,  I  ihall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure yet  I'll  move  him 

\Afide. 
*To  walk  this  way;  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries  to  be  friends, 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  \Exit. 

Poft,  Should  we  be  taking  leave, 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefs  to  depart  would  grow :  —  adieu ! 

Imo.  Nav,  flay  a  little- 

Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  your  felf, 
Such  Parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  Love, 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's  j  take  it,  heart, 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
Y^hen  Imogen  is  dead. 

Poft. 
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Poft.  How,. how?  another! 
You  gentle  Gods,  giye  me  but  this  I(h?ve, 
And  fear  up  my  embracements  from  §  next, 
With  bonds  of  death.  Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

[Putting  on  the  ring. 
While  fenfe  can,  fceep  thee  on  !   and  Sweeteft,  Faireft, 
As  I  my  poor  lelf,  did  exchange  for  you, 
To  your  fo  infinite  lofsjTo  in  our  trifle* 
I  ftill  win  of  you.     Porrmy  fake,  wear  tftis  \&v 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love^  I'll  place  it 

{Putting  a  bracelet  on  her  arm. 
Upon  this  faireft  pris'ner. 

Imo.  O,  the  Gods ! 
When  {hall  we  fee  again? 

Enter  Cymbeline,  and  Lords. 

Pofl.  AlacK",  the  King! — — - 

Cyni.  Thou  bafeft  Thing,  avoid  j   hence,   from    mf 
fight: 
If,  after  this  Command,  thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  unworthinefs,  thou  dy'ft.     Away ! 
Thou'rt  poifon  to  my  blood. 

Poft.  The  Gods  protecT:  you, 
And  blefs  the  good  remainders  of  the  Court ! 
I'm  gone.  [Exit, 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  fharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  difloyal  thing,  (f ) 

That' 

J^J    ■  r  Q  dijloyal  Thing, 

That JhoulcTji  repair  my  Youth,  thou  heafji 
A  Year's  Age  on  me] 
The  King  lov'd  his  Daughter,  and  was  much  vex'd  and  difappointed 
at  her  having  married  againft  his  Content.  But,  furely,  his  Sorrow- 
was  not  very  extreme,  if  the  Effects  of  it  only  added  one  Year  to  his 
Age.  Others  have  complain'd,  of  bringing  their  grey  Hairs  with  Sor- 
row to  the  Grave.  Our  Cymbeline  feems  a  more  temperate  Mourner. 
But  we  muft  correct,  as  my  ingenious  Friend  Mr.  fflarburton  acutely 
obferv'd  to  me, 

A  yare  Age  on  me. 
i.  e.  a  fudden,  precipitate,  Old   Age.  For  the  Word   fignifies  not  only 
nimble,  dextrous,  as  it  is  many    times  employ'd  in  our  Author;    but 

likewife 
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That  ftiould'ft  repair  my  youth,  thou  heap'ft 
A  yarc  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Harm  not  your  felf  with  your  vexation* 
I'm  fenfelels  of  your  wrath  $  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Paft  grace?  obedience? 

Imo.  Paft  hope,  and  in  defpair*  that  way,  paft  grace. 

Cym.  Thou  might'ft    have  had  the  fole  fon  of  my 
Queen. 

Imo.  O,  bleft, that  I  might  not!  I  chofe  an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym.  Thou  took' ft  a  beggar*   would'ft  have  made 
my  Throne 
A  Seat  for  Bafenefs. 

Imo.  No,  I  rather  added 
A  luftre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one ! 

Imo.  Sir, 
It  is  your  fault,  that  I  have  lov'd  Pofthumus : 
You  bred  him  as  my  play- fellow*  and  he  is 
A   man,  worth  any  woman  j  over-buys  me 
Almoft  the  fum  he  pays. 

Cym.  What!- — art  thou  mad  ? 

Imo.  Almoft,  Sir;  heav'n  reftoreme!  would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  neighbour-fhepherd's  fon! 

Enter  Queen. 

Cym.  Thou  foolifh  Thing  ; 

They  were  again  together,  you  have  done 

\Jto  the  Queen, 
Not  after  our  Command.     Away  with  her, 

likewife,  as  Skinner  expounds  it,  fewidus,  promptus,  pneceps.  im- 
fatiens.  The  Miftake  might  arife,  in  the  firft  Editors,  from  the  bad 
Orthography  of  thofe  Days,  they  writing  Yeare  for  Tare.  And  fo,  in 
fome  Editions  of  Chaucer,  in  his  Legend  of  Philomela,  we  find  it 
fpelt. 

This  Tereiis  let  him  make  his  Shippes  yeare, 

And  into  Greece  himfelf  is  forthe  yfare. 
Shippes  yeare,  i.  e.  yare,  nimble,  light  VelTels,  fit  for  Sailing. 

And 
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And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  Befeech  your  patiences  peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace.     Sweet  Sovereign, 
Leave  us  t'  our  felves,  and  make  your  felf  fome  comfort 
Out  of  your  beft  advice. 

Cym.  Nay,  let  her  languish 
A  drop  of  blood  a-day*  and,  being  aged, 
Die  of  this  folly.  [Exit. 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Queen.  Fie,  you  mud  give  way  : 
Here  is  your  fervant.     How  now,  Sir?  what  news? 

Pif  My  lord  yt>ur  fon  drew  on  my  mailer. 

Queen.  Hah  ! 
No  harm,  I  truft,  is  done? 

Pif.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  mafter  rather  play'd,  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger:  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I'm  very  glad  on't. 

lmo.  Your  fon's  my  father's  friend,  he  takes  his  part, 

To  draw  upon  an  exile :  O  brave  Sir ! 

I  would  they  were  in  Africk  both  together, 

My  felf  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 

The  goer-back.     Why  came  you  from  your  mafter? 

Pif.  On  his  Command  \  he  would  not  fuffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  thefe  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  ftiould  be  fubject  tor 
When't  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  fervant ;  I  dare  lay  mine  honour, 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pif.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Queen.  Pray,  walk  a  while. 

Imo.  About  fome  half  hour  hence,  pray  you,  fpeak 
with  me  -> 
You  fhall,  at  lead,  go  fee  my  Lord  aboard. 
For  this  time  leave  me. [_Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 

i  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  advife  you  to  fhift  a  fhirtj  the 
violence  of  a&ion  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  facrifice. 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in  :  there's  none  a- 
broad  fo  wholfome  as  That  you  vent. 

Clot.  If  my  fhirt  were  bloody,  then  to  fhift  it— — 
Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No,  faith  :  Not  fo  much  as  his  patience. 

[Afide. 

i  Lord.  Hurt  him  ?  his  body's  a  pafTable  carkafs,  if 
he  be  not  hurt.  It  is  a  thorough-fare  for  fteel,  if  it 
be  not  hurt. 

2  Lord.  His  fteel  was  in  debt,  it  went  o'th'  back- 
fide  the  town.  [A fide. 

Clot.  The  villain  would  not  ftand  me. 

2  Lord.  No,  but  he  fled  forward  ftill,  toward  your 
face.  [Afide. 

i  Lord.  Stand  you?  you  have  land  enough  of  your 
own  5  but  he  added  to  your  Having,  gave  you  fome 
ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans,  pup- 
pies !  \^Afide. 

Clot.  I  would,  they  had  not  come  between  usT 

2  Lord.  So  would  I,  'till  you  had  meafur'd  how  long 
a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground,  \_Afide. 

Clot.  And  that  fhe  fhould  love  this  fellow,  and  re- 
fufe  me! ■  • 

2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  election,  fhe's 
damn'd.  \Afide. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and 
her  brain  go  not  together.  She's  a  good  Sign,  but  I 
have  feen  imall  reflection  of  her  wit. 

2  Lord.  She  mines  not  upon  fools,  left  the  reflexion 
mould  hurt  her.  \_Afide. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber :  'would,  there  had 
been  fome  hurt  done  ! 

2  Lord.  I  wifh  not  fo  j  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of 
an  afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt,  [/ffide. 

Clot.  You'll  go  with  us  ? 

i  Lord, 
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i  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  Lordfhip. 

Clot.  Nay,  come,  let's  .go  together. 

z  Lord.  Well,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Imogen V  Apartments. 
Enter  Imogen,  and  Pifanio. 

Into.  T  Would,  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  fhores  o'th'  ha* 

X  ven, 

And  queftion'd'ft  every  fail :  if  he  fhould  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  loft 
As  offer'd  mercy  is.     What  was  the  laft 
That  he  fpake  with  thee  ? 

Pif  'Twas,  "  His  Queen,  his  Queen ! 
.  Into.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pif.  And  kifs'd  it,  Madam. 

Into.  Senfelefs  linnen,  happier  therein  than  1 1 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif.  No,  Madam  ;  (6)  for  fo  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye,  or  ear, 
Diftinguifh  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  ftirs  of  -4  mind 

.(&)  —  *         far  fo  long 

As  he  could  make  me  nvith  his  Eye  or  Ear 

Diftinguifh  him  from  others^  But  how  could  Pofthumusmake  him- 
felf  diilinguifh'd  by  his  Ear  to'  Pifanio?  By  his  Tongue  he  might,  t© 
the  other's  Ear :  and  this  was  certainly  Shakefpeare's  Intention.  We  mull 
therefore  read,  as  Mr.  Warburton.  hinted  to  me ; 

As  he  could  make  me  nvith  this  Eye,  or  Ear, 

Dtftinguijh  him  from  others. 
The  Expreflion  is  JW7 /*«£<,  as  tjie  Greeks  terme  it  t  The  Party  fpeak- 
ing  points  to  the  Part  fpoken  of.     So  Polonius  in  Hamlet ; 

Take  This  from  This,  if  This  be  othernvife. 
i.  e.  take  my  Head  from  my  Neck;  Both  which  Polonius  points  to, 
whilft  he  fpeaks :  So,  Hedor  to  J5Lneasy  in  Virgil. 

'   —  ■  Si  Pergama  dextrd 

Defendi  poffent,  etiam  hac  defenfa  fuiffent.  I  ^Eneid.  IL 

And,  fo,  in  Terence ; 

Sof.  Satin'  hoc  certum  eft? 

Ge.  Certum ;  hifce  oculis  egomet  vidi,  Softrata.      Adelph.  A.  3.  S.  2. 
And  a  Multitude  of  Inftances  might  be  quoted  to  prove  this  Ufage. 

Could 
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Could  beft  cxprefs  how  flow  his  foul  fail'd  on, 
How  fwift  his  ihip. 

Imo.  Thou  fhould'ft  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  lefs,  ere  left  .  _   ..„ 

To  after-eye  him. 

Pjf*  Madam,  fo  I  did. 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-firing*}  ^racfct 
'em,  but 
To  look  upon  himj  'till  the  diminution 
Of  fpace  had  pointed  him  fharp  as  -my  needle  5.  ; 
Nay,  follow'd  him,  'till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallncfs  of  a  gnat,  ta  air*  and  then 

Have  turn'd  mine  eye,  and  wept. But,  good  Pi' 

fanio. 
When  fhall  we  hear  from  him  ?  -    • 

Pif.  Be  aflur'd,  Madam,  -: 
With  his  next  vantage.  .     . 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Moil  pretty  things  to  fay :  ere  I  could  tell  him, 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch  j  or,  I  could  make  him  fwear, 
The  She's  of  Italy  fhould  not  betray 
Mine  intereft,  and  his  honour  5  or  have  charg'd  him^ 
At  the  fixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
T'encounter  me  with  orifons ;  (for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him  j)  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kifs,  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  Father  5 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  North, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  Queen,  Madam, 
Defires  your  Highnefs'  company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  difpatch'd. 
I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

Pif.  Madam,  I  fhall.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  Rome. 

Enter  Philario,  Iachimo,  and  a  French  man. 

Uch.  T>  Elicve  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  Britaine ; 
JD  he  was  then  of  a  crefcent  Note*  expe&ed 
to  prove  (o  worthy,  as  fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the 
name  of.  But  I  could  then  have  look'd  on  him,  with- 
out the  help  of  admiration  j  though  the  catalogue  of 
his  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  his  fide,  and  I  to 
perufe  him  by  Items. 

Phil.  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  lefs  furnifVdj 
than  now  he  is,  with  That  which  makes  him  both 
without  and  within. 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France  •,  we  had  very 
many  there,  could  behold  the  fun  with  as  firm  eyes  as 
he. 

lach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  King's  Daughter, 
(wherein  he  muft  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than 
his  own)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from 
the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banifhment 

lach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  thofe,  that  weep 
this  lamentable  divorce  under  her  colours,  are  wonder- 
fully to  extend  him  $  be  it  but  to  fortifie  her  judg- 
ment, which  eife  an  eafie  battery  might  lay  flat,  for 
taking  a  beggar  without  more  quality.  But  how  comes 
it,  he  is  to  iojourn  with  you  ?  how  creeps  acquain- 
tance ? 

Phil.  His  father  and  I  were  foldiers  together,  to 
whom  I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my 
life. 

Enter  Poflhumus. 

Here  comes  the  Britain.  Let  him  be  fo  entertained 
amongft  you,  as  fuits  with  Gentlemen  of  your  know- 
ing to  a  flranger  of  his  quality.  I  befeech  you  all, 
be  better  known  to  this  Gentleman  j  whom  I  com- 
mend to  you  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine.  How  worthy 
he  is,  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than  fto- 
ry  him  in  his  own  hearing.  French. 
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French.  Sir,  we  have  been  known  together  in  Or~ 
leans. 

Poft.  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for 
courtefies,  which  1  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay 

Axil. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindnefs;  I  was 
glad  I  did  atone  my  Countryman  and  you*  it  had  been 
pity,  you  fhould  have  been  put  together  with  fo  mor- 
tal a  purpofe,  as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of 
fo  flight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Poft.  By  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  tra- 
veller; rather  fhun'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard, 
than  in  my  every  a£tion  to  be  guided  by  others  expe- 
riences •,  but  upon  my  mended  judgment,  (if  I  offend 
riot  to  fay,  it  is  mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not  altoge- 
ther flight. 

French.  Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of 
fwordsj  and  by  fuch  two,  that  would  by  all  likely- 
hood  have  confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fain 
both. 

Iach.  Can  we  with  manners  ask,  what  was  the  dif- 
ference ? 

French.  Safely,  I  think  j  'twas  a  contention  in  pu- 
blick,  which  may  without  contradiction  fuffer  the  re- 
port. It  was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  laft 
night,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  Country 
miftreffes  :  This  Gentleman  at  that  time  vouching, 
(and  upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirmation,)  his  to  be 
more  fair,  virtuous,  wife,  chaft,  conftant,  qualified, 
and  lefs  attemptable  than  any  the  rareft  of  our  Ladies 
in  France. 

Iach.  That  Lady  is  not  now  living  $  or  this  Gentle- 
man's opinion,  by  this,   worn  out. 

Poft.  She  holds  her  virtue  ftill,  and  I  my  mind. 
Iach.  You  mud  not  fo  far  prefer  her,  'fore  ours  of 
Italy. 

Poft f.  Being  fo  far  provok'd,  as  I  was  in  France^  I 
would  abate  her  nothing  $  tho'  I  profefs  my  felf  her 
adorer,  not  her  friend. 

Vol,  VI.  A  a  \  Iach. 
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lach.  As  fair,  and  as  good,. a  kind  of  hand-in-hand 
comparifon,  had  been  fomething  too  fair  and  too  good 
for  any  Lady  in  Britany.  If  fhe  went  before  others  I 
have  feen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  out-lufters  many 
I  have  beheld,  I  could  not  believe,  fhe  excelled  ma- 
ny; but  I  have  not  feen  the  moft  precious  diamond 
that  is,  nor  you  the  Lady. 

Poft.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her ;  fo  do  I  my  ftone~ 

lach.  What  do  you  efteem  it  at  ? 

Poft.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lach.  Either  your  unparagon'd  Miflrefs  is  dead,  or 
{he's  out-priz'd  by  a  trifle. 

Poft.  You  are  miftaken  ;  the  one  may  be  fold  or 
given,  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafe, 
or  merit  for  the  gift.  The  other  is  not  a  thing  for 
fald,  and  only  the  gift  of  the  Gods. 

lach.  Which  the  Gods  have  given  you :  — — 

Poft.  Which,  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep. 

lach.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours  ;  but,  you 
know,  ftrange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds. 
Your  ring  may  be  ftoln  too  5  fo  of  your  brace  of  un- 
prizeable  effimations,  the  one  is  but  frail  and  the  other 
cafual.  A  cunning  thief,  or  a  that-way-accomplilh'd 
courtier,  would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  firft  and 
lath 

Poft.  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  accomplifh'd  a 
Courtier  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  miflrefs  5  if  in 
the  holding  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail  5  I  do 
nothing  doubt,  you  have  ftore  of  thieves,  notwithftand- 
ing  I  fear  not  my  ring. 

Phil.  Let  us  leave  here,  Gentlemen. 

Poft.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  Signior, 
I  thank  him,  makes  no  flranger  of  me 5  we  are  fami- 
liar at  firft. 

lach.  With  five  times  fo  much  converfation,  I 
fhould  get  ground  of  your  fair  Miflrefs;  make  her  go 
back,  even  to  the  yielding;  had  I  admittance,  and  op- 
portunity to  friend. 

Poft.  No,  no. — 

lach. 
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Iach.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  e- 
ftate  to  your  ring,  which,  in  my  opinion,  o'er-values 
it  fomething  :  but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft 
your  confidence,  than  her  reputation  :  And  to  bar 
your  offence  herein  too,  I  durft  attempt  it  againft  any 
Lady  in  the  world. 

Poft.  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  per- 
fwafionj  and,  I  doubt  not,  you'd  fuftain  what  you're 
Worthy  of,  by  your  attempt. 

Iach.  What's  That? 

Poft.  A  repulfe  y  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call 
it,  deferves  more  5  a  punifhment  too. 

Phil.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this  ;  it  came  in  too 
fuddenly,  let  it  die  as  it  was  born  5  and,  I  pray  you, 
be  better  acquainted. 

Iach.  'Would,  I  had  put  my  eftate  and  my  neigh- 
bour's, on  th'  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Poft.  What  Lady  would  you  chufe  to  aflail? 

Iach.  Yours  5  who  in  conftancy,  you  think,  ftands 
fo  fafe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  ducats  to  your 
ring,  that,  commend  me  to  the  Court  where  your  La- 
dy is,  with  no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity 
of  a  fecond  conference,  I  will  bring  from  thence  that 
honour  of  hers,  which  you  imagine  fo  referv'd. 

Poft.  I  will  wage  againft  your  gold,  gold  to  it:  (7)  my 
ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  finger,  'tis  part  of  it. 

Iach.  You  are  afraid3  and  therein  the  wifer  5  if  you 
buy  ladies  flelh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  pre- 
ferve  it  from  tainting.  But,  I  fee,  you  have  fome  Re* 
ligion  in  you,  that  you  fear. 

(7)  Poft.  "— my  Ring  I  held  dear  as  my  Finger,  "'tis 

part  of  it. 

Iach.]  Tou  are  a  Friend,  and  therein  the  ivifer.']  I  am  fure,  Iachimo 
talks  like  none  of  the  wifeft,  in  this  kind  of  Reafoning.  B'lt  what 
Ideas,  in  the  Name  of  Nonfenfe,  could  the  Editors  entertain  of  Pofihu- 
mus  being  a  Friend,  becauie  he  would  not  venture  to  wager  his  Ring  ? 
I  corred,  with  Certainty; 

Tou  are  afraid,  and  therein  the  nvifer. 
What  Iachimo  fays,  in  the  Clofe  of  his  Speech,  determines  This  to  have 
been  our  Poet's  Reading. 

But,  I  fee,  you  have  fome  Religion  in  you,  that  you  fear. 

A  a  z  Poft. 
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Poft.  This  is  but  a  cuftom  in  your  tongue  ;  you 
bear  a  graver  purpofe,  I  hope. 

lach.  I  am  the  matter  of  my  fpeeches,  and  would 
undergo  what's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 

Poft.  Will  you  ?  I  fhall  but  lend  my  diamond  'till 
your  Return  5  let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us. 
My  Miftrefs  exceeds  in  goodnefs  the  hugenefs  of  your 
unworthy  thinking.  I  dare  you  to  this  match  j  here's 
my  ring. 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  Lay. 

lach.  By  the  Gods,  it  is  one.  If  I  bring  you  not 
fufficient  teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bo- 
dily part  of  your  Miftrefs,  my  ten  thoufand  ducats  are 
yours  :  fo  is  your  diamond  too  5  if  I  come  off,  and 
leave  her  in  fuch  honour  as  you  have  truft  in,  fhe 
your  jewel,  this  your  jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours  5 
provided,  I  have  your  commendation,  for  my  more 
free  entertainment. 

Poft.  I  embrace  thefe  conditions  j  let  us  have  arti- 
cles betwixt  us ;  only,  thus  far  you  fhall  anfwer  ;  if 
you  make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  direftly 
to  underftand  you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your 
enemy,  fhe  is  not  worth  our  debate.  If  fhe  remain  un- 
feduc'd,  you  not  making  it  appear  otherwife*  for  your 
ill  opinion,  and  th'  affault  you  have  made  to  her  chaf- 
tity,  you  fhall  anfwer  me  with  your  fword. 

lach.  Your  hand,  a  covenant ;  we  will  have  thefe 
things  fet  down  by  lawful  counfel,  and  ftraight  away 
for'  Britaine^  left  the  bargain  fhould  catch  cold,  and 
flarve.  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wa- 
gers recorded. 

Poft.  Agreed.  [_Exeunt  Pofth.  and  Iachimo. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 
Phil.  Signior  Iachimo  will  not  from  it. 
Pray,  let  us  follow  'em.  \Exeunt* 
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SCENE  changes  to  Cymbeline'x  Talace  in 

Britaine. 

Enter  Queen^  Ladies,  and  Cornelius  with  a  Viol. 

Queen.  VTZHile  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,   gather 

VV     thofe  flowers  : 
Make  hafte. —  Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 

I  Lady.  I,  Madam. 
'  'Queen.  Difpatch.  [_Exeunt  Ladies. 

Now,  mailer  Doctor,  have  you  brought  thofe  drugs  ? 
Cor.  Pleafeth  your  Highnefs,  ays  here  they  are,  Ma- 
dam ; 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  without  offence, 
(My  confcience  bids  me  ask)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  moft  pois'nous  compounds  ? 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languifhing  death  % 
But,  though  flow,  deadly. 

Queen.  I  do  wonder,  Doctor, 
Thou  ask'ft  me  fuch  a  queftion  %  have  I  not  been 
Thy  Pupil  long  ?  haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes  ?  diftil  ?  preferve  ?  yea,  fo, 
That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections?  having  thus  far  proceeded, 
(Unlefs  thou  think'ft  me  dev'lifh,)  is't  not  meet, 
That  I  did  amplifie  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclufions  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  thefe  thy  compounds  on  fuch  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  ( but  none  human ;) 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  act ;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  fev'ral  virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  Highnefs 
Shall  from  this  Practice  but  make  hard  your  heart; 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  effects  will  be 
Both  noyfome  and  infectious. 
Queen.  O,  consent  thee. 

A  a  5  Enter 
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Enter  Pifanio. 

Here  comes  a  flatt'ring  rafcal,  upon  him  [ajide* 

Will  I  firfl  work ;  he's  for  his  mailer's  fake 
An  enemy  to  my  Ton.  How  now,  Pifanio? 
Doctor,  your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended ; 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  fufpect  you,  Madam :  [afide. 

But  you  fhall  do  no  harm. 

Queen.  Hark  thee,  a  word. [Yo  Pifanio. 

Cor.  I  do  not  like  her.     She  doth  think,  fhe  has 
Strange  ling'rmg  poifons  j  I  do  know  her  ipirit, 
And  will  not  truit  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  nature.     Thofe,  fhe  has, 
Will  ilupifie  and  dull  the  fenfc  a  while) 
Which  firft,  perchance,  fhe'll  prove  on  cats  and  dogs, 
Then  afterwards  up  higher ;  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  fhew  of  death  it  makes, 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  fpirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  frefh,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 
With  a  moft  falfe  effect  $  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  falfe  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  fervice,  Doctor, 
Until  I  fend  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Weeps  fhe  ftill,  fay'ft  thou  ?  doll  thou  think, 
in  time 
She  will  not  quench,  and  let  inftructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  pofTefTes?  do  thou  work; 
When  thou  fhalt  bring  me  word  fhe  loves  my  Son, 
I'll  tell  thee  on  the  inilanr,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  Mailer  -,  greater  j  for 
His  fortunes  all  lye  fpeechleis,  and  his  name 
Is  at  lafl  gafp.     Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  fhift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another; 
And  every  day,  that  coines,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.     What  fhalt  thou  expect, 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 

Who 
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Who  cannot  be  new  built,  and  has  no  friends, 

So  much  as  but  to  prop  him? Thou  tak'ft  up 

[Pifanio  looking  on  the  Viah 
Thou  know'ft  not  what  5  but  take  it  for  thy  labour* 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  King 
Five  times  redeem'd  from  death  \  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial.     Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  take  it  5 
It  is  an  earneft  of  a  farther  Good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.     Tell  thy  Miftrefs  how 
The  cafe  Hands  with  her  j  do't,  as  from  thy  felf : 
(8)  Think,    what  a  change  thou  chanced  on  j  but 

think  5 

Thou  haft  thy  Miftrefs  (till ;  to  boot,  my  Son  ; 

Who  fhall  take  notice  of  thee.     I'll  move  the  King 

To  any  fhape  of  thy  preferment,  fuch 

As  thou'lt  defire;  and  then  my  felf,  I  chiefly, 

That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  Women  ■ 

[Exit  Pifa. 
Think  on  my  words.  —  A  fly  and  conftant  knave, 
Not  to  be  fhak'dj  the  agent  for  his  mafter  5 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
The  hand  faft  to  her  Lord.  —  I've  giv'n  him  That, 
Which,  if  he  take,  fhall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  leidgers  for  her  Sweet  5  and  which  fhe,  after, 
Except  flie  bend  her  humour,  fhall  be  aflur'd 
To  tafte  of  too. 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  Ladies. 

So,  fo ;  well  done,  well  done ; 

The  violets,  cowflips,  and  the  prim-rofes, 

(8)  Think  what  a  Chance  thou  chanceft  on,  - ]    I  hardly  think, 

our  Author  would  have  exprefs'd  himfelf  thus  baldly,  on  no  Neceffity. 
Both  the  old  Folios  read, 

Think  what  a  Chance  thou  changeft  on, 
But  I  fufpeft,  there  is  ftill  a  flight  Error  made  by  the  firft  Tranfcriber. 
I  imagine,  the  Poet  wrote; 

Think  what  a  Change  thou  chanceft  on, 
.  i.  e.  if  you  will  fall  into  my  Meafures,  do  but  think  how  you  will  chance 
to  change  your  Fortunes  for  the  bettei,  in  the  Coniequences  that  will  at- 
tend your  Compliance, 

A  a  4  I?ear 
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Bear  to  my  clofet ;  fare  thee  well,  Pifanio, 

Think  on  my  words.  {Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Pif  And  fhall  do  : 
But  when  to  my  good  Lord  I  prove  untrue, 
I'll  choak  my  felfj  there's  all  I'll  do  for  You.     {Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Imogen V  Apartments. 

Enter  Imogen  alone. 

Imo.     A     Father  cruel,  and  a  Stepdame  falfe, 

jl\  A  foolifh  fuitor  to  a  wedded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  baniuYd  —  O,  that  husband ! 
My  iupream  Crown  of  grief,  and  thofe  repeated 

Vexations  of  it  i ■  had  I  been  thief-ftoln, 

As  my  two  brothers,  happy  !  (p)  but  moft  miferable 
Is  the  defire,  that's  glorious.     Blefs'd  be  thofe, 
How  mean  foe'er,  that  have  their  honeft  wills, 
Which  feafons  comfort.     Who  may  this  be  ?  fie  ! 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  Iachimo. 

Pif.  Madam,  a  noble  Gentleman  of  Rome  4 

Comes  from  my  Lord  with  letters. 

Iach.  Change  you,  Madam? 
The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  fafety, 
And  greets  your  Highnefs  dearly  0 

Imo.  Thanks,  good  Sir, 
You're  kindly  welcome, 

(o,)   . ,  ,.   JpUf  mofi  miferahle 

Is  the  Defire,  that's  glorious]  Tho'  This  connects  perfe&ly  well 
both  with  what  goes  before,  and  what  follows,  yet  it  is  obfcure  enough 
to  deferve  a  fhort  Comment.  "  Her  Husband,  jhe  fays,  proves  her  fu- 
*'  pream  Grief.  She  had  been  happy,  had  She  been  ftoln  as  her  Bro- 
*'  thers  were :  but  now  She  is  molt  miferable,  as  all  thofe  are,  who  have 
*  a  Senfe  of  Worth  and  Honour  fuperiour  to  the  Vulgar :  For  This  oc- 
"  canons  them  infinite  Vexations,  with  the  worthlefs  and  envious  Part  of 
"  Mankind.  Had  She  not  had  fo  refin'd  a  Tafle,  as  to  be  only  con- 
"  tented  with  the  fuperiour  Merits  of  a  Pofthumus  ;  but  could  have  ta- 
*■'  ken  up  with  a  Clot  en ;  She  might  have  efcap'd  all  thefe  Vexations. 
"  This  Elegance  of  Tafte,  that  always  difcovers  an  Excellence,  and 
**  chufes  it,  She  calls  with  the  utmoit  Stretch 'of  the  Sublime,  —  the 
"  Defire  that's  glorious.  Mr.  Warburton. 

Iach, 
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loch.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  moft  rich ! 
If  ftie  be  furnifh'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare,  [afide. 

She  is  alone  th'  Arabian  bird  5  and  I 
Have  loft  the  wager.     Boldnefs  be  my  friend! 
Arm  me,  Audacity,  from  head  to  foot: 
Or,  like  the  Parthian^  I  fliall  flying  fight, 
Rather  dire&ly  flye. 

Jmogen  reads. 

He  is  one  of  the  nolle  ft  notey  to  whoje  kindnejfes  I  am 
tnoft  infinitely  tyed.  Reflect  upon  him  accordingly,  as  you 
'value  your  truft* 

Leonatus, 

So  far  I  read  aloud  : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm'd  by  th'  reft,  and  takes  it  thankfully.  v— * 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you  5  and  fhall  find  it  fo, 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

Iach.  Thanks,  faireft  Lady.  — — 
What!  are  men  mad?  hath  Nature  given  them  eyes 
To  fee  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  fea  and  land,  which  can  diftinguifh  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  (10)  and  the  twinn'd  ftones 
Upon  th'  unnumber'd  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  fpectacles  fo  precious 
?Twixt  fair  and  foul  ? 

(10)  ■ •  and  the  t<winT?d  Stones 

Upon  the  number'd  Beach.]  I  have  no  Idea,  in  what  Senfe  the 
Beach,  or  Shore,  mould  be  call'd  number'd,  I  have  ventur'd,  againft 
all  the  Copies,  to  fubftitute 

Upon  tti unnumber  d  Beach. 
i.  e.  the  infinite,  extenfive  Beach,  if  we  are  to  underfland  the  Epithet  as 
coupled  to  Th^t  Word.     But  I  rather  think,  the  Poet  intended  an  Hy- 
pallage,  like  That  in  the  Beginning  of  Ovid's  Metamorphofes  : 

(In  nova  fert  Animus  mutatas  dicere  formas 

Corpora,) 
And  then  we  are  to  underfland  the  Paflage  thus ;  and  the  infinite  Num- 
ber of  twinn'd  Stones  upon  the  Beach.     The  Poet  has  given  them  the 
fame  Epithet  before,  in  his  Lear. 

The  mur?nring  Surge, 

'That  on  ttt  unnumber'd  idle  Pebbles  chafes, 

Cannot  be  heard  fo  far* 

Imo. 
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Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

Iacb.  It  cannot  be  i'th'  eye $  (for  apes  and  monkeys, 
'Twixt  two  fuch  fhe's,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mowes  the  other :)  Nor  i'th'  judgment  * 
(For  Ideots,  in  this  cafe  of  Favour,  would 
Be  wifely  definite:)  Nor  i' th' appetite: 
(Slutt'ry,  to  fuch  neat  excellence  oppos'd, 
(u)  Should  make  defire  vomit  emptinefs, 
Not  fo  allur'd  to  feed.) 

Into.  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 

Iach.  The  cloyed  will, 
That  fatiate,  yet  unfatisfy'd  defire,  (that  tub, 
Both  filled  and  running;)  ravening  firft  the  lamb, 
Longs  after  for  the  garbage  — 

Imo.  What,  dear  Sir, 
Thus  raps  you  ?  are  you  well  ? 

Iach.  Thanks,  Madam,  well  —  Befeech  you,  Sir, 

[To  Pifanio, 
Defire  my  man's  abode,  where  I  did  leave  him  5 
He's  ftrange,  and  peevifh. 

Pif.  I  was  going,  Sir, 
To  give  him  welcome. 

Imo.  Continues  well  my  Lord 
His  health,  befeech  you  ? 

Iach.  Well,  Madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  difpos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope,  he  is. 

Iach.  Exceeding  pleafant  j  none  a  Stranger  there 
So  merry,  and  fo  gamefomej  he  is  call'd 
The  Brit  aim  Reveller. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here, 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs,  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Iach.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one, 

(11)  Should  make  "Defire  vomit  ev'n  Emptinefs."]  None  of  the  old 
Books  acknowledge  this  Monofyliable,  eifn  ;  and  therefore  I  have  ca- 
lhiervd  it.  Mr.  Pope  inferted  it ;  and  thought,  no  doubt,  he  was  doing 
eminent  Service  to  the  Verfe.  He  did  not  know,  or  obferve,  that  the 
Poet  inten^d  here  to  make  Defire  a  trljy liable  ;  as  he  perpetually  almoft 
extends  fire  and  hour,  m  Scanfion,  to  /w<?  Syllables, 

An 
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An  eminent  Monfieur,  that,  it  feems,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home.     He  furnaces 
The  thick  fighs  from  him  5  whiles  the  jolly  Britain^ 
(Your  Lord,  I  mean,)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,  cries 

Oh! 

Can  my  fides  hold,  to  think,  that  man,  who  knows 
By  hiftory,  report,  or  his  own  proof, 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  fhe  cannot  chufe 
But  muft  be,  will  his  free  hours  languifh  out 
For  aflur'd  bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo? 

lacb.  Ay,  Madam,  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by, 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman :  but  heav'n  knows, 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lacb.  Not  he.    But  yet  heav'n's  Bounty  to w'rds  him 
might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.     In  himfelf,  'tis  much; 
In  you,  whom  I  count  his,  beyond  all  talents  j 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  Sir? 

lacb.  Two  creatures  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  Sir  ? 
You  look  on  me  5  what  wreck  difcern  you  in  me, 
Deferves  your  pity  ? 

lacb.  Lamentable !  what ! 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  Sun,  and  folace 
I'th'  dungeon  by  a  fnuff? 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opennefs  your  anfwers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  me? 

lacb.  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  fay,  enjoy  your but 

It  is  an  office  of  the  Gods  to  venge  it, 
Not  mine  to  fpeak  on't. 

Imo.  You  do  feem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me;  pray  you, 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 

Than 
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Than  to  be  fure  they  do  $  for  certainties 
Or  are  paft  remedies,  or  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  born  5)  difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  flop. 

lach.  Had  I  this  cheek 
To  bath  my  lips  upon ;  this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
Whofe  ev'ry  touch  would  force  the  feeler's  foul 
To  th'  oath  of  loyalty  $  this  objeflr,  which 
Takes  pris'ner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here  5  fhould  I,  (damn'd  then,) 
Slaver  with  lips,  as  common  as  the  flairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol  \  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falfhood,  as  with  labour; 
Then  glad  my  felf  by  peeping  in  an  eye, 
Bafe  and  unluftrous  as  the  fmoaky  light 
That's  fed  with  {linking  tallow  $  it  were  fit, 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  fhould  at  pne  time 
Encounter  fuch  revolt. 

Imo.  My  Lord,  I  fear, 
Has  forgot  Britain, 

lach.  And  himfelf.     Not  I, 
Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  Change  5  but  'tis  your  graces, 
That  from  my  muteft  confcience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out. 
Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lach.  O  deareft  foul !  your  caufe  doth  ftrike  my  heart 
With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  fick.     A  Lady 
So  fair,  and  faflned  to  an  empery, 
Would  make  the great'fl King  double!  to  be  partnered 
With  tomboys,  hir'd  with  that  felf-exhibition 

Which  your  own  coffers  yield  ! -with  difeas'd  ven-* 

tures, 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold, 
Which  rottennefs  lends  nature  !  fuch  boyl'd  fluff, 
As  well  might  poifon  Poifon !  Be  reveng'd  $ 
Or  fhe,  that  bore  you,  was  no  Queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  Stock. 

Imo.  Reveng'd  ! 
How  fhould  I  be  reveng'd,  if  this  be  true  ? 

(As 
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(As  I  have  fuch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Muft  not  in  hafte  abufej)  if  it  be  true, 
How  fhall  I  be  reveng'd  ? 

Iach.  Should  he  make  me 
Live  like  Diana's  Prieft,  betwixt  cold  fheets? 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps 
In  your  defpight,  upon  your  purfe  ?  Revenge  it :  ■ 
I  dedicate  my  felf  to  your  fweet  pleafure, 
More  noble  than  that  Runagate  to  your  bed  $ 
And  will  continue  fall  to  your  afFe&ion, 
Still  clofe,  as  fure. 

Imo.  What  ho,  Pifanio !  - 

Iach.  Let  me  my  fervice  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo,  Away, 1  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 

So  long  attended  thee.     IF  thou  wert  honourable, 

Thou  would'ft  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 

For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'fl  5  as  bafe,  as  ftrange : 

Thou  wrong'ft  a  Gentleman,  who  is  as  far 

From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour  j  and 

Sollicit'ft  here  a  Lady,  that  difdains 

Thee,  and  the  Devil  alike.     What  ho,  Pifanio !  ■ 

The  King  my  Father  fhall  be  made  acquainted 

Of  thy  affault  j  if  he  fhall  think  it  fit, 

A  fawcy  Stranger  in  his  Court  to  mart 

As  in  a  Romijh  Stew,  and  to  expound 

His  beaflly  mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  Court 

He  little  cares  for,  and  a  Daughter  whom 

He  not  refpe&s  at  all.     What  ho,  Pifanio! 

Iach.  O  happy  Leonatus^  I  may  fay  $ 
The  credit,  that  thy  Lady  hath  of  thee, 
Deierves  thy  truft,  and  thy  molt  perfeft  goodnefs 
Her  affur'd  credit !  blefTed  live  you  long, 
A  Lady  to  the  worthier!  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his !  and  you  his  Miflrefs,  only 
For  the  moft  worthier!:  fit !  Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  fpoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted  5  and  fhall  make  your  Lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er  :  and  he  is  one 
The  trueft-manner'd,  fuch  a  holy  Witch, 
That  he  enchants  focieties  into  him  : 

Half 
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Half  all  mens  hearts  are  his. 

Into.  You  make  amends. 

Iach.  He  fits  'mongft  men,  jike  a  defcended  God* 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fets  him  off, 
More  than  a  mortal  Seeming.     Be  not  angry, 
Moft  mighty  Princefs,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  report ;  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment, 
In  the  ele£fcion  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare, 
Which,  you  know,  cannot  err.    The  love  I  bear  him, 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus*  but  the  Gods  made  you, 
Unlike  all  others,  chafflefs.    Pray,  your  pardon. 

Into.  All's  well,  Sir  5  take  my  pow'r  i'th'  Court  for 
yours. 

Jack.  My  humble  thanks  5  I  had  almoft  forgot 
T'  intreat  your  Grace  but  in  a  fmall  requeft, 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  Lords  my  felf,  and  other  noble  friends 
Are  partners  in  the  bufinefs. 

Imo.  Pray,  what  is't? 

lacb.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  Lord, 
(Belt  feather  of  our  wing,)  have  mingled  fums 
To  buy  a  Prefent  for  the  Emperor  : 
Which  I,  the  fa£tor  for  the  reft,  have  done 
In  France ;  'tis  plate  of  rare  device,  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquifite  form,  their  values  great  5 
And  I  am  fomething  curious,  being  ftrange, 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage :  may  it  pleafe  you 
To  take  them  in  prote&ion  ? 

Imo.  Willingly* 
And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  fafety.     Since 
My  Lord  hath  int'reft  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

Iach.  They  are  in  a  trunk, 
Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night* 
I  mud  aboard  to  morrow. 

Imo.  O  no,  no. 

Iach.  Yes,  I  befeech  you :  or  I  fhall  fhort  my  word, 
By  lengthening  my  Return.    From  Gallia^ 
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I  croft  the  feas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.  1  thank  you  for  your  pains  5 
But  not  away  to  morrow? 

Inch.  O,  I  muft,  Madam. 
Therefore  I  fhall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to  night, 
I  have  outftood  my  time,  which  is  material 
To  th'  tender  of  our  Prefent. 

Imo.  I  will  write: 
Send  your  trunk  to  me,  it  fhall  fafe  be  kept* 
And  truly  yielded  you  :  You're  very  welcome.      [Exe. 
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SCENE,  Cymbeline^  P^. 
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Enter  Cloten,  and  two  lords, 

C  L  O  T  E  N. 

A  S  there  ever  man  had  fuch  luck !  when  I 
kifs'd  the  Jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit 
away !  I  had  an  hundred  pound  on't ;  and 
then  a  whorfon  jack-an-apes  muft  take  me  up  for 
fwearing,  as  if  I  borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and 
might  not  fpend  them  at  my  pleafure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  you  have  broke  his 
pate  with  your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it9 
it  would  have  run  all  out.  [afide. 

Clot.  When  a  gentleman  is   difpos'd  to   fwear,    it  is 
not  for  any  ftanders-by  to  curtail  his  oaths.     Ha  ? 
z  Lord.  No,  my  lord:   nor  crop  the  ears   of  them. 

\pfide. 
Clot. 
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Clot.  Whorfon  dog !  I  give  him  fatisfa&ion  ?  woald,- 
hc  had  been  one  of  my  Rank. 

z  Lord.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fool. [afide. 

Clot.  I  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  the  earth* 
—  a  pox  on't!  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  noble  as  lam  ; 
they  dare  not  fight  with  me,  becaufe  of  the  Queen 
my  Mother  5  every  5^£-flave  hath  his  belly  full  of 
fighting,  and  I  mult  go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that 
no  body  can  match. 

z  Lord.  You  are  a  cock  and  a  capon  too  j  and  you 
crow,  cock,  with  your  comb  on.  [afide. 

Clot.  Say'ft  thou  ? 

z  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  lordfhip  fliould  undertake 
every  companion,  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clot.  No,  I  know  that ;  but  it  is  fit  I  fhould  com- 
mit offence  to  my  inferiors. 

z  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordfhip  only.  — 

Clot.  Why,  fo  I  fay. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  flranger  that's  come  to 
Court  to  night  ? 

Clot.  A  flranger,  and  I  not  know  on't  ? 

z  Lord.  He's  a  ftrange  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it 
not.  ,  [afide. 

1  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  corhe,  and,  'tis  thought, 
one  of  Leonatus's  friends. 

Clot.  Leonatus!  a  banifh'd  rafcalj  and  he's  another, 
whatfoever  he  be.     Who  told  you  o£  this  flranger? 

1  Lord.  One  of  your  lordfhip's  pages.    . 

Clot.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  is  there  no 
derogation  in't? 

z  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  Lord. 

Clot.  Not  eafily,  I  think. 

z  Lord.  You  are  a  fool  granted,  therefore  your  iflues 
being  foolifh  do  not  derogate.  [afide. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italian :  what  I  have 
loft  to  day  at  bowls,  I'll  win  to  night  of  him.  Come  -, 

z  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordfhip.  [Exit  Clot. 

That  fuch  a  crafty  devil,  as  is  his  mother, 
Should  yield  the  world  this  afs!  —  a  woman,  that 

Bears 
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fiears  all  down  with  her  brain  y  and  this  her  Ton 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 

And  leave  eighteen. Alas,  poor  Princefs, 

Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'ft ! 

Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  flep-dame  govern'd, 

A  mother  hourly  coining  plots  5  a  wooer, 

(11)  More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulfion  is 

Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  aft 

Of  the  divorce  he'ld  make.  — ■  The  heav'ns  hold  firm 

The  walls  of  thy  dear  Honour  j  keep  unfhak'd 

That  Temple  thy  fair  Mind ;  that  thou  may'ft  ftand 

T'  enjoy  thy  banifh'd  Lord,  and  this  great  Land  ! 

.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  magnificent  Bed-chamber ; 
in  one  part  of  it>  a  large  trunk. 

Imogen  is*  difcovefd  reading  in  her  bed,  a  Lady  attending. 

Irno*  \T  J  HO's  there?  my  woman  Helen? 

YV       Lady.  Pleafe  you.  Madam 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it? 
Lady.  Almoft  midnight,  Madam. 
Imo.   I  have  read  three  hours  then,   mine  eyes  arc 
weak, 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left  5  to  bed  — 

(12}  More  hat efull  than  the  foul  Expulfion  is 

Of  thy  dear  Husband,  than  that  horrid  AB 

Of  the  divorce  • >  he'll  make  the  Hea<vns  hold  firm 

The  Walls  of  thy  dear  honour,  &c]  What  perpetual  Proofs  occur 
of  thefe  Editors'  flupid  Indolence!  They  cannot  afford  even  to  add,  or 
tranfpofe,  a  Stop,  tho'  the  Senfe  be  never  fo  much  concern'd  in  it.  How 
would  Cloten's  Solicitations,  if  I  might  ask  thefe  wife  Gentlemen,  make 
the  Heavens  keep  firm  Imogen's  Honour  ?  Would  the  Speaker  imply, 
that  this  Wooer  was  fo  hateful,  worthlefs,  a -Creature,  the  Heavens  would 
purpofely  keep  her  honeft  in  Contempt  of  him  r  The  Author  meant  no 
fuch  abfurd  Stuff.  I  dare  be  pofitive,  I  have  reform'd  his  Pointing,  and 
by  That  retriev'd  his  true  Senfe.  u  This  Wooer,  fays  the  Speaker,  is 
*'  more  hateful  to  her  than  the  Banifhment  of  her  Lord  ;  or  the  horrid 
"  Attempt  of  making  that  Baniihment  perpetual,  by  his  marrying  her 
"  in  her  Lord's  Abfence."  Having  made  this  Reflexion,  he  fubjoins  a 
virtuous  Wiih,  that  Heaven  may  preferve  her  Honour  unblemihYd,  and 
her  to  enjoy  her  Husband  back,  and  her  Rights  in  the  Kingdom. 

Vol,  VI.  B  b  Take 
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Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning  : 

And  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  o'th'  clock, 

I  pr'ythee,  call  me — —  fleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly. 

[Exit  Lady, 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  Gods ; 
From  Fairies,  and  the  Tempters  of  the  night, 
Guajrd  me,  befeech  ye.  [Jleeps. 

[Iachimo  rifes  from  the  trunk. 
Iach.  The  crickets  fing,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd  fenfe 
Repairs  it  felf  by  Reft  :  our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  rufhcs,  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chaitity  he  wounded.     Cytherea^ 
How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  bed  !  frefh  lilly, 
And  whiter  than  the  meets !  that  I  might  touch, 

But  kifs,  one  kifs rubies  unparagon'd, 

How  dearly  they  do't! 'tis  her  Breathing,  that 

Perfumes  the  chamber  thus  :  the  flame  o'th'  taper 
Bows  tow'rd  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids, 
To  fee  th'  inclofed  lights,  now  canopy'd 
Under  thefe  windows :  white  and  azure,  lac'd 
With  blue  of  heav'n's  own  tin£t. —  But  my  defign's 
To  note  the  chamber  — I  will  write  all  down, 
Such,  and  fuch,  pictures  —  there,  the  window,  —  fuch, 

Th'  adornment  of  her  bed the  arras,  figures- • 

Why,  fuch,  and  fuch  -*■*  and  the  contents  o'th'  ftory — 

Ah,  but  fome  nat'ral  notes  about  her  body, 

Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  moveables, 

Would  teftifie,  t'enrich  my  inventory. 

O  Sleep,  thou  ape  of  Death,  lye  dull  upon  her ! 

And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  Monument, 

Thus  in  a  chappel  lying !  —  Come  off,  come  off.  ■ ■ 

[faking  off  her  bracelet. 
As  (lipp'ry  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard.  ■ 
'Tis  mine  5  and  this  will  wicnefs  outwardly, 
As  ftrongly  as  the  confcience  do's  within, 
To  th'  madding  of  her  Lord.     On  her  left  bread 
A  mole  cinque-fpotted,  like  the  crimfon  drops 
Jl'th-'  bottom  of  a  cowflip.     Here's  a  Voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  Law  could  make:  this  Secret 
Will  force  him  think  I've  pick'd  the  lock,  and  ta'en 

The 
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The  treafure  of  her  Honour.  No  more  —  to  what  end? 

,Why  lhould  I  write  this  down,  that's  rivetted, 

Screw'd  to  my  mem'ry?  Sh'  hath  been  reading,  late, 

The  tale  of  Tenus-y  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  down, 

Where  Philomele  gave  up  —  I  have  enough. — 

To  th'  trunk  again,  and  fhut  the  fpring  of  it. 

O3)  Swift,  fwift,   you  Dragons  of  the  Night  !    that 

Dawning 
May  bear  the  raven's  eye :  I  lodge  in  fear, 

Though 

(13)  Swift,  fwift,  you  Dragons  of  the  Night  !  that  Dawning 

May  ope  the  Raven  s  Eye.~]  Mr.  Pope  has  profefs'd,  that,  in  his 
Editions,  "  the  Various  Readings  are  fairly  put  in  the  Margin,  fo  that 
Every  One  may  compare  them ;  and  thofe  he  has  prefer'd  into  the 
Text  are  constantly  ex  fide  Codicum,  upon  Authority."  I  muft 
own,  I  can't  help  fufpecling  a  little  the  Veracity  of  this  Aflertion  ;  and 
I  challenge  him  to  produce  any  authentick  Copy  of  Cymbeline,  that 
gives  Us  this  Reading; 

■  that  Dawning 

May  ope  the  Ravens  Eye. 
3From  the  iirft  Folio's  down  to  Mr.  Rowis  Impreffion,  we  find  it  con- 
flantly; 

'"  that  Dawning 

May  bear  the  Ravens  Eye. 
If  I  agreed  with  Mr.  Pope  in  the  Meaning  of  this  Expreflion,  I  could 
help  him  to  an  Emendation,  with  a  very  minute  Change  of  the  Letters: 

*— >   that  Dawning 

May  bare  the  Raven's  Eye. 
i.  e.  make  hare,  naked:  And  this  would  be  a  much  more  poetical  Word 
than  ope.  Befides,  mofl  Birds,  as  well  as  many  Quadrupeds,  have  a 
Membrane  for  Nidation,  caird  <ukAo®$ci\uio",  which  they  can  at  Plea- 
fure  draw  over  their  Eyes,  to  defend  them  from  too  flrong  a  Light :  and 
when  this  Membrane  is  withdrawn,  the  Eye  may  very  properly  be  faid 

to  be  bared. But,  notwithitanding  all  this,  the  old  Books  give  us 

the  genuine  Reading ;  whichj  I'll  be  bold  to  fay,  Mr.  Pope  has  rejected, 
becaufe  he  did  not  underhand.  Why  mould  the  Dawn  be  faid  peculiar- 
ly to  open  the  Raven's  Eye  ?  The  Lark  has  always  been  counted  the 
earlieii  Stirrer  amongft  the  feather'd  Kind.  For  the  Dawn  to  bear  the 
Raven  s  Eye,  is,  as  Mr.  Warburtbn  ingeniouily  obferv'd  to  me,  a  very 
grand  and  poetical  Expreffion.  It  is  a  Metaphor  borrow' d  from  Heral- 
dry ;  as,  again,  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

So  that  if  he  have  Wit  enough  to  keep  himfelf  vjarm,  let  him  bear  it 
for  a  difference  between  himfelf  and  his  Horfe. 

That  the  Dawn  mould  bear  the  Raven  s  Eye,  means,  that  It  mould  rife, 
and  fhew  That  Colour.  Now  the  Raven's  Eye  is  remarkably  grey  :  and 
grey  eyd,  'tis  known,  is  the  Epithet  univerfally  join'd  to  the  Morning. 
Nor  has  our  Shakefpeare  forget  to  allude  to  the  Morning  being  grey  in 
Other  Paffages. 

Bb  2  ;  ■  '  and. 


37&  "C    Y    M    B    E    L    I    N    E. 

Though  this  a  heav'nly  Angel,  hell  is  here. 

[Clock  ftrikes. 
One,  two,  three :  time,  time  ! 

[Goes  into  the  trunk,  the  Scene  clofes. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  Tart  of  the  Ta- 
lace,  facing  Imogens  apartments . 

Enter  Cloten,  and  Lords. 

i  Lord.  X7 '  O  U R  lordlhip  is  the  moft  patient  man  in 
X     lofs,  the  coldeft  that  ever  turn'd  up  ace. 

Clot.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lofe. 

i  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble 
temper  of  your  lordfhip  j  you  are  moft  hot,  and  fu- 
rious, when  you  win. 

Clot.  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage:  If  I 
could  get  this  foolifh  Imogen,  I  mould  have  gold  e- 
nough  :  It's  almoft  morning,  is't  not? 

i  Lord.  Day,  my  Lord. 

Clot.  I  would,  this  mufick  would  come:  I  am  ad-' 
vifed  to  give  her  mufick  o'  mornings  -9  they  fay,  it  will 
penetrate. 

Enter  Mujicians. 

Come  on,  tune  $  if  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your 
fingering,  fo  j  we'll  try  with  tongue  too  j  if  none  will 


and,  look,  the  gentle  Day, 


Before  the  Wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  dronjofie  Eajl  "with  Spots  of  grey.  Much  Ado  &c. 

The  Hunt  is  up ;  the  Mom  is  bright  and  grey.  Tit.  Andron. 

O,  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth;  and  yon  grey  Lines, 

That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  MeJJengers  of  Day.  Jul.  Casf. 

And  fee,  the  Morn,  in  ruflet  Mantle  clad,  Hamlet. 

For  ruffet  is  darklrown,  grey. 

The  grey-ey'd  Morn  /miles  on  the  froivning  Night, 
Check1  ring  the  E after n  Clouds  with  Streaks  of  Light. 
Sec.  Sec.  &c.  Rom.  and  Jul. 

do, 


Cymbeline.  375 

do,  let  her  remain :  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  Firft,  a 
very  excellent  good  conceited  thing  5  after,  a  wonder- 
ful fweet  air  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it  s  and  then 
let  her  confider. 

SONG, 

Hark9  hark  !  the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  Jlngsy 

And  Phoebus  'gins  arife  ^ 
His  fteeds  to  water  at  thofe  fprings 

On  chalifd  flowers  that  lyes  : 
And  winking  TSAzxy-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes  3 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  is^ 

My  lady  fweet ,  arife: 
Arife  ^  arife. 

So,  get  you  gone  —  if  this  penetrate,  I  will  confider 
your  mufick  the  better  :  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her 
ears,  which  horfe-hairs,  and  cats-guts,  nor  the  voice 
of  unpav'd  eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

\_Exeunt  Muficians. 

Enter  Queen  and  Cymbeline. 

2.  Lord.  Here  comes  the  King. 

Clot.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that's  the  rea- 
fon  I  was  up  fo  early :  he  cannot  chufe  but  take  this 
fervice  I  have  done,  fatherly.  Good  morrow  to  your 
Majefty,  and  to  my  gracious  Mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  ofourflern  daughter? 
Will  fhe  not  forth  ? 

Clot.  I  have  affaiPd  her  with  muficks,  but  fhe  vouch- 
fafes  no  notice. 

Cym.  The  exile  of  her  Minion  is  too  new  5 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him:  fome  more  time 
Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  ihe's  yours. 

Queen.  You  are  mod  bound  to  th'  King, 
Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.     Frame  your  felf 
To  orderly  Sollicits  j  and  be  friended 

Bb  5  With 
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With  aptnefs  of  the  feafon ;  make  denials 
Encreafe  your  fervices  ;  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thole  duties,  which 
You  tender  to  her :  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  Command  to  your  difmiffion  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs. 
Clot.  Senfelefs  ?  not  fo. 

Enter  a  MeJ/enger. 

Mef.  So  like  you,  Sir,  Ambafladors  from  Rome\ 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius.  " 

Cym.  A  worthy  fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now  ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  we  mud  receive  hirq 
According  to  the  Honour  of  his  Sender; 
And  towards  himfelf,  his  goodnefs  fore-fpent  on  us, 

We  mull  extend  our  notice  : Our  dear  Son, 

When  you  have  giv'n  good  morning  to  your  miftrefs, 
Attend  the  Queen  and  us ;  we  fhall  have  need 
T'  employ  you  towards  this  Roman.  Come,  our  Queen. 

[Exeunt, 

Clot.  If  ihe  be  up,  I'll  fpeak  with  her  j  if  not, 
Let  her  lye  ftil!,  and  dream.     By  your  leave,  ho  ! 

[Knocks. 

I  know,  her  women  are  about  her what,  ' 

If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands? 'tis  gold, 

Which  buys  admittance,  (oft  it  doth,)  yea,  makes 

Diana's  rangers  falfe  themfelves,  yield  up 

Their  deer  to  th'  Stand  b'th'  Healer :  and  'tis  gold, 

Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  thief  $ 

Nay,  fometimes,  hangs  both  thief  and  true- man  :  what; 

Can  it  not  do,  and  undo?  I  will  make 

One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me,  for 

I  yet  not  underftand  the  cafe  my  felf. 

By  your  leave.  ~ — •  "  [Knocks. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Who's  there  that  knocks  ? 
Clot.  A  Gentleman. 
Lady.  No  more? 

Clot. 
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Clot.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  fon. 

Lady.  That's  more 
Than  fome,  whofe  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  juftly  boaft:  of :  what's  your  lordfhip's  pleafure  ? 

Clot.  Your  lady's  perfon ;  is  fhe  ready  ? 

Lady.  Ay,  to  keep  her  chamber. 

Clot.  There  is  gold  for  you,  fell  me  your  good  re-„ 
port. 

Lady.  How,  my  good  name  ?   or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  {hall  think  is  good  ?  The  Princefs  — — » 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clot.  Good  morrow,  faireft :  fifler,  your  fweet  hand. 

Imo.  Good  morrow,    Sirs    you  lay   out  too   much 
pains 
For  purchafing  but  trouble ;  the  thanks  I  give, 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  fcarce  can  fpare  them. 

Clot.  Still  I  fwear  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  Aill 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clot.  This  is  no  anfwer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  fhall  not  fay  I  yield,  being  filent, 
I  would  not  fpeak.     I  pray  you,  fpare  me  5  — faith, 
I  fhall  unfold  equal  difcourtefie 
To  your  beft  kindnefs  :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should    learn  (being  taught)  forbearance. 

Clot.  To   leave  you  in/  your   madnefs,    'twere  my 
fin }  (14) 
I  will  not. 

Imo. 

(14)  To  leave  you  in  your  Madnefs,  'twere  my  Sin  i 

I  <will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  Madfolks. 

Clot.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

Imo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do.~}. 
But  does  fhe  really  call  him  Fool  ?  The  foundeft  Logician  would  be  puz- 
zled to  find  it  out,  as  the  Text  Hands.  The  reafoning  is  perplex'd  in  a 
flight  Corruption ;  and  we    muft  reitore,    as   Mr.   Warburton     likewife 
few, 

Foals  cure  not  Madfplis. 

B  b  4  You 
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Imo.  Fools  cure  not  mad  folks. 

Clot.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? 

Imo.  As  I   am  macU  I  do  : 
If  you'll  be. patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad* 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  lorry,  Sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners  (if) 
By  bein^  lb  verbal :  and  learn  now  for  all, 
That  1,  who  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce 
By  th'  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you  : 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  charity 
T'  accufe  my  felf,  I  hate  you :  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt,  than  make  my  boaft. 

Clot.  You  fin  againft 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father;  for 
The  Contract  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  fofler'd  with  cold  dithes, 
With  fcraps  o'th'  Court,)  it  is  no  Contract,    none  : 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties,  (16) 

(Yet 

You  are  mad,  fays  He,  and  it  would   be  a  Crime  in  me  to  leave  you 

to  yourielf. Nay,  fays   fhe,  why    fhould   you   ftay  ?    A  Fool  never 

cur'd  Madnefs.  Do  you  call  me  Fool?  replies  he,  CSV.  All  this  is 

eafy  and  natural.  And  that  cure  was  certainly  the  Poet's  Word,  I 
think  is  very  evident  from  what  Imogen  immediately  lubjoins. 

If  you  11  be  patient,  Fll  no  more  be  mad, 

That  cures  us  both. 
i.  e.  If  you'll  ceafe  to  torture  me   with  your   foolifli  Sollicitations,    I'll 
ceafe  to  fhe w  towards  you  any   Thing  like  Madnefs:  fo  a  double  Cure 
will  be  effected,  of  your  Folly,  and  my  fuppos'd  Frenzy. 

(15)  You  put  me  to  forget  a  Lady  s  Manners 
By  being  fo  ^verbal.] 

This  Reflexion  of  Imogen  upon  her  own  Sex,  that  it  ill  becomes  a  Lady 
to  be  loquacious,  might  very  well  be  borrow'd  from  what  Jjax  fays  to 
TecmeJJa,  in  Sophocles  ; 

Tv'jcu*  yvvdu^i  kco-i-'ov  v  fftyn  okoei.     Ajac.  Flagell.  v.  295, 

Woman,  to  Women   Silence  adds  a   Grace. 

(16)  And  tho    it  be  allow  d  in  meaner  Parties, 
[Yet  who  than  Tie  more  mean  ?)   to  knit  their  Souls 
[On  whom  there  is  no  more  Dependency 
But  Brats  and  Beggary  ;  )  in  felf  hgur'd  Knot ;  ] 

Tho'  I  have  not  diiturb'd  the  Text,  Mr.  Warburton  and  I  have  both 
concurred  in  fufpe&ing  that  the  Poet  wrote 

...      r„ in  felf  tinged   Knot : 

i.  e.  a 
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(Yet  who  tiian  he,  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  fouls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary,)  in  felf-flgur'd  knot  5 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  confequence  o'th'  Crown ;   and  mult  not  foil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  bafe  flave, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  fquire's  cloth  > 
A  pantler  j  not  fo  eminent.  - — — - 

Imo.  Prophane  fellow ! 
Wert  thou  the  fon  of  Jupiter^  and  no  more 
But  what,  thou  art  befides,  thou  wert  too  bafe 
To  be  his  groom :  thou  wert  dignify'd  enough, 
Ev'n  to  the  point  of  Envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  ftil'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  Realm  5  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  fo  well.. 

Clot.  The  fouth-fog  rot  him! 

Imo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.  His  meanefl:  garment, 
That  ever  hath  but  dipt  his  body,  's  dearer 
In  my  refpect,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  men.  How  now,  Pifanh  ? 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Clot.  His  garment  ?  now,  the  devil  - — 

Imo.  To  Dorothy,  my  woman,  hye  thee  prefently. 

Clot.  His  garment  ? 

Imo.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  fool, 
Frighted,  and  angred  worfe  —  go,  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  cafually 
Hath  left  mine  arm  —  it  was  thy  matter's.  'Shrew  me, 
If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  revenue 

i.  e.  a  Match  made  up  without  more  Ceremony,  than  barely  the  Parties 
ftriking  Hands.  It  is  our  Author's  Mode  of  Expreffion.  So  in  Troll,  and 
Qrejjida. 

The  Bonds  of  Heavn  areflifd,  diffolv'd,  and  loosed, 

And  ivith  another  Knot  Jive-finger-tied,  &c. 
And  fo,  in  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windjor  ; 

iVo,  he  Jhall  not  knit  a  knot  in  his  Fortunes  with  the  Finger  of 
m  Juhftance, 

Of 
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Of  any  King  in  Europe.  I  do  think, 

I  faw't  this  mornings  confident  I  am, 

Laft  night  'twas  on  my  arm  5  I  luffed  it, 

I  hope,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell 'my  lord  ;  :f; 

That  I  kifs  ought  but  him. 

Pif  'Twill  not  be  loft. 

Imo.  I  hope  fo $  go,  and  fearch. 

Clot.  You  haveabus'd  me- 5 

His  meaneft  Garment? 

Imo.  Ay,  I  faid  fo,  Sir  ^ 
If  you  will  make't  an  aftion,   call  witnefs  to't. 

Clot.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too  j 
She's  my  good  lady  j  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
But  the  worft  of  me.     So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 
To  th'  worft  of  difcontent.  [Exit. 

Clot.  I'll  be  reveng'd  > 
His  meaneft  garment  ?  —  well.  [Exit. 

SCENE    changes  to  Rome. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  Philario. 

Poft.  Y}E  AR  it  not,  Sir*  I  would,  I  were  fo  fure 

JL    To  win  the  King,  as  I  am  bold,  her  Honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 

Poft.  Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  time; 
Quake  in  the  prefent  winter's  ftate,    and  wifh, 
That  warmer  days  would  come;  in  thefe  fear'd  hopes, 
I  barely  gratifie  your  love  5  they  failing, 
I  muft  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phi.  Your  very  goodnefs,  and  your  company, 
O'er-pays  all  I  can  do.     By  this,  your  King 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augufius  -,  Cams  Lucius. 
Will  do's  commifllon  throughly.     And,  I  think,  (17) 

He'll 

( !  -)    1— —  1  And,  I  think, 

He  11  grant  the  Tribute,  fend  tti  Arrearages, 
Or  look  upon  our   Romans,  <zvhofe  Remembrance 
Is  yet  frejh  in   their   Grief. ~\ 
What  a  ftrange  loofe  Inference  do  the  Editors  here  make   Phiiario 

guilty 


G    Y   M   B    E    L    I    N   E,  379 

He'll  grant  the  tribute  j  fend  th'  arrearages, 
E'er  look  upon  our  Romans^   whofe  remembrance 
Is  yet  frelh  in  their  grief. 

Poft.  I  do  believe, 
(Statift  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be,) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war  j  and  you  fhall  hear  (1%) 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia^  fooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain^  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  Countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd,  than  when  Julius  Co? far 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.     Their  difcipline, 
Now  mingled  with  their  courages,  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people  fuch 
As  mend  upon  the  world, 

guilty  of,  that  Cymbeline  would  do  One  Thing,  or  t'other ;  either  fub- 
mit  to  pay  Tribute,  or  difpute  the  Demand  at  Sword's  Point?  Who 
doubts  it  ?  But  this  was  none  of  the  Speaker's  Meaning :  he  would  give, 
it  as  his  Thought,  that  the  Britains  would  pay,  e'er  they  would  contefr. 
the  Matter :  and  fo  I  have  reform'd  the  Text.  I  have  fhewn  in  my  2 ill 
Note  on  Titus  Andronicus,  from  Chaucer,  and  the  Old  Gloflaries, 
that  Or  was  formerly  us'd  fot  e'er,  before  :  but  this  Ufage,  as  I  there  ob- 
ferv'd,  was  become  too  obfolete  for  S hake/pear e\  Days. 
(18)  »        ■ —  And you  Jhall  hear 

The  Legion  now  in  Gallia  fooner  landed 

In  our  not  fearing  Britaine,  &c.~\ 
Pojihumus  is  faying,  that  the  Britons  are    much  ftrengthen'd  fince  the 
Time  of  Juliui  Cafars   Attack  upon  them  :    Would  then  the  Romans 
think  now  of  invading  them  with  a  'Jingle  Legion  ?  The  Poet  certainly 
tywote ; 

The  Legions  now  in  Gallia,,  &c. 
§0,  in  four  feveral  Paffages  afterwards : 

The  Pcw'rs,  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia, 

Will  foon  be  drawn,  &c . 

To  Them,  the  Legions  garrifond  in  Gallia, 
After  your  Will,  have  crofs'd  the  Sea  ; 

And  that  the  Legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full- weak  to  undertake  our  War  againft 
The  fall 'n-offi  Britains ;  that  we  do  incite 
The  Gentry-  to  this  Bufinefs. 

So  pie afe your  Majefly, 
The  Roman  Legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  C^aft,  with  large  Supply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen0 

Enter 
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Enter  Iachimo. 

Phi.  See,  Iachimo.  ■ 

Poft.  Sure,  the  fwift  harts  have  pofted  you  by  land, 
And  winds  of  all  the  corners  kifs'd  your  fails, 
To  make  your  veflel  nimble. 

Phi.  Welcome,  Sir. 

Poft.  I  hope,  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  Return. 

Iach.  Your  lady 
Is  of  the  faireft  I  e'er  look'd  upon. 

Poft.  And,  therewithal,  the  beft  5  or  let  her  Beauty 
Look  through  a  cafement  to  allure  falfe  hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

Iach.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Poft.  Their  tenour  good,  I  truft. 

Iach.  'Tis  very  like. 

Poft.  Was. Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  Court, 
When  you  were  there  ?  \ 

Iach.  He  was  expected  then, 
But  not  approached. 

Poft.  All  is  well  yet. 
Sparkles  this  ftone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

Iach.  If  I've  loft  it, 
I  fhould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  gold  ; 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t'enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  thortnefs,    which 
Was  mine  in  Britain-,  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Poft.  The  ftone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

Iach.  Not  a  whit, 
Your  lady  being  fo  eafie. 

Poft.  Make  not,  Sir, 
Your  lofs  your  fport*  I  hope,  you  know,  that  we 
Mult  not  continue  friends. 

Iach.  Good  Sir,  we  muft, 
If  you  keep  covenant  -y  had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  miftrefs  home,  I  grant, 
We  were  to  queftion  farther  5  but  I  now 
Profefs  my  felf  the  winner  of  her  honour, 

Together 
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Together  with  your  ring  5  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Poft.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  have  tailed  her  in  bed  j  my  hand, 
And  ring  is  yours.  If  not,  the  foul  opinion,  (19) 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  lofes 
Your  fword  or  mine  ;  or  mafterlefs  leaves  Both 
To  who  fhall  find  them. 

lach.  Sir,  my  circumftances 
Being  fo  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe  ;  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath,  which,  I  doubt  not, 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  fhall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Poft,  Proceed. 

Iach.  Firft,  her  bed-chamber,  — — 
(Where,  I  confefs,  I  flept  not  5  but  profefs, 
Had  That  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang'cj 
With  tapeftry  of  filk  and  filver ;  the  ftory 
Proud  Cleopatra^  when  fhe  met  her  Roman^ 
And  Cydnus  fwell'd  above  the  banks  or  for 
The  prefs  of  boats,  or  pride :  —  A  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that  it  did  ftrive 
In  workmanfhip,  and  value ;  twhich,  I  wonder'd> 
Could  be  fo  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  on't  was 

Poft.  This  is  true  ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  fome  other. 

lach.  More  Particulars 
Muft  juftifie  my  knowledge. 

Poft.  So  they  muft, 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

(19)    —  If  not,  the  foul  Opinion 

You  had  of  her  poor  Honour,  &c.  "J 
Thus,  Mr.  Rowe  \  and  thus,  Mr .  Pope  as  judicioufly,   as  fervilely,  after 
him  :  And  yet  he  pretends  to  have   collated  the  ©Id  Copies,    But  the 
two  Elder  Folio's  read,  as  I  have  reftor'd, 

Tou  had  of  her  pure  Honour. 

lach 
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Iach.  The  chimney 
Is  fouth  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece^ 
Chaft  Dian^  bathing ;  never  faw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themfelves ;  the  cutter 
"Was  as  another  nature,  dumb,  out- went  her* 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Poft.  This  is  a  thing*  (>o) 
Which  you  might  from  relation  likewife  reape; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

Iach.  The  roof  o'th'  chamber 
With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted  :  TV  andirons^ 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  filver,  each  on  one  foot  {landing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Poft.  What's  this  t' her  honour?  (n)     . 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  feen  all  this, 
Praife  be  to  your  remembrance,  the  defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  faves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

(20)  This  is  a  Thing, 

Which  jou  might  from  relation  likewife  read, 

Being,  as  it  is,  much  jpoke  of] 
To  read  from  Relation,  i.  e.  from  Men's  Reports  <vivd  'voce,  is  a  Fi- 
gure, I  am  fure,  never  us'd  by  Shakefpeare  ;  whatever,  reading  in  any 
One's  Eyes,  might  have  been :  But  this  again  is  the  Manufacture  Of 
our  mbderri  Editors.  The  old  Editions  read,  as  I  have  reformed  the 
Text. 

(21)  "  This  is  her  Honour  : 
Let  it  he  granted  you  ha've  feen  all  this,  &c  ] 

lachimo  impudently  pretends  to  have  carried  his  Point ;  and,  in  Con- 
firmation, is  very  minute  in  dfifcribing  to  the  Husband  all  the  Furrii- 
ture  and  Adornments  of  his  Wife's  Bedchamber.  But  how  is  fine 
Furniture  any  ways  a  Princefs's  Honour?  It  is  an  Apparatus  fuitable 
to  her  Dignity,  but  certainly  makes  no  part  of  her  Character.  It  might 
have  been  call'd  her  Father's  Honour,  that  her  Allotments  were  pro- 
portion'd  to  her  Rank  and  Quality.  I  am  perfuaded,  the  Poet  in- 
tended Pojihumus  mould  fay ;  "  This  particular  Defcription,  which  you 
"  make,  can't  convince  me  that  I  have  loit  my  Wager  :  Your  Memory 
M  is  good  ;  and  fome  of  thefe  Things  you  may  have  learned  from  a 
"  Third  Hand,  or  feen  yOurfelf ;  yet  1  expeft  Proofs  more  direct  and 
"  authentick".  I  think,  there  is  little  Queftion  but  we  ought  to  re- 
ftore  the  place  thus  : 

, What's  This  Cher  Honour  ? 

I  propos'd  this  Emendation  in  the  Appendix  to  my  Shakespeare 
re/lord,  and  Mr.  Pope  has  thought  fir  to  embrace  it  in  his  laft  Edition. 

Iach, 
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Iach.  Then,  if  you  can  [Pulling  out  the  Bracelet \ 

Be  pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel  :  fee!  — ^— 
And  now  'tis  up  again  j  it  muft  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond.     I'll  keep  them. 

Poft.  Jove! 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it:  Is  it  That, 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

Iach.  Sir,  I  thank  her,  That  : 
She  flrip'd  it  from  her  arm,   I  fee  her  yet, 
Her  pretty  a&ion  did  out-fell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too  •,  fhe  gave  it  me, 
And  faid,  fhe  priz'd  it  once. 

Poft.  May  be,  fhe  pluck'd  it  off 
To  fend  it  me. 

Iach.  She  writes  fo  to  you?  doth  fhe? 

Poft.  O,  no,  no,  no  5  'tis  true.  Here,  take  this  too  ; 
It  is  a  bafilisk  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't  j   let  there  be  no  honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty  >  truth,  where  femblance 5  love, 
Where  there's  another  man.     The  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they're  made, 
Then  they  are  to  their  virtues,  which  is  nothing} 
O,  above  meafure  falfe !  — 

Phi.  Have  patience,  Sir, 
And  take  your  ring  again  :  'tis  not  yet  won  5 
It  may  be  probable,  fhe  loft  it  5  or, 
Who  knows,  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Hath  ftoln  it  from  her. 

Poft.  Very  true, 
And  fo,  I  hope,  he  came  by't;  back  my  ring} 
Render  to  me  fome  corporal  fign  about  her, 
More  evident  than  this  >  for  this  was  dole. 

Iach.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Poft.  Hark  you,  he  fwears  5   by  Jupiter  he  fwears. 

'Tis  true nay,  keep  the  ring—  'tis  true  j  I'm  fure, 

She  could  not  lofe  it  5  her  attendants  are 
All  honourable  -y  they  induc'd  to  fteal  it ! 
And,  by  a  ftranger!  —  no,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her. 
The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this  :    fhe  hath  bought   the  name  of   Whore  thus 
dearlyj  There, 
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There,  take  thy  hire,  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you ! 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient  -y 
This  is  not  itrong  enough  to  be  believ'd, 
Of  one  perfuaded  well  of. . 

Poft.  Never  talk  on't$ 
She  hath  been  coked  by  him. 

lach.  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisrying,  under  her  breaft, 
Worthy  the  prefling,  Ives  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  moft  delicate  lodging.     By  my  life, 
I  kift  it  j  and  it  gave  me  preient  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.  You  do  remember 
This  ftain  upon  her  ? 

Poft.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  iiain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

Iach,  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Poft.  Spare  your  arithmetick. 
Count  not  the  Turns :  once,   and  a  million ! 

Iach.  I'll  be  fworn • 

Poft.  No  fwearing : 
If  you  will  fwear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie. 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou'ft  made  me  cuckold. 

Iach*  I'll  deny  nothing. 

Poft.  O,  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do't  i'th'  Court,  before 
Her  father I'll  do  fomething [fix//. 

Phi.  Quite  befides 
The  government  of  patience !  you  have  won  j 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  wrath 
He  hath  againft  himfelf. 

lach.  With  all  my  heart.  [Etceunt, 

Re-enter  Pofthumus. 

Poft.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Muff  be  haU- workers?  we  are  baflards  all > 
And  that  moft  venerable  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  facher,  was  I  know  not  where, 

When 
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When  I  was  ftampt.     Some  coyner  with  his  tools 

Made  me  a  counterfeit}  yet  my  mother  feem'd 

The  Dian  of  that  time  5  fo  doth  my  wife 

The  Non-pareil  of  this — Oh  vengeance,  vengeance  ! 

Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  (he  reftrain'd, 

And  pray'd  me,  oft,  forbearance  *  did  it  with 

A  pudency  fo  rofie,  the  fweet  view  on't 

Might   well    have  warm'd   old  Saturn  that  I 

thought  her 
As  chafte,  as  unfunn'd  fnow.     Oh,  all  the  Devils! 
This  yellow  Iachimo  in  an  hour—— was't  not?— • 
Or  lefs  :  at  firft  ?  perchance,   he  fpoke  not,  but 
Like  a  full  acorn'd  Boar,  a  German  one,  (it) 
Cry'd,  oh  !  and  mounted ,  found  no  oppofition 
But  what  he  look'd  for  fhould  oppofe,  and  fhe 
Should  from  encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 
The  woman's  part  in  me — for  there's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but,  I  affirm, 
It  is  the  woman's  part  •,  be't  lying,  note  it, 
The  woman's^  flattering,  hers;  deceiving,  hers; 
Luft,  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hersj  revenges,  hersj 
Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  diklain, 
Nice  longings,  flanders,  mutability  : 
Ail  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 
Why,  hers,  in  part,  or  all}  but  rather  all. —  For  even 

to  vice 
They  are  not  conftant,  but  are  changing  ftill } 
One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 
Not  half  fo  old  as  that.     I'll  write  againft  them, 
Dcteft  them,  curie  them  —  yet  'tis  greater  skill, 
In  a  true  hate,  to  pray,  they  have  their  Will -, 
The  very  Devils  cannot  plague  them  better.        [Exit. 

(22)   Like  a  full-acorn'' d  Boar,  a  churning  on^\ 
This  is  Mr.  Pope's  Reading,  without  any  Authority.    A  Jermen  one,  in 
the  firft    "Editions  ;   (fays  He,)  Jince  altered  to   a  German  one.  ■ 

And  why  not,  pray  ?  Is  not  Weftfhalia  a  Part  of  Germany  ?  And  where 
are  Boars  more  delicately  fed,  or  more  likely  to  be  rank  and  hot  after 
the  Female,  than  German  ones  ? 

Vol.  VI.  C  c  ACT 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE,  CymbelineV  Palace. 

Evter,  in  State,  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  and 

Lords  at  one  door  ;   and  at  another,  Caius 

Lucius  and  attendants. 

Cymbeline. 

NOW   fay,  what  would  Auguflm  Co? far  with 
us? 
Luc.  When   Julius    Cafar,    (whofe  remem- 
brance yet 
Lives  in  mens  eyes,  and  will  to  ears  and  tongues 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  this  Britain^ 
And  conquer'd  it,  Caffibelan,  thine  uncle,  (13) 

(Famou* 

(23)  ■     '    ■         Caflibelan,  thine  Uncle, 

------        for  Him, 

And  his  Succejficn,  granted  Rome  a  Tribute 

Yearly  three  thov.fand  Pounds  ;  which  by  Thee  lately 

Is  left  untender V  J 

The  Poet  muft  mean,  thy  great  Uncle,  or  Uncle   once  remov'd :    For 

Cymbeline  was  the  Son  of  Tenantius,    who  was  the  Son  of  Lud:    and 

hud  and  Cnffibelan  were  Brothers.     But,  I  have  hinted  in  the  firfl  Note 

to  this  Play,  that  our  Author  frequently  has  made  bold  with  his  Hiftory. 

The  Pafihge  before  us  furni flies  more  than  one  Inftance.  It  was  in  the 

20th  Year  of  Tenantiush  Reign,    that  Auguftus   C<efar  had    a  Defign, 

for  the.  Second  Time,  of  invading  us  ;  and  AmbafTadors  came  to  him  at 

Ariminum  from  Brilaine  to  follicit  a  Peace.     So  that  it  was  Tenantius 

more  probably,  who  had  withheld  the  Payment  of  the  Tribute  granted 

by  Caffibclan.   Cymbeline,  on  the  other  hand,  'tis  faid,  was  fent  over  in 

Ihs  Youih  to   Rome,  received  his  Education  there,  was  carefs'd  by  Au- 

gvfus,  and  call'd  the  Friend  of  the  Ronutn  People.  Befides,  that  Cym- 

Iflim  acquiefe'd  to  this  Tribute,  (as  we  have  no  Vouchers  to  the  con- 

t.„rv   ;n   Hiftory;)  may  be  gather'd  from  the  old  Coin  with  his  Head 

on  one  i.de,  and  Cunobelin  inferib'd  round  it  j  and  T  a  s  c  h  i  a, 

(ii  the    Itverfe,  i    e.    an  Impofl,  or  Tribute.     For   Tafcu    in  the    old 

i  liii/b  means,  to  lay  any  Burthen.     So  Teska  among  the  Sarmatians 

and 
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(Famous  in  Cafars  praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  feats  deferving  it)  for  him, 
And  his  fucceflion,  granted  Rome  a  Tribute, 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds ;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Queen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvail, 
Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  Ca?farsy 
Ere  fuch  another  Julius  :  Britain)  is  (24) 
A  world  by't  felfj  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  nofes. 

Queen.  That  opportunity, 
Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  refume 
We  have  again.    Remember,  Sir,  my  liege, 
The  Kings  your  anceftors :  together  with 
The  nat'ral  Brav'ry  of  your  Hie*  which  ftands, 

and  old  Celts  fignified  an    Impofition  or  Grievance  ;  and  from   the   old 

Tafcia  we  derive  our  Words  ufed  at  this  day,  Tax  and  Task . — 

But  I  mall  have  occafion  in  the  fequel  of  this  Scene  to  inquire  into  the 
precife  Time,  when  our   Poet  fuppofes    this  War    on    Britaine :   and 
from  thence  we  fhall  eafily  glean  his  Trefpafs  on  Chronology. 
(24) Britaine  is 

A  World  bytfelf] 
In  like  manner,  almoft,  has  Virgil  fpoken  of  our  Britaine ; 

Et  penitiis   toto  diyifos  orbe  Britannos.  Eel.  I. 

And  Lucius  Flows,  I  obferve,  where  he  is  mentioning  what  Conquefts 
are  referv'd  for  Julius  Cafar,  feems  purpofely  to  have  copied  this 
Defcription  of  the  above  quoted  Poet;  Et  quamnhs  ioco  orbe  divifa,  qui 
'uinceret,  habuit  Britannia.  Lib.  3,  cap.  10.  C laudian  likewife  fpeaks  of 
us  as  divided  from  the  Roman  World; 

— — ■  Germariaque  Tetbys 

Paruit  iff  noftro  didufta  Britannia  mundo.  In  Paneg.  Theod. 
And  Horace  calls  us  a  People  fituated  in  the  Extremity  of  the  Crea- 
tion: 

Serves  iturum  Caelarern  in  ultimos 

Orbis  Britannos.  *  Lfcb.  I.  Ode  35. 

And  Serwius,  upon  the  Parage  in  VirgiU  has  remark'd,  that. Britaine- 
was  calPd  by  the  Poets  alter  Orbis  terrarum.  But  our  Poet,  perhaps, 
might  have  none  of  thefe  Clailical  Paflages  in  View,  but  be  alluding  to 
what  is  recorded  of  Cajfibelan  in  the  Chronicles.  When  Comius  of  4*m 
ras  came  to  him  with  a  MeiTage  from  'Julius  Ccefar,  in  which  Ho- 
mage, and  Subjection,  and  a  Tribute,  were  demanded,  Cajfibelan  re- 
ply d  ;  "  That  the  Ambition  of  the  Romans  nx>as  infatiabhy  nvho  would 
"  not  fuffer  Britaine,  a  new  World,  placed  by  Nature  in  the  Ocean,  and 
"  beyond  the  Bounds  of  their  Empire,  t*  lie  unmolejled. 

C  c  2.  As 
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/  As  Neptune's  Park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 

fcuo.   q     With^oaks^unskaleable,  and  roaring  wa 

With  Sands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies  boats, 


waters ; 


But  fuck  them  up  to  th'  top-'maft.   A  kind  of  Con- 

queft 
Cafar  made  here,  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  c$me,  and  faw,  and  overcame.  With  fhame, 
(The  firft,  that  ever  touch'd  him)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coaft,  'twice  beaten  >  and  his  fhipping, 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles,)  on  our  terrible  feas, 
Like  egg-fhells  mov'd  upon  their  furges,  crack'd 
As  eafily  'gainft  our  rocks.     For  joy  whereof, 
The  fanVd  Caffibelan^  who  was  once  at  point   (2f) 
(Oh,  giglet  fortune ! )  to  mafter  Cafar*$  fword, 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And  Britains  ftrut  with  courage. 

Clot.  Come,  there's  no  more  Tribute  to  be  paid. 
Our  Kingdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time  5 
and,  as  I  laid,  there  is  ho  more  fuch  Cafar s  j  other 
of  them  may  have  crook'd  nofes,  but  to  own  fuch 
ftrait  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clot.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as 
hard  as  Caffibelan  5  I  do  not  fay,  I  am  one  5  but  I 
have  a  hand.  —  Why,  Tribute  ?  Why  mould  we  pay  Tri- 
bute ?  if  Cafar  can  hide  the  Sun  from  us  with  a  blan- 
ket, or  put  the  Moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him 
Tribute  for  light  5  elfe,  Sir,  no  more  Tribute,pray  you 
now. 

Cym.  You  mud  know, 

(25)  Thefamd  Caffibelan,  nvho  <was  once  at  point 

(Oh,  giglet  Fortune !  )  to  mafter  Caefar's  Snvtrd,] 
The  Poet  is  here  alluding  to  a  private  Matter  of  Fad,  tho*  he  take* 
ri  e  Liberty  to  put  a  Change  on  the  Parties  concerned  in  it.  The  Britijb 
I  ifiory  (as  Holing fiead  lets  us  know,)  has  recorded,  that  Nenius,  the 
Brother  of  Cajtbelan,  in  one  Engagement  fought  hand  to  hand  againfl: 
C<rjar ;  who  driving  a  furious  Blow  at  him,  hVd  the  Blade  of  his  Sword 
i.<  Netius's  Shield:  by  which,  Cafar  was  in  very  eminent  Danger: 
but  he  happily  difengag'd  his  Weapon,  and  acquitted  himfelf  fo  man- 
fully, that  Nenius  dy'd  within  15  days  of  the  Wounds  receiv'd  in  that 
fcneounter. 

Till 
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Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  We  were  free.  Cafar's  ambition, 
Which  fwell'd  fo  much,  that  it  did  almoft  ftrctch 
The  fides  o'th'  world,  againft  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon's  j  which  to  fhake  off, 
Becomes  a  warlike  people  (which  we  reckon 
Our  felves  to  be)  to  do.     Say  then  to  Ca?far, 
Our  anceftor  was  that  Mulmutius^  who  (16) 
Ordain'd  our  Laws,  whofe  ufe  the  fword  of  Cajfar 
Hath  too  much  mangled  5  whofe  repair  and  franchife 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry  :  That  Mulmutius^ 
Who  was  the  fir  ft  of  Britain^  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  Crown,  and  call'd 
Himfelf  a  King. 

Luc.  I'm  forry,  Cymbeline^ 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Auguftus  C^far 
(Cafar^  that  hath  more  Kings  his  fervants,  than 
Thy  felf  domeftick  Officers)  thine  enemy. 
Receive  it  from  me  then.  — .  War  and  Confufion 
In  C#far9$  name  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee :  look 
For  fury,  not  to  be  refilled.     Thus  defy'd, 
I  thank  thee  for  my  felf. 

Cym,  Thou'rt  welcome,  Caius  \ 

(26)  Our  Anceftor  n^as  that  Mulmutius,  <who 
Ordain  d  our  Laivsy  &C.J 
Mulmutius  Duniuallo,  (or  Dunva/lo  Molmutius,  as  he  is  otherwife 
call'd)  obtain'd  the  Dominion  of  Britaine  about  436  Years  before  the 
Birth  of  Chrift,  and  414  before  the  Beginning  of  Cymbelinis  Reign. 
He  is  faid  to  have  held  his  Government  40  Years :  and  built  the 
Temple  of  Peace,  where  he  was  afterwards  buried,  in  London,  (then 
Troynovant)  fo  often  quoted  by  Briti/b  Chronologers.  He  compiled  a 
Set  of  wholefome  Laws,  that  took  their  general-  Name  from  him  ; 
which  were  faid  to  Jiave  been  turn'd  out  of  the  Britijh  Speech  into 
Isjitine  by  Gi/das;  (who  was  born,  A.  D.  493)  and,  long  after,  out  of 
Latine  into  the  Saxon  Idiom  by  King  Alfred.  "He  made  himfelf  of 
fuch  Reverence  and  Authority,  that,  by  the  Confent  of  the  Qrandees  of 
the  Land,  he  obtain'd  a  Crown  of  Gold  ;  and  caus'd  himfelf  with  great 
Solemnity  to  be  crown'd,  according  to  the  Cuflom  of  the  Pagan 
kaws  then  in  uie.  And  becaafe  he  was  the  Firit,  who  wore  a  regal 
Crown  here,  he  is  by  fome  Writers  namM  theFirft  King  of  Britaine  1 
All  before   him  being  fiyled  only  Rulers,    Dukes,  or  Governors,  faith 

HOLINGSIIEAD. 

C  c  }  Thy 
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Thy  Cafar  knighted  me  y  my  youth  I  fpent 
Much  under  him :  of  him  I  gather'd  honour, 
"Which  he  to  feek  of  me  again  perforce,  (17) 

^27) Of  him  I  gather  d  Hondur  ; 

Which  he  to  feek  of  me  again,  perforce, 

Behoves  me  keep  at  Variance.] 
This  is  Senfe,  but  it  is  one  of  thofe  Sophistications  of  the  Text,  which 
Mr.  Pope,  notwithftanding  his  Aflertions  to  the  contrary,  has  obtmded 
upon  us,  without  any  Countenance  or  Authority  from  the  old  Books. 
And  why,  forfooth,  but  becaufe  he  did  not  underftand  the  genuine 
Reading?  Ail  the  Copies,  that  I  have  feen,  read; 

Behooves  ?ne  keep  at  Utfrance. 
ii  e.  at  all  Hazards,    at  the    utmoft  Extremity  of  Peril.      Utterance, 
Extremity ;    fays  the  old  Gloffary  to  Chaucer:    So,    in  a  Poem 
preiix'd  to  that  Poet's  Works,  and  addrefs'd  to  the  King  and  Knights  of 
the  Garter  ; 

Ye  Lordis  eke,  Jhining  in  noble  Fame, 

¥0  which  appropred  is  the  Maintenaunce 

Of   Chrifis  Caufe,  in  honour  of  his   Name, 

Shove  on,  and  put  his  Foes  to  Utteraunce. 

i.  e.  Extremity,    utter  Deftru&ion.  So   in  the  Three  Sieges  of   Troy, 
printed  by  Winken  de  Werdei 

His  Dolour  and  Fain  grew  and  enlarged  to  the  Utterance. 
So  Sir-  Robert  Dimock,  the  Champion  at   K.  Richard  the  3d's  Corona?- 
tion,  made  Proclamation,  as  Holingfoead  tells  us ; 

Whoever  Jhallfay,  that  King  Richard  is  not  lawful  King,  I  will  fight 
with  him  at  the  Utterance. 
L  e.  to  the  Hazard  of  Death.     So,    likewife,    elfewhere  in  our  own 
Author ; 

, , — «,  ]$Uf  be  has  a  Merit 

To  choak  it  in  the  Utterance.  Corioh 

i.  e.  in  the  extreameft  Point. 

Rather  than  fo,  come  Fate  into  the  Lift, 

And  challenge  ?ne  to  th'  Utt'rance.  Macb. 

i.  e.  to  the    utmolt   Peril,  Death  it  felf.      And   our   Author  frequently 
gives  us  the  fame  Image,  wkh  a  Variation  in  the  Expreffton. 

There  I  throw  my  Gage, 

To  prove  it  on  Thee  to  th'  extreameft  Point 

Of  mortal  Breathing.  Richard  2d. 

For  I  will  throw  my  Glove  to  Death  himfelf ; 

Troil.  and  Crefs. 
*  -■     ■-   ■—  will  you,  the  Knights 

Shall  to  the  Edge  of  all  Extremity 

Turfue  each  other,  Sec.  Ibid. 

So  be  it,  either  to  the   Uttermoil, 
Or  elfe  a  Breath.  Ibid. 

Behooves 
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Behooves  me  keep  at  utterance.   I  am  perfect,  (28) 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians^  for 
Their  Liberties,  are  now  in  arms :  a  Precedent 
Which,  not  to  read,  would  fhew  the  Britains  cold: 
So  C<efar  fhall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

Clot.  His  Majefty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  paftime 
with  us  a  day  or  two,  or  longer :  if  you  feek  us  af- 
terwards on  other  terms,  you  ihall  find  us  in  our  falt- 
water  girdle  :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours:  if 
you  fall  in  the  adventure,  our  crows  fhall  fare  the  bet- 
ter for  you  ,  and  there's  an  end. 

(28)    ■     ■  ■  ,,  /  am  perfeSly 

That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 

Their  Liberties,  are  no-iv  in  Arms^\ 
This  Circumftance  is  again  repeated  afterwards  by  a  Roman  Senator  Q 
this  Aa. 

This  is  the  Tenour  of  the  Emfrours  Writ', 

That  Jince  the  Common  Men  are  nonu  in   AElion 

''Gainfi  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  &c. 
From  this  Particularity  we  may  precifely  hx  the  fuppos'd  Date  of  this 
War  on  Britaine,  for  the  Recovery  of  Tribute  in  Arrear  to  Rome  j 
and,  atone  View,  fee,  how  our  Author  has  jumbled  Fads  againft  the 
known  Tenour  of  Chronology,  hi  the  10th  Year  after  the  Afiaffination 
of  Julius  C&far,  (Anno  U.  C.  719)  Auguflus  had  a  defign  of  making 
a  Defcent  on  Britaine  :  but  was  diverted  from  it  by  an  Infurrection  of 
the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  in  order  to  make  off  their  Subjection  to 
Rome.  Now  this  Period  of  Time  was  coincident  with  the  13th  Year  of 
Tenantiuis  Reign,  who  was  the  Father  of  Cymheline  :  and  Tenantius 
reign'd  9  Years  after  this. 

Again,  we  find,  from  the  very  opening  of  our  Play,  that  Cymheline 
had  been  at  lea  ft  23  Years  on  the  Throne  :  for  it  was  twenty  Years 
tfnce  his  two  Sons  were  floln,  and  the  eldefl  of  chem  then  was  at  leaft 
3  Years  Old.  Now  the  23d  of  Cymheline  falls  in  with  the  42d  of 
Augufus,  the  very  Year  in  which  Chrift  was  born.  So  that  our  Author 
has  confufedly  blended  Facts  at  32  Years  diitance  from  each  Other. 
Whether  he  was  aware  of,  or  neglected,  this  Difcordance  in  Time,  it 
has  contributed  to  another  Abfurdity.  It  is  faid  more  than  once  in  our 
Play,  That  the  Remembrance  of  the  Romans  is  yet  frejb-  in  the  Britains' 
Grief:  i.  e.  that  they  flill  felt  the  fmart  of  their  Overthrow.  Now 
Julius  C<zfar  fubdued  Britaine,  1 1  Years  before  his  Anamination,  in 
the  Year  of  Rome  698.  This  War  on  Cymheline  cannot  be  before  the 
42d  Year  of  Auguftus  :  (U.  C.  751)  fo  that  here  is  an  Interval  of  53 
Years,  a  Time  fufficient  to  erafe  the  Memory  of  the  moll  dreadful 
Enemy  ;  efpecially  in  a  People, who  areboaflingof  the  ftrengththey  have 
acquir'd  fince  their  Defeat. 

C  c  4  Luc 
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Luc.  So,  Sir.  ■  ■ 

Cym.  I  know  your  matter's  pleafure,  and  he  mine : 
All  the  Remain  is,  Welcome.  {Exeunt* 

Enter  Pifanio,  reading  a  Letter* 

Pif.  How?  of  adultery?  wherefore  write  you  not, 
What  monfters  have  accus'd  her?  Leonatus  / 
Oh  matter,  what  a  ftrange  infe&ion 
Is  falPn  into  thy  car  ?  what  falfe  Italian^ 
(As  pois'nous-tongu'd,  as  handed)  hath  prevailed 
On  thy  too  ready  Hearing!  —  Difloyal?  no, 
She's  punifh'd  for  her  truth ;  and  -undergoes 
More  Goddefs-like,  than  wife-like,  fuch  aflaults 
As  would  take  in  fome  virtue.  Oh,  my  matter! 
Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 
Thy  fortunes.    How  ?  that  I  fhould  murther  her  ? 
tjpon  the  love  and  truth  and  vows,  which  I 

Have  made  to  thy  Command! I,  her!  ——her 

blood! 
If  it  be  fo  to  do  good  fervice,  never 

Let  me  be  counted  ferviceable. How  look  I, 

That  I  fhould  feem  to  lack  humanity, 

So  much  as  this  fa&  comes  to  ?  Deft —  the  ktterr 

{Reading. 
T'hat  I  have  fent  her^  ly  her  own  command 
Shall  give  thee  opportunity — Damn'd  paper! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee:  fenielefs  bauble! 
Art  thou  a  fqedarie  for  this  act,  and  look'ft 
So  virgin-like  without?  Lo,  here  ihe  comes. 

Enter  Imogen. 

I'm  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Imo.  How  now,  Pifanio  ? 

Pif  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo.  Who!  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord  Leonatus : 
Oh,  learn'd,  indeed,  were  that  aftronomer, 
That  knew  the  ftars,  as  I  his  characters : 

He'd  lay  the  Future  open. You  good  Gods, 

Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relifh  of  love, 

Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content}  -_-^-  ■«  (yet  not 

That 
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That  we  two  are  afundcr;  let  that  grieve  him! 

Some  griefs  are  medicinable  j  that  is  one  of  them,  (ip) 

For  it  doth  phyfick  love; )  —  of  his  content, 

All  but  in  that,-— Good  wax,  thy  leave — Blefthe 

You  bees,  that  make  thefe  locks  of  counfel !  Lovers, 

And  men  in  dang'rous  bonds,   pra^    not  alike. 

Though  forfeitures  you  eaft  in  prifon,  >et 

You  clasp  young  Cupid's  tables:  good  news,  Gods! 

[Reading* 
RUSTIC  E,  and  your  father's  wrath,  Jhould  he  take 
J  me  in  his  Dominion,  could  not  be  fo  cruel  to  me  \  but 
you,  oh  the  dearefl  of  creatures,  would  even  renew  me 
with  your  eyes.  Take  notice,  that  I  am  in  Cambria,  at 
Milford-Haven :  what  your  awn  love  will  out  of  this 
advife  you,  follow.  So,  he  wijhes  you  all  happing fsy 
that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your  increafing  in 
love% 

Leonatus  Pofthumus. 

Oh,  for  a  horfe  with  wings !  hear'fl:  thou,  Pifanio  ? 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  read  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 


(29)  Some  Griefs  are  medicinable,  that  is  one  of  them. 

For  it  doth  phyfick  Love  of  his  Content, 

All  hut  in  That.'] 
Thus  Mr.  Pope  has  wiiely  pointed  this  Paffage  in  his  4to  Edition  of 
our  Poet :  by  which  it  is  demonflrable,   he  did  not  underftand   it.     If 
Grief  phyficks    Love  of  his  Content,    then  it  purges  his  Content  away, 
which  is  by  no  means  our  Author's   meaning.      All  the  Editions  have 
confounded  the  Senfe  by  a    bad  Pointing  :    I  have  reform'd  the  whole 
Context ;  and  will  fubjoin  a  fhort  Paraphrafe  by  way  of  Explanation. 
"  Imogen,  before  me  opens  the  Letter,  prays,   that  the  Contents   of  it 
4f  mayfhew  that  her  Lord  Hill  loves  her;  that  he  is  in  Health;  and  that 
u  he  taftes  Content.  Yet  (fays  (he,  as  it  were  correcting  herfelf;)  let  him 
"  not  tafte  a  full  and  abfolute  Content ;  let  it  give  him  fome  Grief  that 
"  Fate  has  divided  him  and  me ;  for  that's  a  Grief,  which  will  be  me- 
*'  dicinable,  will  exercife  and  fupport  his   Love:    but    in  ev'ry  other 
*  Circumftance  let  him  enjoy  Content  at  Heart."  ■  I  gave  this 

Explanation,  and  reform'd  the  Pointing,  in  the  Appendix  to  my 
Shakespeare  rejiord ;  and  Mr.  Pope  has vouchfaf 'd  to  embrace 
my  Correction  in  his  lail  Edition. 

Glide 
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Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,  true  Pifamo, 

Who  long'ft  like  me  to  fee  thy  lord ;  who  long'ft, 

(Oh,  let  me  bate)  but  not  like  mej  yet  long'ft,  — . 

But  in  a  fainter  kind oh,-  riot  like  me  ; 

For  mine's  beyond,  beyond  — Say,  and  fpeak  thick  j 
Love's  counfellor  fhould  fill  the  bores  of  Hearing 

To  th'  fmoth'ring  of  the  Senfe- how  far  it  is 

To  this  fame  blefied  Milford  :  and,  by  th'  way,' 
Tell  me   how  Wales  was  made  fo  happy,  as 
T'inherit  fuch  a  haven.     But,  firft  of  all, 
How  may  we  fteal  from  hence?  and  for  the  gap 
That  we  ihall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence  going 

Till  our  return,  t'excufe *.  but  firft,  how  get  hence? 

Why  fhould  excufe  be  born,  or  ere-begot  ? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Pr'ythee,  fpeak. 
How  many  fcore  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pif.  One  fcore  'twixt  fun  and  fun, 
Madam,  's  enough  for  you :  and  too  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  execution,  man, 
Could  never  go  fo  flow  :  I've  heard  of  riding  wagers, 
Where  horfes  have  been  nimbler  than  the  fands 
That  run  i'th'  clock's  behalf.  But  this  is  fool'ry. 
Go  bid  my  woman  feign  a  ficknefs,  fay 
She'll  home  t' her  father:    and  provide  me,  prefent, 
A  riding  fuit  -,  no  coftlier  than  would  fit 
A  Franklin's  houfewife. 

Pif.  Madam,  you'd  beft  confider. 

Imo.  I  fee  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor  here,  (jo) 

Nor 

(jo)   /  fee  before  Pie,  Man,  nor  here,  nor  here. 
Nor  nvbat  enfaes ;  but  have  a  Fog  in  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  thro\~\ 
Where    is  the  Sabftantive,  to  which  this  Relative  plural,    them,    can 
poflibly  have  any  Reference  ?  There  is  None  ;    and  the  Senfe,  as  well 
as  Grammar,  is  defective.    I  have  ventured  to  reftore,   againil  the  Au- 
thority of  flie  printed  Copies, 

■  —  ■  but  have  a  Foz  in  Ken. 

That  I  cannot  look  thro. 
Imogen  would  fay,  "   Don't  talk  of  confidering,    Man;    I   neither  fee 
"  prelent  Events,    nor  Conferences;    but  am   in  a   Mill  of  Fortune, 
"  and  refolv'd  to  proceed   ">n  the  Project  deiennin'J.    In  Ken,  m^ans, 

in 
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Nor  what  enfues,  bat  have  a  fog  in  Ken, 
That  I  cannot  look  thro'.    Away,  I  pr'ythee, 
Do  as  I  bid  thee  ;  there's  no  more  to  fay  ; 
Acceflible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [ExeMt. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Foreft  with  a  Cave, 

in  Wales. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.    \    Goodly  day !  not  to  keep  houfe,  with  fuch 
£\     Whofe  roof's  as  low  as  ours:  fee,    boys! 
this  gate 
Inftru&s  you  how  t'adore  the  heav'ns*  and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office.  Gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  fo  high,  that  Giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  Turbands  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  Sun.  Hail,  thou  fair  heav'n! 
We  houfe  i'th'  rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  fo  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Guid.  Hail,  heaven ! 

Arv.  Hail,  heav'n  ! 

Bel.  Now  for  our  mountain  fport,  up  to  yond  hill, 
Your  legs  are  young :  I'll  tread  thefe  flats.    Confider, 
When  you,  above,  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place  which  lefTens  and  fets  off* 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  told  you, 
Of  Courts,  of  Princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war  -y 
That  fervice  is  not  fervice,  fo  being  done, 
But  being  fo  aJlow'd.     To  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee : 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  (hall  we  find 

The  fharded  beetle  in  a  fafer  hold, 

• 

in  profpeft,  within  Sight,   before  my   Eyes.    S#,    afterwards,    in  this 
Play ; 

■  >—  Milford, 

When  from  the  Mountain-top  Pifanio  Jb&vSd thee,] 

Thou  nvaji  within  a  Ken. 
So,  in  2d  Henry  IV. 

For,  lo  !  within  a  Ken  our  Army  lies. 
And  in  many  other  Paflages. 

Than 
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Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.     Oh,  this  life 
Is  nobler  than  attending  for  a  check  j 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bauble  * 
Prouder,  than  ruftling  in  unpaid-for  (ilk  : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrofs'd  5  no  life  to  ours. 

Guid.  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak  $   we,  poor,  un« 
fledg'd. 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'th'  nefl: ;   nor  know, 
What  air's  from  home.     Hap'ly,  this  life  is  beft, 
If  quiet  life  is  beft>  fweeter  to  you, 
That  have  a  (harper  known :  well  correfponding 
With  your  ftiff  age*  but  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ign'rance  j  travelling  a-bed, 
A  prifon,  for  a  debtor  that  not  dares 
To  ftride  a  limit. 

Arv.  What  fhould  we  fpeak  of, 
When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  (hall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December  ?  how, 
In  this  our  pinching  Cave,  fhall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  feen  nothing  j 
We're  beaftly  j  fubtle  as  the  fox  for  prey, 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies  $  our  cage 
We  make  a  choir,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  bird, 
And  fing  our  bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  fpeak! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly  ;    the  art  o'th'  Court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep  5  whofe  top  to  climb, 
Is  certain  falling ;  or  fo  flipp'ry,  that 
The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling  5  the  toil  of  war ; 
A  pain,  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  danger 
I'th'   name  of  fame  and   honour  $    which   dies    i'th* 

fearch, 
And  hath  as  oft  a  fland'rous  epitaph, 
As  record  of  fair  act*  nay,  many  time, 
Doth  ill  deferve,  by  doing  well:  what's  worfe, 
Muft  curt'fie  at  the  cenfure: —  Oh,  boys,  this  itory 
The  world  may  read  in  me  :  my  body's  mark'd 

With 
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With  Roman  fwordsj  and  my  Report  was  once 
Firft  with  the  beft  of  note.      Cymbeline  lov'd  me; 
And  when  a  foldier  was  the  theam,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  then  was  I  as  a  tree, 
Whofe  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit.  But,  in  one  night, 
A  ftorm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves  5 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Guid.  Uncertain  favour ! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing,  as  I  have  told  you  oft* 
But  that  two  villains  (whofe  falfe  oaths  prevaiPd 
Before  my  perfect  honour)  fwore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confed'rate  with  the  Romans:  fo, 
Follow'd  my  banifhment;  and,  this  twenty  years, 
This  rock  and  thefe  demefnes  have  been  my  world* 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honeft  freedom  j  pay'd 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,   than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time. But,  up  to  th'  moun- 
tains ! 
This  is  not  hunters'  language  j  he,  that  ftrikes 
The  venifon  firft,  fhall  be  the  lord  o'th'  fcaftj 
To  him  the  other  two  fhall  minifter, 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  State  : 
I'll  meet  you  in  the  valleys.     \Exeunt  Guid.  and  Arvir. 

How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  nature! 
Thefe  boys  know  little,  they  are  Sons  to  th*  King  $ 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams,  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think,  they're  mine  -9  tho'  trained  up  thus  mean- 

I'th' 

(31)  ■  ■    '  tho    trained  up  thus  meanly 

Here  in  the  Cave,  wherein  their  Thoughts  do  hit 

The  Roof  of  Palaces. ] 

Thus  Mr.  Pope ;  but  the  Sentence  breaks  off  imperfeclly.    The  old  Edi« 
tions  read, 

/  th'  Cave,  whereon  the  Bow  their  Thoughts  do  hit,  &c. 
Mr.  Ro<we  faw^hislikewifewas  faulty  ;  and  therefore  amended  it  thus: 

It&  Came,  where,  on  the  Bow,  their  Thoughts  do  hit,  &c. 
I  think,  it  fhoulei  be,  only  with  the  Alteration  of  one  Letter,  and  the 
Addition  of  another ; 

rtb>  Cave,  there,  on  the  Brow,— — — 

And 
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I'th'  Cave,  there,  on  the  Brow,   their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roof  of  Palaces  j  and  nature  prompts  them, 
In  fimple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.  This  Paladour,  (22) 
(The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Brit  aim  y  whom 

The  King  his  father  calPd  Guiderius,)  Jove  I m 

When  on  my  three-foot- ftooi  I  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I've  done,  his  fpirits  fly  out 
Into  my  ftory :  fay,  a  thus  mine  enemy  fell, 
**  And  thus  i  fet  my  foot  on's  neck" —  even  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  fweats, 
Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himfelf  in  pofture 
That  adfcs  my  words- — The  younger  brother  Cadwail, 
(Once,  Arviragus^)  in  as  like  a  figure 
Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  thews  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.     Hark,  the  game  is  rouz'd.  — * 
Oh  Cymbeline!  heav'n  and  my  confeience  know, 
Thou  didft  unjuftly  banifri  me  :  whereon 
At  three  and  two  years  old,   I  ftole  thefe  babes* 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  fucceffion,  as 
Thou  reft'fl:  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 
Thou  waft  their  nurfej  they  take  thee  for  their  mo- 
ther, 
And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  Grave; 
My  felf  BelariuS)  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 
They  take  for  natural  father.  The  game's  up.     [Exit. 

And  To  the  Grammar  and  Syntax  of  the  Sentence  is  compleat.  We 
call  the  Arching  of  a  Cavern,  or  Overhanging  of  a  Hill,  metapho- 
rically, the  Brow,  and  in  like  manner  the  Greeks  and  Latines  ufed 
hfyfjc,  and  Super cilium. 

(3  2)  This  Polydore,]  Tho*  the  Name  be  feveral  times  writ  thus  in 
the  Old  Books,  I  am  perfuaded  it  is  not  as  the  Author  intended.  It 
is  a  Compound  purely  Greek,  without  the  Turn  or  Foundation  of  a 
Britijh  Name.  The  firft  Time  this  Name  is  mentioned  in  both  the 
old  Folios,  it  is  written  Paladour,  as  I  have  reform'd  the  Text ;  be- 
caufe  this,  as  well  as  Cadtual,  is  of  the  Britijb  Call.  What  PaLz  in 
the  firft  Name,  or  Wal  in  the  other,  may  fignify,  I  am  not  deep 
enough  in  Cambrian  to  know  >  but  dour>  or  dhur,  means,  profiuem 
aqtvt'y  as  Cad,  does,  Caput. 

Enter 
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Enter  Pifanio,  and  Imogen. 

Imo.  Thou  told'ft  me,  when  we    came  from  horfe, 
the  place 
Was  near  at  hand.  Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  fo 

To  fee  me  firft,  as  I  have  now  Pifanio^ 

Where  is  Pofihumus?  What  is  in  thy  mind, 

That  makes  thee  flare  thus?  wherefore  breaks  thatfigh 

From  th'  inward  of  thee  ?  one,  but  painted  thus, 

Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 

Beyond  felf-explication.     Put  thy  felf 

Into  a  'haviour  of  lefs  fear,  ere  wildnefs 

Vanquifli  my  ftayder  fenfes what's  the  matter? 

Why  tender'ft  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 

A  look  untender  ?  if 't  be  fumaier  news, 

Smile  to't  before  j  if  winterly,  thou  need'ft 

But  keep    that    count'nance    ftill.       My    husband's 

hand? 
That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him, 
And  he's  at  forne  hard  point.  Speak,  man ;  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  fome  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  ev'n  mortal  to  me. 

Pif.  Pleafe  you,  read ; 
And  you  fhall  find  me,   wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  moft  difdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

H^HT  mifrefs,  Pifanio,  hath  plafd  the  flrumpet  in 
■*  my  bed :  the  teftimonies  whereof  lye  bleeding  in  me. 
I  fpeak  not  out  of  weak  furmifes^  but  from  proof  as 
ftrong  as  my  griefs  and  as  certain  as  I  expect  my  re- 
venge. That  part  thou,  Pifanio,  tnuft  act  for  me^  if  thy 
faith  be  not  tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers ;  let  thine 
own  hands  take  away  her  life :  1 Jloall  give  thee  oppor- 
tunity at  Milford-Haven.  She  hath  my  letter  for  the 
purpofe  -,  where?  if  thou  fear  to  ftrikey  and  to  make  me 
certain  it  is  done,  thou  art  the  Pander  to  her  dijhonour* 
find  equally  to  me  difloyaL 

pi/. 
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Pif.  What  fhall  I  need  to  draw  my    fword  ?   the 
paper 

Hath  cut  her  throat  already.  — No,  'tis  {lander; 
Whofe  edge  is  {harper  than  the  fword,  whofe  tongue 
Out- venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile  ;  whofe  breath 
Rides  on  the  pofting  winds,  and  doth  belye 
All  corners  of  the  world.  Kings,   Queens,  and  ftates, 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  fecrets  of  the  Grave 
This  viperous  {lander  enters.    What  chear,  madam  ? 

Imo.  Falfe  to  his  bed!  what  is  it  to  be  falfe  ? 
To  lye  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To    weep  'twixt  clock   and  clock  ?   if   fleep  charge 

nature, 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 
And  cry  my  felf  awake  ?  that  falfe  to's  bed ! 

Pif,  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Imo.  I  falfe  r  thy  confeience  witnefs,  lachimo^  ■  - 
Thou  did'ft  accufe  him  of  incontinency, 
Thou  then  lookd'ft  like  a  villain  :  now,  methinks, 
Thy  favour's  good  enough.  Some  Jay  of  Italy  (33) 
(Whofe  mother  was  her  painting)  hath  betray'dhim: 

(33)  "" Som*  Jay  °f  Ifaly 

[Whofe  Mother  was  her  Painting,)  hath  betray *d  him."] 
This  Paffage  has  flrongly  Iain  under  my  Sufpicion,  trio'  I  have  not 
ventur'd  to  give  it  an  Emendation.  If  the  Text  be  genuine  as  it 
ftands,  it  feems  to  me  to  have  this  Senfe,  whofe  Mother  was  a  Bird 
of  the  fame  Feather ;  i.  e.  fuch  another  gay  Strumpet :  which  is  fevere 
enough,     I  have  imagin'd,  the  Poet  might  have  wrote  > 

(Whofe  Mother  was  her  planting) 
i.  e.  was  Bawd  to  her,  and  planted  her  on  R  of  humus  :  which  is  fUH 
more  farcaftical.  Again,  Mr.  Rowe  gives  us  a  Reading,  which  I 
fhould  very  eagerly  efpoufe,  were  I  fure  the  Word  were  ftandard* 
and  that  it  were  not  coin'd  by  the  cafual  Inverfion  of  an  M 
into  a  W: 

[Whofe  Wother  was  her  Painting) 
i.  «.  whofe  chief  Beauty  was  her  artificial  Face,  her  falfe  Complexion. 
For  Mr.  Gildon,  in  his  ftiort  Gloffary  prefiVd  to  Shakefpeare's  Poems, 
comes  and  boldly  tells  us,  Wother  fignifies  Merit,  Beauty,  &c.  But  I 
fhrewdly  fufpedt,  he  ftruck  out  thefe  Interpretations  to  fort  with  the 
Senfe  of  the  Reading  he  found  in  Mr.  Rowe;  and  trufted  implicitly  to 
his  Theme  being  genuine.  But  I  have  fearcji'd  in  vain,  and  can  find 
no  fuch  word  as  Wother.  S  p  e  l  m  a  n  in  his  Gloffary  has  p  .^ 
(i.  e.  Woth)  which  he  expounds,  Eloquentia,  facundia,  eloquence.  But 
this,  I  am  afraid,  in  no  kind  will  ferve  our  Turn. 

Poor 
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Poor  I  am  dale,  a  garment  out  of  fafhion; 
And,  for  I'm  richer  than  to  hang  by  th'  walls, 
I  mud  be  ript :  to  pieces  with  me  :  oh, 
Mens  vows  are  womens  traitors.  — ■ — •  All  good  Seem- 
ing 
By  thy  revolt,  oh  husband,  fhall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villany  :  not  born,  where't  grows ; 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pif  Madam,  hear  me 

Imo.  True  honed  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  JEneas, 
Were  in  his  time  thought  falfe :  and  Sinorfs  Weeping ; 
Did  fcandal  many  a  holy  tear  j   took  pity 
From  moll  true  wretchednefs.    So  thou,  Poflhumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leven  to  all  proper  men  j 
Goodly,  and  gallant,  fhall  be  falfe  and  perjur'd, 
From  thy  great  fail.  Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honed, 
Do  thou  thy  mailer's  bidding :  when  thou  feefl  him, 
A  little  witneTs  my  obedience.     Look! 
I  draw  the  fword  my  felf,  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  manfion  of  my  love,  my  heart  j 
Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief; 
Thy  matter  is  not  there  \  who  was,  indeed, 
The  riches  of  it.     Do  his  Bidding,  drike; 
Thou  may'fl  be  valiant  in  a  better  caufe, 
But  now  thou  feem'd  a  coward. 

Pif.  Hence,  vile  inflrument! 
Thou  fhalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  mud  die; 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  fervant  of  thy  mailer's.     'Gainft  felf- daughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  divine, 
That    cravens  my     weak     hand :    come,     here's    my 

heart  — 
(Something's    afore't foft,     foft,    we'll   no   de- 
fence j 

[Opening  her  breaft. 

Obedient  as  the  fcabbard! What  is  here? 

The  Scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus 
All  turn'd  to  Hcreiie?  away,  away, 

[Pulling  bis  letters  out  of  her  bofom. 

Vol.  VL  D  d  Cor- 


40i  Cymbeline. 

Corrupters  of  my  faith  !  you  fhall  no  more 
Be  ftomachers  to  my  heart :  thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  falfe  teachers  :  tha'  thofc,  that  are  betray'd, 
Do  feel  the  treafon  fharply,  yet  the  traitor 
i  Stands    in   worfe  cafe  of  woe.    And  thou,  Pofthumus, 
That  fet  my  difobedience  'gainft  the  King, 
And  mad'ft  me  put  into  contempt  the  fuits 
Of  princely  fellows,  flialt  hereafter  find. 
It  is  no  aft  of  common  paflage,  but 
A  ftrain  of  rarenefs  :  and  I  grieve  my  felf, 
To  think,  when  thou  fhalt  be  dif-edg'd  by  her 
Whom  now  thou  tir'ft  on,  how  thy  memory 

Will  then  be  pang'dby  me. Pr'ythee,  difpatch  j 

The    lamb  entreats  the  butcher.  Where's  thy   knife  ? 
Thou  art  too  flow  to  do  thy  mailer's  bidding, 
When  I  defire  it  too. 

Pif,  O  gracious  lady ! 
Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  bufinefs, 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink. 
Jme.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 
Pif  I'll  break  mine  eye-balls  firft. 
Imo.  Ah,  wherefore  then 
Didft  undertake  it?  why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles,  with  a  pretence?  this  place? 
Mine  aftion?  and  thine  own?   our  holies  labour? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  Court, 
For  my  being  abfent  ?  whereunto  I  never 
Purpofe  Return.     Why  haft  thou  gone  fo  far, 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  ftand, 
ThJ  elected  deer  before  thee  ? 

Pif.  But  to  win  time 
To  lofe  fo  bad  employment,  in  the  which 
I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe;  good  lady, 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary,   fpeak. 
I've  heard,  I  am  a  ftrumpet ;  and  mine  ear 
(Therein  falfe  (truck)  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  That.  But,  fpeak. 
1  if.  Then,  Madam, 

I  thought 
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I  thought,  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Moft  like, 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pif  Not  fo  neither  j 
But  if  I  were  as  wife  as  honeft,  then 
My  purpofe  would  prove  well$  it  cannot  be, 
But  that  my  mafter  is  abus'd  5  fome  villain, 
And  Angular  in  his  art,  hath  done  you  Both 
This  curfed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  Curtezan  ■ 

Pif.  No,  on  my  life. 
I'll  give  him  notice  you  are  dead,  and  fend  him 
Some  bloody  fign  of  it :  for  'tis  commanded, 
I  ihould  do  fo.     You  fhall  be  mifs'd  at  Court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow, 
What  fhall  I  do  the  while?  where  bide?  bow  live? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  ? 

Pif.  If  you'll  back  to  th'  Court  — 

Imo.  No  Court,  no  Father  j  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harm,  noble,  fimple,  Nothing,  Cloten: 
That  Cloten^  whofe  love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  fiege. 

Pif  If  not  at  Court, 
Then  not  in  Britaine  muft  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then? 
Hath  Britaine  all  the  Sun  that  mines?  Day,  night, 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britaine?  I'th'  world's  volume 
Our  Britaine  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it  5 
In  a  great  pool,  a  fwan's  neft.    Pr'ythee,  think, 
There's  living  out  of  Britaine. 

Pif  I'm  moft  glad, 
You  think  of  other  place :  th'  AmbafTador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Mi  If  or  d- Haven 
To  morrow.     (34)  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  Mien 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  difguife 

That, 

(34)  — —  JVflw,  if  you  could  wear  a  Mind 

Dark  as  your  Fortune  m,]     But  the  Difguife  of  her  Per/on  is  the 
only  Thing  which  Pifanio  is  here  advifing ;  not  that  She  ihould  ftifle  any 
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That,  which,  t'appear  it  felf,  mud  not  yet  be, 
But  by  felf- danger;  you  mould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  ;  yea,  haply,  near 
The  refidence  of  P oft humus  -y  fo  nigh,  at  leaft, 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  vifible, 
Report  fhould  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

lmo.  Oh !  for  fuch  means, 
(Though  peril  to  my  modefty,  not  death  on't) 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif.  Well  then,  here's  the  point  : 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  woman  >  change 
Command  into  obedience;  fear  and  nicenefs, 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly, 
Woman  its  pretty  felf,)  to  waggifh  courage; 
Ready  in  gybes,  quick-anfwer'd,  fawcy,  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  weazel:  (jf)  nay,  you  mufl 
Forget  that  rareft  treafure  of  your  cheek  ; 
Expofing  it  (but,  oh,  the  harder  Hap  ! 
Alack,  no  remedy)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common-kifiing  Titan  >  and  forget 

Qualifications  or  Beauties  of  her  Mind.  I  therefore  think,  we  may  fafe- 
\y  read ; 

Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  Mien 

Dark  as  your  Fortune  is, 
Or,  according  to  the  Trench  Orthography,  from  whence,  I  prefume,  a- 
rofe  the  Corruption; 

Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  Mine.  Mr.  War  burton. 

I  have  fhewn  in  a  Note,  upon  one  of  the  former  Plays,  that  Mien  figni- 
fies,  not  only  Mine  du  Vifage,  oris  Fades,  the  Air  and  Turn  of  the 
Face;  but  alio,  habitus,  gejlus  Corporis,  the  Form  and  Geflure  of  the 
whole  Perfon. 

(35) nay>  y°u  muft 

Forget  that  rareft  Treafure  of  your  Cheek  ; 

Expoftng  it,  (but  oh  the  harder  Heart, 

Alack,  no  Remedy)']  Now,  who  does  This  harder  Heart  relate 
to?  Fofthumus  is  not  here  talk'd  of:  befides,  he  knew  Nothing  of  her 
being  thus  expos'd  to  the  Inclemencies  of  Weather  :  He  had  enjoyn'd  a 
Lcurfe,  which  would  have  fecur'd  her  from  thefe  incidental  Hardfhips. 
J  ihiftk,  comn  on  Senfe  obliges  us  to  read  : 

But,  oh,  the  harder  Hap  ! 
i.  e.  the  more  cruel  your  Fortune,   that  you  mufl  be  obligM  to  fuch 
Shifts.  Mr.  Warburton. 

Your 
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Your  labourfome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 
I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almofl 
A  man  already. 

Pif.  Firft,  make  your  felf  but  like  one. 
Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, 
('Tis  in  my  cloak-bag)  doublet,  hat,  hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them.     Would  you  in  their  ferving,N 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  fuch  a  fealbn,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Prefent  your  felf,  defire  his  fervice,  ($6)  tell  him 
Wherein  you're  happy;  (which  will  make  him  fo, 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  mufick  ;)  doubtlefs, 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he's  honourable, 
And,  doubling  That,  molt  holy.    Your  means  abroad, 
You  have  me  rich  5  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  fupply. 

Imo.  Thou'rt  all  the  comfort 
The  Gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away. 
There's  more  to  be  confider'd  5  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us.     This  attempt 

(36) tell  him, 

Wherein  you  re  happy,  which  will  make  him  know, 

If  that  his  Head  have  ear  in  Mufick,  doubtlefs 

With  joy  he  will  embrace  you  {]  Thus,  all  the  Editions  :  But, 
furely,  the  Paffage  is  faulty  both  in  the  Text  and  Poinding.  Which  will 
make  him  know,  what?  What  Connexion  has  This  with  the  Reft  of  the 
Sentence  ?  Shake fpeare  can't  be  fufpecled,  certainly,  of  fo  bald  a  Mean- 
ing as  this ;  If  you  11  tell  him  wherein  you  are  happy,  That  will  make 
him  know  wherein  you  re  happy :  and  yet  This  is  the  only  Meaning,  I 
think,  the  Words  can  carry,  as  they  now  (land.  I  take  the  Poet's  Senfe 
to  be  This.  Pifanio  tells  Imogen,  if  She  would  difguife  herfelf  in  the 
Habit  of  a  Youth,  prefent  herfelf  before  Lucius  the  Roman  General,  of- 
fer her  Service,  and  tell  him  wherein  She  was  happy,  \-  e-  what  an  ex- 
cellent Talent  She  had  in  Singing ;  this  would  make  him  happy,  if  he 
had  an  Ear  for  Mufick,  and  he  would  gladly  receive  her.  For,  after- 
wards, Belarius  and  Arviragus,  talking  of  Imogen,  give  this  Defcription 
of  her,  whom  they  take  for  a  Boy  : 

Bel.  This  Youth,  how  e'er  difirefi,  feems  to  have  had, 

Good  Ancejiors. 
Arv.  How  Angel  like  he  lings ! 
I  reform'd  the  Text  in  the  Appendix  to  my  Shakespeare  Reftcr'd.  and 
Mr.  Pope  has  thought  fie  to  embrace  my  Correction  in  his  VA\  Edition. 

Dd  }  I'm 
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I'm  foldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  Prince's  courage.     Away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pif.  Well,  Madam,  we  muft  take  a  fliort  farewel  $ 
Left,  being  mifs'd,  I  be  fufpedted  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  Court.     My  noble  Miftrefs, 
Here  is  a  box  j  I  had  it  from  the  Queen, 
What's  in't  is  precious  :  if  you're  fick  at  fea, 
Or  ftomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 

Will  drive  away  diftemper To  fome  fhade, 

And  fit  you  to  your  manhood 5  may  the  Gods 
Direct  you  to  the  beft! 

Mo.  Amen:  I  thank  thee-.  [Exeunt  ^  fever  ally, 


changes  to  the  Talace  of  Cymbeline. 


.jeline,   Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  and  Lords, 

Cym.   THUS  far,  and  fo  farewel. 
1       Luc.  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 
My  Emperor  hach  wrote;  I  muft  from  hence* 
And  am  right  forry,  that  I  muft  report  ye 
My  matter's  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  Subjects,  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  his  yoak  5  and  for  our  felf 
To  ftiew  lefs  Soveraignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  un-kinglike. 

Luc.  So,  Sir:  I  defire  of  you 
A  conduct  over  land,  to  Mi  (ford- Haven. 
Madam,  all  joy  befal  your  Grace,  and  you  ! 

Cym.  My  Lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office  \ 
The  due  of  Honour  in  no  point  omit : 
So  farewel,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  hand,  my  Lord. 

Clot.  Receive  it  friendly  y  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Th'  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner.     Fare  you  well. 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  Lords^ 
'Till  he  have  croft  the  Severn.    Happinefs ! 

[Exit  Lucius,  &V. 
§)ueen* 
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Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning  j  but  ic  honours  us, 
That  we  have  giv'n  him  caufe. 
Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better ; 

(Your  valiant  Brit  aim  have  their  wifhes  in  it. 
Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor, 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  chariots  and  our  horfemen  be  in  readinefs  j 
,  The  Powers,  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia, 
Will  foon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britaine. 

Queen.  'Tis  not  fleepy  bufinefs ; 
But  muft  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  ftrongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation,  that  it  fhould  be  thus, 
Hath  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  Queen, 
5  "Where  is  our  Daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day.     She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty  5 
We've  noted  it.     Call  her  before  us,  for 
We've  been  too  light  in  fufferance.       [Exit  a  Servant. 

Queen.  Royal  Sir, 
Since  the  Exile  of  Pofthumus,  mod  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been  3  the  cure  whereof,  my  Lord, 
'Tis  time  muft  do.     Befeech  your  Majefty, 
Forbear  {harp  fpeeches  to  her.     She's  a  Lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  ftrokes. 
And  ftrokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  the  Servant. 

Cym.  Where  is  .fhe,  Sir?  how 
Can  her  contempt  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Serv.  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd,  and  there^s  no  anfwer 
That  will  be  given  to  th'  loudeft  noife  we  make. 

Queen.  My  Lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excul'e  her  keeping  clofe5 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  fhouid  tliat  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you, 
Which  daily  fhe  was  bound  to  proffers  this 
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She  wiuVd  me  to  make  known  -,  but  our  great  Court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  metn'ry. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 
Not  feen  of  late  ?  grant  heav'ns,  That,  which  I  fear, 
Prove  falfe  !  [_Exit. 

Queen.  Son,  I  fay,  follow  the  King.  i 

Clot.  That  man  of  hers,   Pifanio^  her  old  fervant, 
I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  days.  {Exit. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after 

Pi/anio,  thou  that  (tand'ft  fo  for  Pofthumusf  — 

He  hath  a  drug  of  mine*  I  pray,  his  abfence 

Proceed  by  fwallowing  That}  for  he  believes, 

It  is  a  thing  moft  precious.     But  for  her, 

Where  is  {he  gone?  haply,  defp^ir  hath  feiz'd  herj 

Or  wing'd  with  fervor  of  her  love,  (he's  flown 

To  her  defir'd  Pofthumus  \  gone  (he  is 

To  death,  or  to  diihonour;  and  my  End 

Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.     She  being  down, 

jl  have  the  placing  of  the  Britijh  Crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  Son? 

Clot.  'Tis  certain,  fhe  is  fled. 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  King,  he  rages,  none, 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better;  may 
This  night  fore- (tall  him  of  the  coming  day  ! 

{Exit  Queen* 

Clot.  I  love,  and  hate  herj  —  for  (Tie's  fair  and  royal, 
j^nd  that  (he  hach  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman  j  from  each  one 
The  beft  (lie  hath,  and  (he  of  all  compounded 
Out-fells  them  all:  I  love  her  therefore;  —  but, 
Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  PofthumuS)  (landers  fo  her  judgment, 
That  what's  elfe  rare,  is  choak'd ;  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     For  when  fools 

Shall 

Emer 
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Enter  Pifanio. 

Who  is  here?  what!  are  you  packing,  firrah? 
Come  hither  yah!  you  precious  pandar,  villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady  ?  in  a  word,  or  elfe 
Thou'rt  ftraightway  with  the  fiends. 

[Drawing  his  Sword. 

Pif  Oh,  my  good  Lord  ! 

Clot.  Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter^ 
I  will  not  ask  again.     Clofe  villain, 
I'll  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  fhe  with  Pofthumus  ? 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafenefs,  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pif.  Alas,  my  Lord, 
How  can  fhe  be  with  him  ?  when  was  fhe  mifs'd? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  fhe,  Sir?  come  nearer j 
No  farther  halting  *  fatisfie  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her. 

Pif.  Oh,  my  all-worthy  Lord  !  i 

Clot.  All- worthy  villain ! 
Difcover  where  thy  Miftrefs  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word  ;  no  more  of  worthy  Lord. 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pif  Then,  Sir, 
This  paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clot.  Let's  fee'tj  I  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  Auguftus*  throne. 

Pif.  Or  this,  or  perifh.  Y 

She's  far  enough  >  and  what  he  learns  by  this,      >afide. 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.  3 

Clot.  Humh. 

Pif  I'll  write  to  my  Lord,  fhe's  dead.     Oh,  7 

Imogen,  \  afide. 

Safe  may'fl:  thou  wander,  fafe  return  again !       j 

Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true? 

Pif  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot. 
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Clot.  It  is  Poftbumus's  hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah,  iff 
thou  would'ft  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  fervice  5 
undergo  thofe  employments,  wherein  I  fhould  have 
caufe  to  ufe  thee,  with  a  ferious  induftryj  that  is,  what 
villany  foe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it  direftly  and 
truly,  I  would  think  thee  an  honeft  man*  thou  fhouldft 
neither  want  my  means  for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice 
for  thy  preferment. 

Pif.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 

Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  for  fince  patiently  and 
conftantly  thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that 
beggar  Pofthumus,  thou  can'ft  not  in  the  courfe  of  gra- 
titude but  be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.  Wilt  thou 
ferve  me? 

Pif.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clot.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purfe.  Haft  any 
of  thy  late  matter's  garments  in  thy  poffeflion? 

Pif.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  fame  fuit 
he  wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  miftrefs. 

Clot.  The  firft  fervice  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  fuit 
hither  >  let  it  be  thy  firft  fervice,  go. 

Pif  I  fhall,  my  lord.  [_Exit. 

Clot.  Meet  thee  utMilf or d- Haven? — (I  forgot  to  ask 
him  one  thing,  I'll  remember't  anon  5)  even  there,  thou 
villain  Pofthumus^  will  I  kill  thee.  I  would,  thefe  gar- 
ments were  come.  She  faid  upon  a  time,  (the  bitter- 
nefs  of  it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart,)  that  flie  held 
the  very  garment  of  Pofthumus  in  more  refpedfc  than 
my  noble  and  natural  perfon,  together  with  the  adorn- 
ment of  my  qualities.     With  that  fuit  upon  my  back 

will  I  raviih  her*  firft  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes 

(jhere  fhall  ihe  fee  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  $ 
rorment  to  her  contempt.)  He  on  the  ground,  my 
fpeech  of  infultment  ended  on  his  dead  body  -,  - —  and 
when  my  luft  hath  dined,  (which,  as  I  fay,  to  vex 
her,  I  will  execute  in  the  cloaths  that  (he  fo  prais'd) 
to  the  Court  I'll  knock  her  back,  foot  her  home  a- 
gain.  She  hath  defpifed  me  rejoycingly,  and  Til  be 
merry  in  my  revenge. 

Entosc 
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Enter  Pifanio,  with  a  fuit  of  cloatbs. 

Be  thofe  the  garments  ? 

Pif  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clot.  How  long  is't  fince  fhe  went  to  Milford-Ha* 
wen  ? 

Pif  She  can  fcaree  be  there  yet. 

Clot.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber,  that  is  the 
fecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The  third 
is,  that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  Mute  to  my  defign. 
Be  but  duteous,  and  true  preferment  fhall  tender  it 
felf  to  thee.  My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford,  would  I 
had  wings  to  follow  it !  come  and  be  true.  [Exit. 

Pif.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  lofs :  for  true  to  thee, 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be, 
To  him  that  is  moil  true.     To  Milford  go, 
And  find  not  her,  whom  thou  purfu'ft.    Flow,  flow, 
You  heav'nly  Bleffings,  on  her  !  this  fool's  fpeed 
Be  croft  with  flownefs  -,  labour  be  his  meed  !       [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  For  eft  and  Cave. 

Enter  Imogen,  in  boys  cloaths. 

Into.  T  See,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one : 

JL  I've  tir'd  my  felf 5  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.     I  fhould  be  fick, 
But  that  my  pefolution  helps  me.     Milford^ 
When  from  the  mountain  top  Pifanio  fhew'd  thee, 
Thou  waft  within  a  ken.  —  Oh  Jove,  I  think, 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched ,  fuch,  I  mean, 
Where  they  mould  be  reliev'd.  Two  beggars  told  me, 
I  could  not  mifs  my  way.     Will  poor  folks  lie, 
That  have  afflictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  punifhment,  or  tryal  ?  yes  j  no  wonder, 
When  rich  ones  fcaree  tell  true.    To  lapfe  in  fullnefs 
Is  forer,  than  to  lie  for  need  5  and  falfhood 
1  Is  worfe  in  Kings,  than  Beggars.     My  dear  lord  ! 
Thou'rt  one  o'th'  falfe  ones  ;  now  I  think  on  thee, 
My  hunger's  gone  5  but  ev'n  before,  I  was 

At 
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At  point  to  fink  for  food.     But  what  is  this? 

[Seeing  the  Cave. 
Here  is  a  path  to't —  'tis  fome  favage  Hold  5 
'Twere  beft,  not  call  5  I  dare  not  call  5  yet  famine, 
Ere  it  clean  o'er-throw  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards  j  hardnefs  ever 
Of  hardinefs  is  mother.     Ho!  who's  here? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeakj  if  favage, 
Take,  or  lend  —  ho!  no  anfwer?  then  I'll  enter. 
Beft  draw  my  fword  *  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  fword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcely  look  on't. 
Grant  fuch  a  foe,  good  heav'ns !  [She  goes  into  the  Cave.. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guideriqs,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  You,  Paladour^  have  prov'd  beft  woodman,  and 
Are  mafter  of  the  feaft  -y  Cadwal  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook,  and  fervant ;  'tis  our  match  : 
The  fweat  of  induftry  would  dry,  and  die, 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.     Come,  our  ftomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely  favo'ry  5  wearinefs 
Can  fnore  upon  the  flint,  when  refty  floth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.     Now  peace  be  here, 
Poor  houfe,  that  keep'ft  thy  felf! 

Guid.  I'm  throughly  weary. 

Arv.  I'm  weak  with  toil,  yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 

Guid.  There  is  cold  meat  i'th'  Cave,  we'll  brouze  on 
That, 
Whilft  what,  we've  kill'd,  be  cook'd. 

Bel.  Stay,  come  not  in  — ■ —  [Looking  irv 

But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  fhould  think, 
It  were  a  Fairy. 

Guid.  What's  the  matter,  Sir? 

Bel.  By  ^jfupiler^  an  Angel !  or  if  not, 
An  earthly  Paragon.     Behold  Divinenefs 
No  elder  than  a  Boy. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  mailers,  harm  me  not ; 
Before  I  enter'd  here,   I  call'd  ;  and  thought 
T'  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took  :  good 
trotH,  I 
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j  have  ftoln  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  I'd  found 
Gold  ftrew'd  i'th'  floor.     Here's  mony  for  my  meat ;' 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  fo  foon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal  i  and  parted  thence 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

'Quid.  Mony,  youth? 

drv.  All  gold  and  filver  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  thofe 
Who  worfhip  dirty  Gods. 

Imo.  I  fee,  you're  angry  : 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  ihould 
Have  dy'd,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound? 

Imo.  To  Mi  If  or  d- Haven. 

Bel.  What's  your  name? 

Imo.  Fidele9  Sir  5  I  have  a  Kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy :  he  embark'd  at  Milferd  ; 
To  whom  being  going,  almoft  fpent  with  hunger, 
I'm  fain  in  this  offence* 

Bel.  Prythee,  fair  youth, 
Think  us  no  churls,  nor  meafure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.     Well  encounter'd  ! 
'Tis  almoft  night,  you  fhall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  flay  and  eat  it. 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Guid.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  mould  wooe  hard,  but  be  your  groom  in  honeftyj 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  do  buy. 

Arv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort, 
He  is  a  man  :  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother: 
And  fuch  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  him, 
After  long  abfence,  fuch  is  yours,     Moft  welcome! 
Be  fprighdy,  for  you  fall  'mongft  friends. 

Imo.  ($7)  'Mongft  friends, 
If  brothers  >  —  Would  it  had  been  fo,  that  they) 
Had  been  my  father's  fons!  then  had  my  prize  \afide. 
Been  lefs,  and  fo  more  equal  ballafting  j 

To 

(37)  Imo.   — Mor.gji  Friends? 

If  Brothers,  would  it  had  been  fo,  that  they 
Had  been  my  Father  i  Sons  ]  I  cannot  think  this  the  Poefs  Point- 
ing, 


414  Cymbelin   e* 

To  thee,  Pofthumus. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  fome  diftrefs. 

Guid.  Would  I  could  free't ! 

Arv.  Or  I,  whate'er  it  be, 
What  pain  it  coft,  what  danger,  Gods ! 

Bel.  Hark,  boys.  \JVhifyering. 

Imo.  Great  men, 
That  had  a  Court  no  bigger  than  this  Cave, 
That  did  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  confcience  feal'd  them  $  (38)  laying 

by 
That  nothing-gift  of  defering  multitudes, 
Could  not  out-peer  thefe  twain.  —  Pardon  me,  Gods ! 
I'd  change  my  Sex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus  is  falfe. 

Bel  It  (hall  be  fo : 
Boys,  we'll  go  drefs  our  Hunt.  Fair  youth,  come  in  3 

ing,  and  therefore  have  ventured  to  reform  it.  Arwiragus  had  faid,  he 
would  love  Imogen  as  a  Brother,  gives  her  a  Welcome  as  fuch,  and  tells 

her,  She  is  falFn  among  Friends. ■  Among  Friends,  indeed,  replies 

She  very  naturally,  if  I  am  to  {land  in  the  Rank  of  a  Brother.  Then 
linking  into  a  private  Reflexion  on  having  loll  her  own  Brothers,  She 
willies,  thefe  Two  kind  Youths  were  but  her  Father's  Sons.  This  Senfe 
is  plainly  confirm'd  by  What  Ihe  fays  in  the  laft  Scene  of  the  Play,  where 
they  are  difcover'd  to  be  really  her  Brothers. 

Ton  calPd  me  Brother, 

When  1  was  but  your  Sifter  j  7,  you  Brothers ; 

When  ye  were  Jo,  indeed. 
(38) — laying  by 

That  Nothing-Gift  ^differing  Multitudes, 

Could  not  out-peer  thefe  Twain.]  The  only  Idea,  that  differing 
can  here  convey,  it,  variable,  changing  Multitudes ;  as  in  the  Prologue 
to  2  Henry  IV. 

The  llill-difcordant,  wav'ring  Multitude. 
But  then  what  is  the  Nothing- Gift  which  they  are  fuppos'd  to  bellow  ? 
The  Poet  mull  mean,  that  Court,  that  obfequious  Adoration,  which  the 
fhifting  Vulgar  pay  to  the  Great,  is  a  Tribute  of  no  Price  or  Value.    So 
in  K.  Henry  V. 

O  Ceremony,  fhew  me  but  thy  Worth ; 

Art  Thou  Aught  elfe,  but  Place,  Degree,  and  Forme  ? 
I  am  perfuaded  therefore,  our  Poet  coin'd  this  Participle  from  the  French 
Verb,  and  wrote 

That  Nothing- Gift  of  defering  Multitudes, 
i.  e.  obfequious,  paying  Deference.  -  Deferer,  Ceder  par  Refpett  a 

quelcun,  obeir,  condefcendre  Sec,  Richelet. 

Difcourfe 
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Difcourfe  is  heavy,  failing;  when  we've  fupp'd, 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  ftory, 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  fpeak. 

Guid.  I  pray,  draw  near. 

Arv.  The  night  to  th'  owl,  and  morn  to  th'  lark, 
lefs  welcome ! 

Jmo.  Thanks,  Sir. 

Arv.  I  pray,  draw  near.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Rome. 

Enter  two  Roman  Senators,  and  Tribunes. 

1  Sen.  Tp  H I S  is  the  tenor  of  the  Emperor's  Writ ; 
1     That  fince  the  common  men  are  now  in 
aftion 
'Gainft  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians^ 
And  that  the  Legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  war  againft 
The  fall'n  off  Britains ;  that  we  do  incite 
The  Gentry  to  this  bufinefs.     He  creates 
Lucius  Pro-conful ;  (39)  and  to  you,  the  Tribunes 
For  this  immediate  Levy,  he  commends 
His  abfolute  Commiffion.     Long  live  C<zfar  ! 

$ri.  Is  Lucius  Gen'ral  of  the  Forces  ? 

2,  Sen.  Ay. 

ffri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 

1  Sen.  With  thofe  Legions 
Which  I  have  fpoke  of,  whereunto  your  Levy 
Muft  be  fuppliant :  The  words  of  your  Commiffion 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers  and  the  time 

^9)   —  And  to  2vu,  the  Tribunes 

For  this  immediate  Levy,  he  commands 

His  abfolute  Commiffion. ~\  Commands  his  Commiffion  is  fuch  a 
Phrafe  as  S hake/pear e  would  hardly  have  us'd.  I  have,  by  Mr.  Warbur- 
tons  Advke,  ventur'd  to  fubftitute ; 

. . he  commends 

His  abfolute  Commiffion. 
i.  e.  he  recommends  the  Care  of  making  this  Levy  to  you  ;  and  gives 
you  an  abfolute  Commiffion  for  fo  doing. 

Of 
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Of  their  difpatch. 
Tri.  (40)  We  will  difcharge  our  duty.  [Exeunt* 


ACT      IV. 

SCENE,  the  Foreft,  m  Wa  l  e  s. 

Enter  Cloten  alone. 

I  Am  near  to  th'  place  where  they  fhould  meet,  if 
Pifanio  have  mapp'd  it  truly.  How  fit  his  gar- 
ments ferve  me !  why  fhould  his  miftrefs,  who  was 
made  by  him  that  made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit  too?  the 
rather,  (faving  reverence  of  the  word,)  becaufe  'tis 
faid^  a  woman's  fitnefs  comes  by  fits.  Therein  I  muft 
play  the  workman ;  I  dare  fpeak  it  to  my  felf,  ( for  it 
is  not  vain-glory  for  a  man  and  his  glafs  to  confer  in 
his  own  chamber;)  I  mean,  the  lines  of  my  body  are 
as  well  drawn  as  his  j  no  lefs  young,  more  ftrong,  not 
beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  advantage 
of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  Converfant  in 
general  fervicesy  and  more  remarkable  in  fingle  oppo- 
fitions ;  yet  this  imperfeverant  thing  loves  him  in  my 
defpight.     What  mortality  is  !    Pofihumus^   thy  head, 

(40)  Tri.  We  will  difcharge  our  Duty"]  Here  the  Third  Act  ends  in 
the  old  Copies;  and  Mr.  Ro*we  has  followed  that  Divifion.  Mr.  Pope 
has  not  only  thought  fit  to  degrade  the  preceding  ftiort  Scene ;  but  alfo 
to  tranfpofe  hither  a  Scene  (lying  in  CymbeIine''?,  Palace)  towards  the  Con- 
clufion  of  the  Fourth  Act ;  and  with  that  finifhes  the  Third.  This  is 
done,  without  any  Authority  from  the  Copies ;  tacitly,  and  without  any 
Reafon  affign'd  for  it :  and,  indeed,  without  any  Thing  in  the  Difpofi- 
rion  of  the  Scenary  requiring  it.  If  the  bringing  the  Acts  to  a  more  re- 
gular Equality  was  the  Ground  of  this  Change,  That's  a  Point  we1  arc 
not  to  tie  our  Poet  up  to.  As  the  Liberty  taken,  therefore,  is  both 
needlefs,  and  arbitrary,  I  have  chofe  to  follow  the  Order  of  more  au- 
thentick  Copies.  Had  Mr.  Pope  fpar'd  us  a  critical  Note,  to  juitify  his 
Conduct  in  this  Tranfpofition ;  I  might,  perhaps,  have  lubmitted  to  the 
Sagacity  and  Weight  of  it. 

which 
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which  is  how  growing  upon  thy  fhoulders,  fliall  with- 
in this  hour  be  off,  thy  miftrefs  enforc'd,  thy  garments 
cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face$  and  all  this  done,  fpurn 
her  home  to  her  father,  who  may,  happily,  be  a  little 
angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage;  but  my  mother,  having 
power  of  his  teftineis,  fhall  turn  all  into  my  commen- 
dations. My  horfe  is  ty'd  up  fafe :  out,  fword,  and 
to  a  fore  purpofe  !  fortune  put  them  into  my  hand  j 
this  is  the  very  defcription  of  their  meeting  place,  and 
the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Front  of  the  Cave. 

Enter  Belarius^   Guiderius,  Arviragus,  and  Imogen* 

from  the  Cave. 

Bel.  yOU  are  not  well :  remain  here  in  the  Cave; 
X    We'll  come  t'you  after  hunting. 

Arv.  Brother,  ftay  here :  [to  Imogen; 

Are  we  not  brothers  ?  • ~ 

Imo.  So  man  and  man  fhould  be  % 
But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  Dignity, 
Whofe  duft  is  both  alike.     I'm  very  fick. 

Guid.  Go  you  to  hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him. 

Into.  So  fick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well  j 
But  not  fc*  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  feem  to  die,  ere  fick  :  fo  pleafe  you*  leave  me  ; 
Stick  to  your  journal  courfej  the  breach  of  euftom 
Is  breach  of  all.     I'm  ill*  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.     Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  fociable :  I'm  not  very  fick  * 
Since  I  can  reafon  of  it.     Pray  you,  truft  me  here* 
I'll  rob  none  but  my  felf*  and  let  me  die^ 
Stealing  fo  poorly. 

Guid.  I  love  thee :   I  have  fpoke  it ; 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much$ 
As  I  do  love  my  Father. 

Bel.  What  ?  how  ?  how  ? 

Arv.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo,  Sir,  I  yoak  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 

Vol.  VI.  Ee  I 
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I  love  this  youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 
Love  reafons  without  reafon. .   The  bier  at  door, 
And  a  demand  who  is't  {hall  die,  I'd  fay, 
"  My  father,  not  this  youth. 

Bel.  Oh  noble  ftrain ! 
O  worthinefs  of  nature,  breed  of  Greatnefs  ! 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  bafe  things  fire  the  bafe: 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran  5  contempt  and  grace, 
I'm  not  their  father  5  yet  who  this  fhould  be, 

Doth  miracle  it  felf,  lov'd  before  me ! 

'Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'th'morn. 
jirv.  Brother,  farewel. 
Imo.  I  wifh  ye  fport. 
Arv.  You,  health  — > —  fo  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
Imo.  Thefe  are  kind  creatures.  Gods,  what,  lies  I've 
heard ! 
Our  Courtiers  fay,  all's  favage,  but  at  Court: 
Experience,  oh,  how  thou  difprov'ft  report. — 
,Th'  imperious  feas  breed  monfters ;  for  the  difh, 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  fweet  fifh  5 
I  am  fick  ftill,  heart-fick— <  Pifanio^ 
I'll  now  tafte  of  thy  drug.  [Drinks  out  of  the  vioh 

Guid.  I  could  not  ftir  him  ; 
He  faid,  he'  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate  5 
Difhoneftly  afflicted,  but  yet  honeft. 

drv.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  me  5  yet  faid,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  th'  field,  to  th'  field  : 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time ;  go  in,  and  reft. 
Arv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 
Bel.  Pray,  be  not  fick, 
For  you  muft  be  our  houfewife. 

Imo.  Well  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [Exit  Imogen,  to  the  Cave. 

Bel.  And  {halt  be  ever. 
This  youth,  howe'er  diftrefs'd,  appears  to  have  had 
Good  anceflors. 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  fings ! 

Guid.  But  his  neat  cookery  ! 

Arv*  He  cut  our  roots  in  characters  j 

v  And 
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And  fauc'd  our  broth,  as  Juno  had  been  ficjc, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yokes 
A  fmiling  with  a  figh,  as  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile: 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  Temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  failors  rail  at. 

Guid.  (41)  I  do  note, 
.  That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together. 

Arv.  Grow,  Patience  ! 
And  let  the  (linking  Elder,  Grief,  untwine 
His  perifliing  root,  with  the  encreafing  vine ! 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.  Come,  away:  who's  there  ? 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clot.  I  cannot  find  thofe  runagates :  that  Villain 
Hath  mock'd  me.  —  I  am  faint. 

Bel.  Thofe  runagates ! 
Means  he  not  us?  I  partly  know  him 5  'tis 
Cloten,  the  Son  o'th'  Queen  5  I  fear  fome  ambufh— — 
I  faw  him  not  thefe  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know,  'tis  he :  we  are  held  as  Out-laws  $  hence. 

Guid.  He  is  but  one  -,  you  and  my  brother  fearch 

(4.!)  ,1  /  J0   f20fe> 

That  Grief  and  Patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 

Mingle  their  Pow'rs  together."}  Thus  Mr.  Pope  in  his  £hiart+ 
Edition,  contrary  to  the  Authority  of  all  the  Copies.  And  for  what 
Reafon  ?  He  did  not  knonu  there  was  any  fuch  ivord  in  Englifh,  as  Spurs, 
in  the  Signification  here  requir'd.  But  Spurs,  among  other  Acceptati- 
ons, means,  thofe  hair- like  Fibres  or  Strings,  which  moot  out  from  the 
Roots  of  Plants  and  Trees,  and  give  them  a  Fixure  and  Firmnefs  in  the 
Earth.  Our  Author  has  ufed  the  Word  again  in  this  Senfe,  in  his  Tern* 
peft. 

"i     ■■  ■■  ■  The  firong-baf  d  Promontory 

Hanje  I  made  fhake,  and  by  the  Spurs  pluck1  d  up 

The  Pine  and  Cedar. 

I  reftorM  the  Reading  of  the  old  Copies  in  the  Appendix  to  my  Shake* 
spsare  Reford;  and  Mr.  Pope  has  fufler'd  himfelf  to  be  informed,  in 
his  laft  Edition. 

Ecz  What 
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What  companies  are  near  :  pray  you,  away  % 
Lee  me  alone  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

Clot.  Soft !  what  are  you, 
That  fly  me  thus?  fome  villain-mountaineers 
I've  heard  of  fuch.     What  flave  art  thou  ? 

Guid.  A  thing 
More  flavifh  did  I  ne'er,  than  anfwering 
A  flave  without  a  knock. 

Clot.  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  law-breaker,  a  villain;  yield  thee,  thief. 

Guid.  To  whom  ?  to  thee?  what  art  thou?  have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger:  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say,  what  thou  an, 
Why  I  iliould  yield  to  thee? 

Clot.  Thou  villain  bafe, 
Know'ft  me  not  by  my  cloaths? 

Guid.  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rafcal, 
Who  is  thy  grandfather;  he  made  thofc  cloaths, 
Which,  as  it  feems,  make  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  precious  varlet ! 
My  tailor  made  them  not. 

Guid.  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  man  that  gave  them  thee.     Thou  art  fome  foolj 
I'm  loth  to  beat  thee. 

Clot.  Thou  injurious  thief, 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Guid.  What's  thy  name? 

Clot.  Clot 'en ,  thou  villain. 

Guid.  Cloten^  then,   double  villain,  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it  ;  were  it  toad,  adder,  fpider, 
'Twould  move  me  fooner. 

Clot.  To  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  meer  confufion,  thou  fhalt  know 
I'm  Son  to  th'  Queen. 

Guid.  I'm  forry  for'tj  not  feeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth.    

Clot.  Art  not  afraid  ? 

Guid.  Thole  that  I  rev'rence,  thofc  I  fear;  the  wife: 

At 
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At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clot.  Die  the  death !  — 
When  I  have  flain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  thofe  that  even  now  fled  hence, 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  fet  your  heads ; 
Yield,  ruftick  mountaineer.  \Fight9  an^  Exeunt. 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Ar<v.  None  in  the  world  j  you  did  miftake  him,  furc. 

Bel.  I  cannot  tell  :  long  is  it  fince  I  faw  him, 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore  j  the  fnatches  in  his  voice, 
And  burft  of  fpeaking,  were  as  his :  I'm  abfolute, 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them » 
I  wifh  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  fay,  he  is  fo  fell. 

Bel.  (41)  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehenfion 
Of  roaring  terrors  j  for  th' effect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  caufe  of  fear.    But  fee,  thy  brother. 

(42)  -  ■  -  Being  fcarce  made  up, 

I  mean,  to  Man,  he  had  not  Apprehenfion 

Of  roaring  terrors  I  for  defeat  of  Judgment 

Is  oft  the  Caufe  of  Fear.]  If  I  underftand  this  Paflage,  it  is 
mock-reafoning  as  it  Hands,  and  the  Text  mull  have  been  flightly  cor- 
rupted. Belarius  is  giving  a  Defcription  of  what  Cloten  formerly  was ; 
and  in  Anfwer  to  what  Arviragus  fays  of  his  being  fo  fell.  "  Ay,  fays 
"  Belarius,  he  was  fo  fell,  and  being  fcarce  then  at  Man's  Eftate,  he 
"  had  no  Apprehenfion  of  roaring  Terrors,  i.  e.  of  any  thing  that  could 
"  check  him  with  Fears."  But  then,  how  does  the  Inference  come  in, 
built  upon  this  ?  For  Defect  of  Judgment  is  oft  the  Caufe  of  Fear.  \ 
think,  the  Poet  meant  to  have  faid  the  meer  contrary.  Cloten  was  de- 
fective in  Judgment,  and  therefore  did  not  fear.  Apprehenfions  of  Fear 
grow  from  a  Judgment  in  weighing  Dangers.  And  a  very  eafy  Change, 
from  the  Traces  of  the  Letters,  gives  us  this  Senfe,  and  reconciles  the 
Reafoning  of  the  whole  Paffage. 

For  th'Effed  of  Judgment 

Is  lift  the  Caufe  of  Fear. 

E  e  }  Enter 
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Enter  Guiderius,  with  ClotenV  Head. 

Quid.  This  Cloten  was  a  fool,  an  empty  purfe, 
There  was  no  mony  in'tj  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knocked  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none : 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Quid.  I'm  perfect,  what  5  cut  off  one  Cloterfs  head, 
Son  to  the  Queen,  after  his  own  report  5 
Who  call'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer,  and  fwore 
With  his  own  {ingle  hand  he'd  take  us  inj 
Diiplace  our  heads,  where,  thanks  to  th'  Gods,  they 

grow, 
And  fet  them  on  Lud's  Town. 

Bel.   We're  all  undone! 

Quid.  Why,  worthy  Father,  what  have  we  to  lofe, 
But  what  he  fwore  to  take,  our  lives  ?  the  law 
Protects  not  us  5  then  why  mould  we  be  tender, 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  fleiri  threat  us? 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himfelf  ? 
For  we  do  fear  the  law.     What  company 
Difcover  you  abroad  ? 

Bel.  No  {ingle  foul 
Can  we  fet  eye  on ;  but,  in  all  fafe  reafon, 
He  muft  have  fome  attendants.     (43)  Though  his  hu- 
mour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation,  ay,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe  j  yet  not  his  frenzy, 
Not  abfolute  madnefs,  could  fo  far  have  rav'd, 


(43) 


Tbo1  his  Honour 


Was  nothing  but  Mutation,  &c  ]  What  has  his  Honour  to  do  here, 
in  his  being  changeable  in  this  Sort  ?  in  his  acting  as  a  Madman,  or  not  ? 
I  have  ventur'd  to  fubfiitute  Humour,  againft  the  Authority  of  the  print- 
ed Copies ;  and  the  Meaning  feems  plainly  This.  "  Tho'  he  was  al- 
"  ways  fickle  to  the  lail  degree,  and  govern'd  by  Humour,  not  found 
•*  Senfe;  yet  not  Madnefs  itfelf  could  make  him  fo  hardy  to  attempt  an 
"  Enterprize  of  this  Nature  alone,  and  unfeconded."  The  like  Mif- 
take,  of  Honour  for  Humour,  had  taken  place  in  a  Pahage  of  The  Merry 
Wives  of  Windfort  which  I  corrected  from  the  Sanation  of  the  tld  Quar- 
to Impreflrons. 

To 
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To  bring  him  here  alone  $  although,  perhaps, 

It  may  be  heard  at  Court,  that  fuch  as  we 

Cave  here,  haunt  here,  are  Out-laws,  and  in  time 

May  make  fome  ftronger  head :  the  which  he  hearing, 

(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  fwear, 

He'd  fetch  us  in  j  yet  is't  not  probable 

To  come  alone,  nor  he  fo  undertaking, 

Nor  they  fo  fuffering  •,  then  on  good  ground  wc  fear, 

If  we  do  fear,  this  body  hath  a  tail 

More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  ordinance 
Come,  as  the  Gods  forefay  it  \  howfoe'er, 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel.  I  had  no  mind 
To  hunt  this  day  :  the  boy  Fidel?  %  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Guid.  With  his  own  fword, 
Which  he  did  wave  againft  my  throat,  I've  ta'en 
His  head  from  him  :  I'll  throw' t  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  5  and  let  it  to  the  fea, 
And  tell  the  fifties,  he's  the  Queen's  Son  Cloten. 
That's  all  I  reck.  '  [Exit. 

Bel.  I  fear,  'twill  be  reveng'd  : 
Would,  Paladour,  thou  hadft  not  don't!  though  va- 
lour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  Would  I  had  done't, 
So  the  revenge  alone  purfu'd  me !  Paladour, 
I  love  thee  brotherly,  but  envy  much, 
Thou'ft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed  ;  I  would,  Revenges, 
That  poffible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  thro', 
And  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done: 
We'll  hunt  no  more  to  day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     Pr'ythee,  to  our  rock, 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks :  I'll  flay 
'Till  hafty  Paladour  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently. 

Arv.  Poor  fick  Fidele! 
I'll  willingly  to  him  :  To  gain  h;s  colour, 

E  e  4  I'd 
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I'd  let  a  parifh  of  fuch  Clotens  blood, 

And  praife  my  felf  for  charity,  [Exit, 

Bel.  O  thou  Goddefs, 
Thou  divine  Nature !  how  thy  felf  thou  blazon'fl: 
In  thefe  r.wo  princely  boys !  they  are  as  gentle, 
As  Zephyrs  blowing  below  the  violet. 
Not  wagging  his  fweet  head ;  and  yet  as  rough, 
(Their  royal  blood  enchaf 'd,)  as  the  rud'ft  wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 

And  make  him  Hoop  to  th'  vale. 'Tis  wonderful. 

That  an  invifible  inftindr,  fhould  frame  them 
To  Royalty  unlearn'd,  Honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  feen  from  other ;  valour, 
That  wildly  grows  in  them ;  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  fow'd.    Yet  ftill  it's  ftrange 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 

Quid.  Where's  my  Brother? 
I  have  fent  Cloten's  clot- pole  down  the  ftream, 
In  embjiilie  to  his  mother  5  his  body's  hoftage 
For  his  Return.  [Solemn  rnuftcL 

Bel.  My  ingenious  Inilrument! 
Hark3  Paladour!  it  founds  :  but  what  occafion 
Hath  Cadwall  now  to  give  it  motion  ?  hark ! 

Guid.  Is  he  at  home  ? 

Bel.  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Quid.  What  does  he  mean  ?  Since  death  of  my  dear'ft 
Mother, 
It  did  not  fpeak  before.     All  folemn  things 
Should  anfwer  folemn  accidents.     The  matter  ?  * 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys^ 
Is  jpjiity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwall  mad  ? 

Enter  Arviragus?  with  Imogen  dead,  hearing  her 

in  his  arms. 

Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes ! 
And  brings  the  -dire  ©ccafion,  in  his  arms2 
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Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

jfrv.  The  bird  is  dead, 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on !  I  had  rather 
Have  skipt  from  fixteen  years  of  age,  to  fixtyj 
And  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch, 
Than  have  feen  this. 

Guid.  Oh  fweeteft,  faireft  lilly! 
My  Brother  wears  thee  not  one  half  fo  well, 
As  when  chou  grew'ft  thy  felf. 

Bel.  (44)  Oh  melancholy  ! 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom?  find 
The  ooze,  to  fhew  what  coaft  thy  fluggifh  Carrack. 

Might  eas'lieft.  harbour  in? thou  blefTed  thing! 

Jove  knows,  what  man  thou  might'ft  have  made;  but 

ah  ! 
Thou  dy'dft,  a  moft  rare  boy,  of  melancholy ! 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Arv.  Srark,  as  you  fee : 
Thus  milling,  as  fome  fly  had  tickled  {lumber; 
I^oc  as  Death's  dart  being  laugh'd  at:  hi$  right  check 
Repofing  on  a  cufhion. 
Guid.  Where? 

(44)  Oh,  Melancholy! 

Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  Bottom  ?  find 

The  Ooze,  to  Jhevj  what  Coaft  thy  Jluggijh  Care 

Might  eas'lieft  harhour  in  ?~\  But  as  plaufible  as  This  at  fipft  Sight 
may  feem,  all  Thofe,  who  know  any  Thing  of  good  Writing,  will  agree 
That  our  Author  mull  have  wrote ; 

<  to  pew  what  Coaft  thy  fiuggffi  Carrack 

Might  eas'lieft  harbour  in  ? 
Carrack  is  a  flow,  heavy-built,  Veflel  of  Burthen.    Thisreftores  the  U- 
nifbrmity  of  the  Metaphor,  compleats  the  Senfe,  and  is  a  Word  of  great 
Propriety  and  Beauty  to  delign  a  melancholic  Perfon. 

Mr.  Warburtonf 
The  Word  is  us'd  again  by  our  Author  in  his  Othello ; 

Faith,  he  to  night  hath  hoarded  a  land  Carrack  5 

If  it  prove  lawful  Prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 
And  We  meet  with  it  likewife  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  ; 

But  here's  the  Wonder,  tho  their  Weight  would  Jink 

A  Spanifh  Carrack,  without  other  Ballaft,  &c. 

Elder  Brother. 

Carraca,  Navis  aneraria  ingem.  Skinner. 

Carraque^  Navis  ampHJJitna.  Richilet. 

4rv< 
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*      Arv.  O'th'  floor : 
His  arms  thus  leagu'd  $  I  thought,  he  flept  5  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whofe  rudenefs 
Anfwer'd  my  fteps  too  loud. 

Guid.  Why*  he  but  fleeps ; 
If  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  Grave  a  Bed  $ 
With  female  Fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  near  thee. 

Arv.  With  faireft  flow'rs, 
(Whilfl:  fummer  lafts,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele^) 
I'll  fweeten  thy  fad  Grave.     Thou  fhalt  not  lack 
The  flow'r  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  Primrofe-y  nor 
The  azur'd  Hare-bell*  like  thy  veins  $  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  Eglantine-,  which  not  to  flander, 
Oui-fweetVd  not  thy  breath.  (45-)  The Raddock  would, 
With  charitable  bill,  (oh  bill,  fore  fhaming 
Thofe  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lye 
Without  a  Monument!)  bring  thee  ail  this > 
Yea,  and  furr'd  mofs  befides,  when  flow'rs  are  none 
To  winter-gown  thy  coarfe.— 

Guid.  Pr'ythee,  have  done* 
And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.     Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt.  — •  To  th'  Grave. 

Arv.  Say,  where  fhall's  lay  him  ? 

Guid.  By  good  Euriphik^  our  Mother. 

Arv.  Be't  fo  : 
And  let  us,  Paladour^  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  fing  him  to  th'  ground  5 

- 

(45)    *  '   -   The  Radock  would, 

With  charitable  Bill,  bring  thee  all  this  ; 

Tea,  and  furr'd  Mofs  befides.     When  Flow'rs  are  none 

To  winter-ground  thy  Courfe  —  ]  Here,  again,  the  Metaphor 
is  ftrangely  mangled.  What  Senfe  is  there  in  winter-grounding  a  Coarfe 
with  Mofs  ?  A  Coarfe  might  indeed  be  faid  to  be .  winter-grounded  in 
good  thick  Clay.  But  the  Epithet  furr'd  to  Mofs  dire&s  us  plainly  to 
another  Reading. 

To  Winter-gown  thy  Coarfe. 
\.  e.  Thy  Summer  Habit  mall  be  a  light  Gown  of  Flowers,  thy  Winter 
Habit  a  good  warm  furr'd  Gown  of  Mofs.  Mr.  Warburton. 

As, 
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As,  once,  our  Mother :  ufe  like  note,  and  Words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  muft  be  Fidele. 

Guid.  Cadwall, 
I  cannot  fing  :  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee ; 
For  notes  ot  forrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
Than  Priefts  and  Fanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  We'll  fpeak  it  then. 

Bel.  Great  griefs,  I  fee,  med'cine  the  lefs.  For  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  Queen's  Son,  Boys, 
And  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember, 
Was  paid  for  that :  the  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  duft  ;  yet  reverence, 
(That  angel  of  the  world,)  doth  make  diftin&ion 
Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely, 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe, 
Yet  bury  him,  as  a  Prince. 

Guid.  Pray,  fetch  him  hither. 
Therfites*  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
We'll  fay  our  Song  the  whilft:  Brother,  begin. 

Guid.  Nay,  Cadwall,   we  muft  lay  his  head  to  th* 
Eaftj 
My  Father  hath  a  reafon  for't. 

Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Guid.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him, 

Arv.  So,  begin. 

SONG. 

Guid.  Tear  no  more  the  heat  o'th*  Sun9 

Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages ; 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  haft  done. 

Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages. 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  muft, 
As  chimney  /weepers,  come  to  duft. 
:Aw.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'th*  Greats 

Th(m  art  paft  the  tyrant* s  ftroke  j 
Care  no  more  to  cloath  and  eat ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak; 

The 
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The  fcepter^  learnings  phyftck9  muft 
All  follow  thiSy  and  come  to  duft. 
Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  lightning-flafb. 

Arv.  Nor  th*  all-dreaded  thunder -ft  one » 
Guid.  Fear  no  ftander,  cenfure  rajh. 

Arv.  Thou  haft  finijh'd  joy  and  moan. 
Both.  All  lovers  youngs  all  lover  s^  muft 

Conftgn  to  thee,  and  come  to  duft. 
Guid.  No  Exorcifer  harm  thee  I 
Arv.  Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee ! 
Guid.  Ghoft,  unlaid^  forbear  thee ! 
Arv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  I 
Both.  Quiet  confummation  havey 

And  renowned  be  thy  Grave ! 

Enter  Belarius,  with  the  body  of  Clotcn. 

Guid.  We've  done  our  obfequies  :    come,  lay  him 
down. 

Bel.  Here's  a  few  flow'rs,  but  about  midnight  more ; 
The  herbs,  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'th'  night, 
Are  ftrewings  fitt'ft  for  Graves. — •  Upon  their  faces— 
You  were  as  flow'rs,  now  withered  $  even  fo 
Thefe  herbelets  fhall,  which  we  upon  you  ftrow. 

Come  on,  away,  apart  upon  our  knees 

The  ground,  tha:  gave  them  rlift,  has  them  again; 
Their  pleafure  here  is  pail,  fo  is  their  pain.      [Exeunt, 

Imogen,  awaking. 

Imo.  Yes,  Sir,  to  Mi< ford- Haven,  which  is  the  way?— 

I  thank  you— ^— by  yond  bufh? P^y,  how  far 

thither? 

'Ods  pittikins can  it  be  fix  mile  yet?« ■ 

I've  gone  all  night  —  'faith,  I'll  lye  down  and  deep. 
But,  foft!  no  bedfellow,-^ Oh  Gods,  and  GoddefTes  ! 

[Seeing  the  body, 
Thefe  flow'rs  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  world  > 
This  bloody  man  the  care  on't.  —  I  hope,  I  dream  j 
For,  fure,  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 
And  cook  to  honed  creatures.    But  'tis  not  fo  : 

,'Twas 
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'Twas  but  a  bole  of  nothing,  fhot  at  nothing, 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes :  Our  very  eyes 
Are  fomctimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.  Good  faith, 
(46)  I  tremble  £1111  with  fear  j  but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  hcav'n  as  fmall  a  drop  of  Pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  oh  Gods !  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  here  ftill ;  ev'n  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me  5  not  imagin'd,  felt. 

A  headlefs  man ! the  garments  of  Poftbumus  ? 

I  know  the  fhape  of's  leg,  this  is  his  hand, 

His  foot  mercurial,  his  martial  thigh, 

The  brawns  of  Hercules:  but  his  jovial  face— « 

Murther  in  heaven  ?  —  how ! 'tis  gone  !  ■     ■  «  Pi- 

fanio  !  — 
All  curfes  madded  Hecuha  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee !  thou, 
'Twas  thou,  confpiring  with  that  devil  Cloten, 
Haft  here  cut  off  my  lord.     To  write,  and  read, 
Be  henceforth  treach'rous  !  —  Damn'd  Pifanio 
Hath  with  his  forged  letters  —  damn'd  Pifaniof-*— 
From  this  the  braveft  veflel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main- top  !  oh  Pofthumus,  alas, 
Where  is  thy  head  ?  where's  That  ?  ay  me,  wherc's 

That? 

(46)  ■  But  if  there  be 

Yet  left  in  Heanfn  as  fmall  a  Drop  of  Pity 

As  a  Wren's  Eye,  oh,  Gods !  a  Part  of  it  !  ] 
So  again,  in  Othello ; 

IJbould  have  found  in  fome  Place  of  my  Soul 

A  Drop  of  Patience, 
Tho'  this  Expreffion  is  very  pathetic  and  fine  in  both  thefe  Places  of  our 
Author,  it  brings  to  my  Mind  a  very  humourous  Paflage  in  the  Ackar- 
nenfes  of  Arijiophanes.  An  Athenian  Ruftick,  in  Time  of  War,  is  robb'd 
of  a  Yoak  of  Oxen  by  the  Boeotians  ;  he  has  almoft  cry'd  his  Eyes  out, 
he  fays*  for  the  Lofs  of  his  Cattle  5  and  he  comes  to  beg  for  a  Drop  of 
Peace  in  a  Quill,  to  anoint  his  Eyes  with. 

2i/  J*  alxKa,  [/.a  ra.Kajyy.lv  «p«j>H*  tva, 

F.lf    *f    KOKetu\<TK0V    C4T oIKO^OV    TXTOVl. 

Tho*  I  have  tranflated  kokcluio-kov  (which  is  a  Diminutive  from  kolKa* 
p.®-)  a  Quill:  I  know,  it  fignifies,  among  the  Surgeons,  a  Probe ;  an 
Inftrument  to  convey  Balfam  into  Wounds ;  Sped  Hum.  I  am  furpriz'd 
that  neither  Hefychius  nor  Suidas  acknowledge  the  Word,  which  has  fo 
good  an  Authority  as  Arijiophanes.  ■  <  But  Julius  Pollux  quotes  it; 

and  brings  the  Pauage  from  our  Comic  Poet  in  Confirmation. 

Pifanio 
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Pifanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 

And  left  his  head  on.  How  ihould  this  be,  Pifanio?  — 

*Tis  he  and  Cloten.     Malice  and  lucre  in  them 

Have  laid  this  woe  here.  Oh,  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant! 

The  drug  he  gave  me,  which,  he  faid,  was  precious 

And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 

Murd'rous  to  th'  fenfes?  that  confirms  it  home: 

This  is  Pifanio's  deed,  and  Cloten's.     Oh ! 

Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 

That  we  the  horrider  may  feem  to  thoie 

Which  chance  to  find  us.     Oh,  my  lord  !  my  lord! 

Enter  Lucius,  Captains^  and  a  Soothfayer. 

Cap,  To  them,  the  legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia^ 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  fea,  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Haven>  with  your  fhips : 
They  are  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome? 

Cap.  The  Senate  hath  ftirr'd  up  the  Confiners, 
And  Gentlemen  of  Italy ',  moil  willing  fpirits, 
That  promife  noble  fervice :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo^ 
Syema's  Brother. 

Luc.  When  expe£t  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'th5  wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardnefs 
Makes  our  hopes  fair.  Command,  our  prefent  numbers 
Be  mufter'dj  bid  the  Captains  look  to't.     Now,  Sir, 
What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  purpofe  ? 

Sooth.  Laft  night,  the  very  Gods  fhew'd  me  a  vifion. 
(I  faft,  and  pray'd  for  their  intelligence) 
I  faw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  th'  fpungy  fouth,  to  this  part  of  the  Weft, 
There  vanifh'd  in  the  fun-beams  5  which  portends 
(Unlefs  my  fins  abufe  my  divination) 
Succefs  to  th'  Reman  Hoft. 

Luc.  Dream  often  fo, 
And  never  falfe !  —  Soft,  ho,  what  Trunk  is  here 
Without  his  top?  the  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building.     How!  a  page!  — 

Or 
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Or  dead,  or  fleeping  on  him  ?  but  dead,  rather  : 
For  Nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  couch 
With  the  defunct,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead. 
Let's  fee  the  boy's  face. 

Cap.  He's  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.  He'll  then  inftruct  us  of  this  body.  Young  one, 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes,  for,  it  feems, 
They  crave  to  be  demanded:  who  is  this, 
Thou  mak'it.  thy  bloody  pillow?  (47)  who  was  he, 
That,  otherwife  than  noble  Nature  did, 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture  ?  what's  thy  intereft 
In  this  fad  wreck?  how  came  it,  and  who  is  it? 
What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing  ;  or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be,  were  better.     This  was  my  matter," 
A  very  valiant  Britain^  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lyes  flain:  alas  ! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  mailers :  I  may  wander 
From  Eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  fervice, 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  them  truly,  never 
Find  fuch  another  mafter. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth  ! 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  mafter  in  bleeding  :  fay  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Champ.     If  I  do  lye,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  Gods  hear,  I  hope,  [afide. 
They'll  pardon  it.     Say  you,  Sir? 

(47)  ■   '■  *  who  was  He, 

That,  otherwife  than  noble  Nature  did, 

Hath  alter  d  that  good  Pifture  ?~\  This  is  far  from  being  ftriclly 
grammatical.  For  the  Conftru&ion  of  thefe  Words  is  this ;  who  has 
alter'd  that  good  Piflure,  otherwife  than  Nature  alter'd  it  ?  But  That 
is  not  the  Poet's  Meaning.  He  deftgn'd  to  fay,  if  the  Text  be  genuine; 
who  hath  alter'd  that  good  Piiiure  from  what  noble  Nature  at  firjl  made 
it  ?  By  the  Change  of  a  fingle  Letter,  we  come  at  another  Sentiment, 
which,  I  think,  much  ennobles  the  Paffage ;  and,  which,  I  have  fuf- 
pected,  was  our  Author's  Reading. 

■■        ■■  who  was  He, 

That,  otherwife  than  noble  Nature  bid, 

Hath  alter  d  that  good  PiSiure  ? 
1.  e.  The  Laws  of  Nature  being  againft  Murther,  But  I  fubmit  the  Con- 
jecture to  Judgment. 

Luc, 
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Luc.  Thy  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir. 

Luc.  Thou  doft  approve  thy  felf  the  very  fame* 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith ;  thy  faith,  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me?  I  will  not  fay 
Thou  fhalt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but,  be  fure, 
No  lefs  belov'd.    The  Roman  Emperor's  letters, 
Sent  by  a  Conful  to  me,  fhould  no  fooner, 
Than  thine  own  worth,  prefer  thee:  go  with  me. 

Imo.  I'll  follow,  Sir.  But  fir  ft,  an't  pleafe  the  Gods* 
I'll  hide  my  mailer  from  the  flies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  pickaxes  can  dig  :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  ha'  ftrew'd  his 

Grave, 
And  on  it  faid  a  century  of  pray'rs, 
(Such  as  I  can,)  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep  and  fighj 
And,  leaving  fo  his  fervice,  follow  you* 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth, 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  mafter  thee* 
My  friends, 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  let  us 
Find  out  the  prettieft  dazied-Plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partizans 
A  Grave >  come,  arm  him:  boy,  he  is  preferr'd 
By  thee  to  us,  and  he  fhall  be  interr'd 
As  foldiers  can.    Be  chearful,  wipe  thine  eyes. 
Some  Falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  CymbelineV  Talace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  and  Pifanio. 

Cym.     A  Gain  5  and  bring  me  word,  how  'tis  with 

X\         her  > 
A  fever  with  the  abfence  of  her  fon  $ 
Madnefs,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger  $  heav'ns ! 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me.     Imogen, 
1  he  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone !  my  Queen 
Upon  a  deiperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 

Whert 
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When  fearful  wars  point  at  me  !  her  fon  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  prefent !  it  ftrikes  me,  paft 
The  hope  of  comfort.     But  for  thee,  fellow, 
Who  needs  muft  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Do  ft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  force  it  from  thee 
By  a  fharp  torture. 

Pif.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 
I  fet  it  at  your  will :  but  for  my  miftrefs, 
I  nothing  know  where  fhe  remains ;  why,  gone  5 
Nor  when  fhe  purpofes  Return.  Befeech  your  High- 

nefs, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  fervant. 

Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  miffing,  he  was  here; 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  mall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  fubjeftion  loyally.     For  Cloten^ 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him, 
And  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublefome  j 
We'll  flip  you  for  a  feafon,  but  our  jealoufie 
Do's  yet  depend. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
The  Roman  Legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  coaft,  with  large  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen,  by  th'  Senate  fern;. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counfel  of  my  Son  and  Queen  I— ■ 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs 
Than  what  you  hear  of.   Come  more,  for  more  you're 

ready  3 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  thefe  Powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  I  thank  you  ;  let's  withdraw, 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.     Wc  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here.  —  Away.  —  [JExeunt. 

Pif.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  mafter,  fince 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  {lain.     'Tis  ftrangej 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  miftrefs,  who  did  proroife 

Vol.  VI.  Ff  To 
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To  yield  me  often  tidings.     Neither  know  I, 
What  is  betide  to  Cloten->  but  remtin 
Perplext  in  all.     The  heavens  ftill  muft  work  > 
Wherein  I'm  falfe,  I'm  honeft:  not  true,  to  be  true. 
Thefe  p  relent  wars  fhall  find,   I  love  my  Country, 
Ev'n  to  the  note  o'th'  King,  or  I'll  fall  in  them; 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'dj 
Fortune  brings  in  fome  boats,  that  are  not  fleer'd.  [Ex* 

SCENE  changes  to  the  For  eft. 

Enter  Behrius,  Guideriiis,  and  Arviragus. 

Guid.  The  noife  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv.  What  pleafure,  Sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure  ? 

Guid.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Romans 
Muft:  or  for  Britains  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barb'rous  and  unnatural  Revolts 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 
We'll  higher  to  the  mountains,  there  fecure  us. 
To  the  King's  Party  there's  no  going ;  newnefs 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not  known,  nor  mufter'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  Render 
Where  we  have  liv'd :  and  fo  extort  from  us 
That  which  we've  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Guid.  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt 
(In  fuch  a  time)  nothing  becoming  you. 
Nor  fatisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely, 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horfes  neigh, 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  note 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  Olv  I  am  known 

Of 
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Of  many  in  the  army  j  many  years, 

Though  Ckten  then  but   young,  (you  fee,)  not   wore 

him 
From  my  remembrance.     And,  befides,  the  King 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves, 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breedings 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life,  aye  hopelefs 
To  have  the  courtefie  your  cradle  promis'd  $ 
But  to  be  ftill  hot  fummer's  tanlings,  and 
The  flirinking  flaves  of  winter. 

Guid.  Than  be  fo, 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be.     Pray,  Sir,  to  th'  army  j 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  your  felf 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o'er-grown, 
Cannot  be  queftion'd. 

Arv.  By  this  Sun  that  fhines, 
I'll  thither;  what  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  die,  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venifon  ? 
Never  beftrid  a  horfe  fave  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  my  felf  who  ne'er  wore  rowel, 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  alham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  Sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  beft  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Guid.  By  heav'ns,  I'll  goj 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care  \  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans ! 

Arv.  So  fay  I,  Amen. 

Eel.  No  reafon  I  (fince  of  your  lives  you  fet 
So  flight  a  valuation)  fhould  refer ve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.  Have  with  you,  boys  3 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads-,   and  there  I'll  lye. 
Lead,  lead  j  the  time  feems  long :  their  blood  thiaks 

fcorn 
'Till  it  flie  out,  and  fliew  them  Princes  born.      \Exe. 

Ffz  ACT 
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A    C    T      V. 

SCENE,   a  Field  between  the  Britifh  and 

Roman  Camps. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  with  a  bloody  handkerchief. 

POSTHUMUS. 

YEA,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee  *  for  I  wiiht, 
Thou  fliould'ft  be  colour'd  thus.     You  mar- 
ried Ones, 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many 
Muft  murther  wives  much  better  than  themfelves 
For  wrying  but  a  little?  oh,  Ptfanio  ! 
Every  good  fervant  does  not  all  Commands; 

No  bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones. Gods  !  if  you 

Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 

Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this  >    fo  had  you  laved 

The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  (truck 

Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.  But,  alack, 

You  fnatch  fome  hence  for  little  faults ;  that's  love  j 

To  have  them  fall  no  more*  you  fome  permit  (48) 

To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  worfe  than  other, 

And  make  them  dreaded,  to  the  doers'  thrift. 

But 

(48) you  fome  per  put 

To  fecond  II  Ills,  each  ivorji  than  other, 

And  make  than  dread  it,  to  tbi  Doer'/  thrift  ]  The  Divinity- 
Schools  have  not  furniih'd  juiter  Obiervations  on  the  Conduct  of  Provi- 
dence, than  Pofthumus  gives  us  here  in  his  private  Reflections.  You 
God*,  fays  He,  aft  in  a  different  manner  with  your  different  Creatures ; 

Tim  fnatch  fame  hence  for  little  Faults ;   that's  Loze  ; 

To  have  them  fall  no  more. 
This  feems  a  fine  ihort  Comment  on  what  St.  Paul  fays  to  the  Hebrews* 
"o^  zydLtZ  Ki/ct©"j  TAtfaiet.     The   herd  chafteneth  ivbom  he  lc~ 
The  Philofopher  Seneca  is  more  ample  upon  the  lame  Subjecl ;  Hos  Deus, 
quos  probat,  quos  amat,  indurat,   recognojeit,  exercet.  >  Others,  fays 

tJurPoet.  you  permit  to  live  on,  ID  multiply  and  increafe  in  Crimes, 

And  makt  them  dread  it,  to  the  Doer'j  Thrift. 

Henri 
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But  Imogen's  your  own  :  do  your  bed  wills, 

And  make  me  bleft  t'obey!  I  am  brought  hither 

Among  th'  Italian  Gentry,  and  to  fight 

Againft  my  lady's  Kingdom  \  'tis  enough, 

That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  miftrefs :  Peace! 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.  Therefore,  good  heav'ns, 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe.      I'll  difrobe  me 

Of  thefe  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  my  felf 

As  do's  a  Britain  peafant  j  fo  Ml  fight 

Againft  the  part  I  come  with  -y  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  for  whom  my  life 

Is,  every  breath,  a  death  \  and  thus  unknown, 

Pitied,  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

My  felf  I'll  dedicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me,  than  my  Habits  fhew> 

Gods,  put  the  ftrength  o'th'  Leonati  in  me ! 

To  fhame  the  guife  o'th'  world,  I  will  begin 

The  fafhion,  lefs  without,  and  more  within.       [_Exit. 

Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  the  Roman  army  at  one 
door }  and  the  Britifh  army  at  another :  Leonatus 
Pofthumus,  following  like  a  poor  folaier.  They  march 
over,  and  go  out.  Then  enter  again  in  skirmijk 
Iachimo,  and  Pofthumus  -9  he  vanquijheth  and  dif- 
armeth  Iachimo,  and  then  leaves  him. 

I    lach.  The  heavinefs,  and  guilt,  within  my  bofom, 
Takes  off  my  manhood  j  I've  bely'd  a  lady, 
The  Princefs  of  this  Country ;  and  the  air  on't 

Here's  a  Relative  without  an  antecedent  Subftantive  ;  and  a  Genitive 
Cafe  Singular,  when  all  the  other  Members  of  the  Sentence  run  in  the 
plural.  Both  which  are  a  Breach  of  Grammar.  We  mull  certainly 
read, 

And  make  them  dreaded,  to  the  Doers'   Thrift. 
j.  e.  others  you  permit  to  aggravate  one  Crime  with  more :  which  E- 
normities  not  only  make  them  revered  and  dreaded,  but  tarn  in  other 
kinds  to  their  Advantage.  Dignity,  Refpect,  and  Profit,  accrue  to  them' 
from  Crimes  committed  with  Impunity. 

"    ■■■  multi 

Qommittunt  eadem  diijerfo-  crimina  fato  : 

Ilk  Crucem  precium  fceleris  tulit,  hie  diadema.    Juven.  Sat.  i  j. 

Criminibus  debent  hortost  pratoria,  men/as, 

Argent  urn  yetus,  &  Jiantem  extra  pocula  caprum.     lfem.Sat.  I. 

F  f  $  Revcngingl| 
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Revcngingly  enfeebles  me :  or  could  this  carle, 

A  very  drudge  of  nature,  have  fubdu'd  me 

In  my  profeffion?  Knighthoods,  and  Honours  barn, 

As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  fcornj 

If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 

This  lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 

Is,  that  we  fcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  Gods.    [Exit. 

The  battle  continues  5  the  Britains  fly\  Cymbeline  is 
taken;  then  enter  to  his  refcue,  Belarius,  Guiderius, 
and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  Stand,   {land;  we  have  th'  advantage    of   the 
ground  j 
That  lane  is  guarded  :  nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Guid.  Arv.  Stand,  Hand,  and  fight. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  feconds  the  Britains.     "they  refcue 
Cymbeline,  and  exe 

Then  enter  Lucius,    M:hirn<        ;i  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away,   boy,  from    th       .oops*    and   fave  thy 
felf } 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  diforder's  fuch 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

Iach.  'Tis  their  frefh  fupplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  itrangely.     Or  betimes 
Let's  re-inforce,  or  fly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  another  Tart  of  the  Field  of  Battel. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  a  Britifti  lord. 

Lord.  Cam'ft  thou  from  where  they  madexhe  Stand? 

Poft.  I  did. 
Though  you,  it  feems,  came  from  the  fliers. 

Lord.  I  did. 

Poft.   No  blame  be  to  you,  Sir,  for  all  was  loft, 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  the  King  himfelf 
Of  his  wings  deftitute,  the  army  broken, 
And  but  the  backs  of.  Britain  feenj  all  flying 

Through 
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Through  a  ftraight  lane  ;  the  enemy  full-hearted, 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  flaught'ring,    having  work 
More  plentiful,  than  tools  to  do'c,   ltruck  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  (lightly  touch'd,  fome  falling 
Meerly    through    fear,    that    the  ftraight    Pafs    was 

damm'd 
With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthen'd  fhame. 
Lord.  Where  was  this  lane? 

Poft.  Clofeby  the  battel,ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turf, 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  foldier, 
(An  honeft  one,  I  warrant,)  who  deferv'd 
So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 
In  doing  this  for's  Country.     'Thwart  the  lane, 
He,  with  two  ftriplings,  (lads,  more  like  to  run 
The  country  Bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  {laughter* 
With  faces  fit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  for  prefervation  cas'd,  or  fhame,) 
Made  good  the  paflage,  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled, 
"  Our  Britaine-s  Harts  die  flying,  not  our  men*  (49) 
4<  To  darknefs  fleet  fouls,  that  fly  backwards!  ftandj 
<c  Or  we  are  Romans^  and  will  give  you  That  (fo) 

(49)  Our  Britaines  Hearts  die  flying,  not  our  Men ;  ] 

Thus  all  the  Editions,  and  thus  Mr.  Pope  in  his  Quarto  Edition,  mofl 
implicitly  obfequious  to  Nonfenfe.  I  corre&ed  the  Paflage  in  the  Ap- 
pendix to  my  Shakespeare  Reflord,  as  I  have  now  reform'd  it 
in  the  Text,  (and  as  Dr.  Tbirlby  likewife  faw,  it  mould  be ; )  and  Mr. 
Pope  has  follow'd  my  Correction  in  his  laft  Edition  of  our  Author. 

(50)  -■  and  will  give  you  That 

Like  Beafts,  <whick  you  Jhun  beajily  anid  may  favc 
But  to  look  back  in  Front :] 

Looking  back  in  Front  is  a  Phrafe,  which  Mr.  Pope,  if  he  pleafej,  may 
referve  for  his  own  Collection  of  Elegancies  :  but  I  can't  admit  it  to  be 
palm'd  upon  our  Editor.     We  muft  read  with  the  old  Copies, 

But  to  look  back  in  Frown, 
i.  e.  If  you  will  but  turn  upon  the  Enemy,  and  mew  them  you  can 
look  angry.     So,  in  the  Tempeji. 

—  They  being  penitent, 

The  file  Drift  of  my  purpofe  doth  extend 

Not  a  Frown  further. 
And  fo,  in  Anto'hy  and  Cleopatra ; 

Good  Brother, 

Let  me  recueji  you  off:  our  graver  Bujinefi 

Frowns  at  this  Levity. 
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<c  Like  beafts,  which  you  fhun  beaflly,   and  may  favc 
"  But  to  look  back  in  frown:  ftand,  ftand." —  Thefc 

three, 
Three  thoufand  confident,  in  acl:  as  many; 
(For  three  performers   are  the  file,  when  all 
The  reft  do  nothing  j )    with  this  word,  ftand,  ftand, 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  (more  charming 
With  their  own  Noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 
A  diftaff  to  a  lance)  gilded  pale  looks  •, 
Part,  fhame,  part,  fpirit-renew'd  >    that  fome,  turn'd 

coward 
But  by  example,  (oh,  a  fin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  firft  beginners!)  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like    lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'th'  hunters.     Then  began 
A  ftop  i'th'  chafer,  a  retire ;  anon, 
A  rout,  confufion  thick.     Forthwith  they  flte 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoop'd  eagles :  flaves, 
The  ftrides  they  viclrors  made ;   and  now  our  cowards, 
Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,  became 
The  life  o'th'  need  -,  having  found  the  back  door  open 
Of  the  ungunrded  hearts,  heav'ns,   how  they  wound 
Some  flain  before,  fome  dying  y  fome,  their  friends 
O'er-born  i'th'  former  wave  >  ten,  chae'd  by  one, 
Are  now  each  one  the  {laughter-man  of  twenty  j 
Thofe,  that  would  die  or-ere  refill,  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs  o'th'  field. 

Lord.  This  was  ftrange  chance, 
A  narrow  lane!  an  old  man,  and  two  boys] 

Poft.  Nay,  do  but  wonder  at  it 5  you  are  made  (f  1) 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 
Than  to  work  any.     V\  ill  you  rhime  upon't? 

(51)  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it;  you  are  made 

Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  bear, 

Than  to  work  any. J 
Sure,  this  is  mock-reafoning  with  a  Vengeance.  What  f  Becaufe  he 
was  made  litter  to  vvender  at  great  Actions,  than  to  perform  any,  is  he 
therefore  forbid  to  wender  ?  1  cor:  e&ed  the  Pafiage  in  the  Appendix  to 
my  Shakespeare  Reficrd;  and  Mr.  Pope  has  follow'd  my  Cor- 
rection in  his  iail  Edition. 

And 
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And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?  here  is  one : 
«  Two  boys,  an  old  man^  {twice  a  boy  J  a  lane^ 
<c  Preferv'd  the  Britains,  was  the  Romans'  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Poft.  Lack !  to  what  end  ? 
Who  dares  not  ftand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend  -9 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know,  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhymes. 

Lord.  Farewel,  you  are  angry.  [_Exit. 

Poft.  This  is  a  lord oh  noble  mifery, 

To  be  i'th'  field,  and  ask  what  news,  of  me  ! 
To  day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
Tb've  fav'd  their  carkafTes  ?  took  heel  to  do't, 
And  yet  died  too  ?  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm 'd, 
Could  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan  5 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  ftruck.  This  ugly  monfter, 
'Tis  ftrange  he  hides  him  in  frefli  cups,  foft  beds, 
Sweet  words  $  or  hath  more  minifters  than  we 

That  draw  his  knives  i'th'  war Well,  I  will  find 

him :  (f  1) 

Fpr 

(ij  2  «    ,    .  Wellt  I  nvillfind  him  ; 

For  being  now  a  Favourer  to  the  Britaine, 
No  more  a  Britaine,  F<ve  refumd  again 
The  Fart  I  came  in.~\ 
This  is  a  very  obfcure  Paftage ;  and,  without  the  Helps  it  would  re- 
ceive from  the  Reprefentation,  wants  a  little  clearing  up.  Pojihumus 
comes  over  with  the  Roman  Bands;  but,  refolv'd  not  to  fight  againft 
his  Country,  he  puts  the  Habit  of  a  Britijb  Peafant  over  his  Italian 
Drefs,  and  does  Feats  of  Defperation  againft  the  Romans,  in  hopes  of 
meeting  his  Death  from  their  Swords.  The  Fortune  of  the  Day  is 
turn'd,  and  the  Britons  gain  the  Field.  Upon  this,  Pojihumus  fhifts  back 
into  his  Italian r  Garb;  fays,  he  will  find  Death;  for  tho*  he's  now  a 
Favourer  to  the  Britons  in  Heart,  he'll  not  confefs  himfelf  of  that 
Country,  but  yield  himiejf  a  Prifoner  to  the  meaneft  of  the  Victor- 
party,  and  fo  fall  a  Sacrifice  to  their  Refentment.  For  the  Captives, 
we  find,  in  the  Sequel  of  the  Play,  were  by  the  Cuftoms  of  the 
Britons  to  be  Victims  to  the  Manes  of  thofe  flain  on  che  Victors  Party. 
That  Pojihumus  does  again  fhift  his  Habit,  is  evident  from  this  Circum- 
fiance.    The  Britons  furprize  him,  and  asking  who  he  is,  he  replies ; 

■  A  Roman; 

Who  had  not  nonv  been  drooping  here,  if  Seconds 
Had  anfiwerd  him. 

Of 
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For  being  now  a  favotirer  to  the  Britain, 
No  more  a  Britain^  IVe  refura'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in.     Fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  verier];  hind,  that  (hall 
Once  touch  my  moulder.     Great  the  daughter  is 
Here  made  by  th'  Roman ',  great  the  anfwer  be, 
Britains  muft  take.     For  me,  my  ranfom's  death  y 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath 5 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep,  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two  Britifh  Captains ',  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'dj  Lucius  is  taken! 
'Tis  thought,  the  old  man,  and  his  fons,  were  angels, 

z  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,   in  a  filly  habit^ 
That  gave  W  affront  with  them. 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported  5 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found.  Stand,  who's  there? 

Poft.  A  Roman  5  $ — 

Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  Seconds 
Had  anfwer'd  him. 

z  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  a  dog ! 
A  leg  of  Rome  fhall  not  return  to  tell 
What  crows  have  peck'd   them  here;    he  brags  his 

fcrvice, 
As  if  he  were  of  note  3  bring  him  to  th'  King. 

Enter  Gymbeline,  Bclarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pi- 
fanio,  and  Raman  captives.  The  captains  prefent 
Pofthumus  {o  Cymbeline,  who  delivers  him  over  to 
a  Goaler.     After  which ,  all  go  out. 

Of  the  old  Britons  facriiicing  Captives  to  Andate,  their  Goddefs  of 
Viftory,  many  Authors  have  ijpoken  ;  and  of  their  Cuftom  of  burning 
Numbers  in  their  great  Wicker  Image,  Holing/bead  makes  mention  i 
but  Sammesj  in  his  Britannia,  is  particularly  copious  upon  it. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    changes  to  *  Trifon. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  two  goalers. 

i  Goal.  VOU  ftiall  not  now  be  ftoln,  you've  locks 

\    upon  you  j 
So,  graze,  as  you  find  pafture. 

z  Goal.  Ay,  or  ftomach.  \_Exeunt  Goalers. 

Poft.  Moft  welcome,  bondage!  forthouarta  way, 
I  think,  to  liberty  5  yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  fick  o'th'  gout,  fince  he  had  rather 
Groan  fo  in  perpetuity  than  be  cur'd 
3y  th'  fure  phyfician,  death}  who  is  the  key 
T'unbar  thefe  locks.     My  confcicnce!  thou  art  fet- 

ter'd 
More  than  my  ihanks  and  wrifts  $  you  good  Gods, 

give  me 
The  penitent  inftrument  to  pick  that  bolt ; 
Then  free  for  ever.     Is't  enough,  I'm  forry  ? 
So  children  temp'ral  fathers  do  appeafe ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.  —  Muft  I  repent  ? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 
Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain'd  >  to  fatisfie,  (f  3) 

(53) Tofatisfy 

If  of  my  Freedom  "'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  fritter  Render  of  met  than  my  all.] 
Nonfenfe  has  one  happy  Property,  in  That  one  needs  not  many  Words 
to  be  made  fenfible  of  it ;  but  'tis,  in  this  refpeft,  like  Ligl^  per- 
ceiv'd  as  foon  as  fhewn.  Such  is  the  glaring  Nonfenfe  of  thefe  Lines. 
What  we  can  difcover  from  them  is  this,  that  the  Speaker  in  a  Fit  of 
Penitency  towards  Heaven,  compares  his  Circumftances  with  a  Debtor's 
who  is  willing  to  furrender  up  all  to  appeafe  his  Creditor.  This  being 
the  Senfe  in  general,  I  may  venture  to  fay,  the  true  Reading  mull 
have  been  thus. 

■  To  fatisfy, 

I  d'off  my  Freedom ;  'tis  the  main  -part  \  take 
NoJiriSier  Render  of  me  than  my  all. 
The  Verb  doff  is  too  frequently  ufed  by  our  Author  to  need  any  Quo- 
tations in  Proof ;  and  furely,  here  with  peculiar  Elegance,  i.  e.  "  To 
'«  give  all  the  Satisfaction  I  am  able  to  your  offended  Godheads,  I 
"  voluntarily  diveft  myfelf  of  my  Freedom :  'Tis  the  only  Thing  I 
"  have  worth  offering  by  way  of  Atonement,  take  no  ftri&er  kender 
••  of  me  than   my  All.  Mr .  Warlurton 

I. 
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I  d'off  my  freedom  j  'tis  the  main  part  j  take 

No  ftri&er  Render  of  rne,  than  my  all. 

I  know,  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men, 

Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 

A  fixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 

On  their  abatement  >    that's  not  my  defirei 

For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine*  and  though 

'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life  5  you  coin'd  it ; 

'Tween  man  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every  ftamp ; 

Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  fake  *, 

You  rather,  mine  being  yours :  and  fo,  great  Powers, 

If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 

.And  cancel  thofe  old  bonds.     Oh  Imogen! 

I'll  fpeak  to  thee  in  filence.  — - — -  \He  fleeps. 

Solemn  mufuk :  Enter  ^  as  in  an  apparition ,  Sicilius  Leo- 
natus,  father  to  Pofthumus,  an  old  man^  attired  like 
a  warrior ;  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  matron^ 
his  wife,  and  mother  to  Pofthumus,  with  mufich  be- 
fore them.  jThen9  after  other  mufick^  follow  the  two 
young  Leonati,  brothers  to  Pofthumus,  with  wounds 
as  they  died  in  the  wars.  They  circle  Pofthumus  rounds 
as  he  lyes  flee  ping. 

Ski.  No  more,  thou  thunder-maiier,  ifcew 
Thy  fpite  on  mortal  flies : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide, 
That  thy  Adulteries 

Rates  and  revenges. — 

Hath  my  poor  boy  done  ought  but  well, 

Whofe  face  I  never  faw  ? 
I  dy'd,  whilft  in  the  womb  he  ftay'd, 

Attending  Nature's  Law. 
Whofe  father,  Jove  !  (as  men  report, 

Thou  orphans'  father  art  j ) 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  been,  and  ftiielded  him 
From  his  earth-vexing  fmart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 
But  took  me  in  my  throes  5 
That  from  me  my  Pofthumus  ript, 
Came  crying  'mongft  his  foes, 

A 
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A  thing  of  pity!- • 

Sici.  Great  Nature,  like  his  anceftry, 

Moulded  the  fluff  lb  fair  -, 
That  he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'th'  world, 

As  great  Sicilim'  heir. 
i  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man. 
In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  ftand  up  his  parallel, 

Or  rival  objecT:  be, 
In  eye  of  Imogen^  that  beft 
Could  deem  his  dignity  ? 
Motb.  With  marriage  therefore  was  he  mockt. 
To  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 
From  Leonatus*  feat,  and  caft 
From  her  his  deareft  one  ? 

Sweet  Imogm!  • • 

Ski.  Why  did  you  fuffer  Iachimo^ 
Slight  thing  of  ltaly^ 
To  taint  his  noble  heart  and  brain 

With  needlefs  jealoufie  : 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  fcorn 
O'th'  other's  villany  ? 
z  Bro.  For  this,  from  ftilier  feats  we  same, 
Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
That,  ftriking  in  our  country's  caufe, 

Fell  bravely  and  were  flain  5 
Our  fealty,  and  Tenantius9  right, 
With  honour  to  maintain. 
1  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Pofthumus  hath 
To  Cymbeline  perform'd  ; 
Then,  Jupiter^  thou  King  of  Gods, 
Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due, 
Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 
Sici.  Thy  cryftal  window  ope  \  look  out  j 
No  longer  exercife, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harfh 
And  potent  injuries. 
Moth.  Since,  Jupiter^  our  fon  is  goocj, 
Take  off  his  miferies. 
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Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marble  manfion,  help ! 
Or  we  poor  ghofts  will  cry 
To  th'  fhining  fynod  of  the  reft, 
Againft  thy  Deity. 
%  Breth.  Help,  Jupiter,  or  we  appeal, 
And  from  thy  juftice  flie. 

Jupiter  defcends  in  thunder  and  lightning,  fitting  upon 
an  eagle-,  he  throws  a  thunder-bolt.  The  ghofts  fall  on 
their  knees. 

Jupit.  No  more,  you  petty  fpirits  of  region  low, 

Offend  our  hearing  j  hufh !  —  how  dare  you  Ghofts 
Accufe  the  Thunderer,  whofe  bolt  you  know, 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coafts. 
Poor  fhadows  of  Ely/ium,   hence  and  reft 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft, 

No  care  of  yours  it  is :   you  know,  'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love,  I  crofs  $  to  make  my  gift, 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.     Be  contenr, 
Your  low-laid  fon  our  godhead  will  uplift : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  tryals  well  are  fpent* 
Our  Jovial  ftar  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married:  rife,  and  fade! 
He  fhall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made* 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breaft,  wherein 

[Jup.  drops  a  tablet. 

Our  pleafure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine ; 

And  fo,  away  j  —  no  farther  with  your  din 

Exprefs  impatience,  left  you  ftir  up  mine  -, 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  cryftalline.       {Afcends. 

Sick  He  came  in  thunder,  his  cceleftial  breath 
Was  fulphurous  to  fmellj  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  usj  his  afcenfion  is 
More  fweet  than  our  bleft  fields ;    his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak, 
As  when  his  God  is  pleas'd. 

All  Thanks,  Jupiter ! 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  clofes,   he  is  enter'd 

His 
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His  radiant  roof:  away,  and  to  be  blefb 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.       \VaniJh. 
Poft.  \jzmking.~}  bleep,  thou  haft   been  a  grandfire, 
and  begot 
A- father  to  me:  and  thou  haft  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers.     But,  oh  fcorn ! 

Gone ■  they  went  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  born  ; 

And  fo  I  am  awake Poor  wretches,   that  depend 

On  Greatnefs'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done  3 

Wake,  and  find  nothing. — But,  alas,  I  fwerve: 

Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve; 

And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  favours  5  fo  am  I 

That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why : 

What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?  a  book!  oh  rare  one! 

Be  not,  as  in  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  covers.     Let  thy  effects 

So  follow,  to  be  moft  unlike  our  Courtiers; 

As  good  as  promife. 

[Reads.] 
JJ/'HE  N  as  the  lions  whelp  Jhall.,  to  himfelf  unknown* 
without  fee  king  findy  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of 
tender  air  5  and  when  from  a  ftately  cedar  Jhall  be  lopt 
branches*  whichy  being  dead  many  years*)  Jhall  after  re- 
vive9  be  jointed  to  the  old  flock*  and  frefhly  grow9  then 
Jhall  Pofthumus  end  his  miferiesy  Britain  be  fortunate^ 
and  flour  ifo  in  peace  and  plenty. 

5Tis  ftill  a  dream  j  or  elfe  fuch  ftufF,  as  madmen 

Tongue,and  brain  not :  (do  either  both,  or  nothing; — ) 

Or  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

As  fenfe  cannot  untie.     But  what  it  is, 

The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which  I'll  keep 

If  but  for  fympathy. 

Enter  Goaler* 
Goal.  Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Poft.  Over-roafted  rather :  ready  long  ago. 
Goal  Hanging  is  the  word,   Sir  >   if  you  be  ready 
for  that,  you  are  well  cookt. 

Poft.  So  if  it  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  ^pedators, 
the  difh  pays  the  iliot. 

G$aL 
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G$al.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  Sir;  but  the  com- 
fort is,  you  (hall  be  call'd  to  ho  more  payments,  fear 
no  more  tavern  bills,  which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of 
parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth  j  you  come  in  faint 
for  want  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much  drink  -, 
forry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  forry  that  you 
are  paid  too  much*  purfe  and  brain,  both  empty, 
the  brain  the  heavier,  for  being  too  light  ;  the  purfe 
too  light,  being  drawn  of  heavinefs.  Oh,  of  this  con- 
tradiction you  (hall  now  be  quit :  oh,  the  charity  of  a 
penny  cord,  it  fums  up  thoufands  in  a  trice  ;  you  have 
no  true  debtor,  and  creditor,  but  it  5  of  what's  paft, 
is,  and  to  come,  the  difcharge*  your  neck,  Sir,  is 
pen,  book,  and  counters  5  fo  the  acquittance  follows. 

Poft.  I  am  merrier  to  die*  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Goal  Indeed,  Sir,  he, that  fleeps,  feels  not  the  tooth- 
ache :  but  a  man  that  were  to  flecp  your  fleep,  and  a 
hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think,  he  would  change 
places  with  his  officer:  for  look  you,  Sir,  you  know 
not  which  way  you  (hall  go. 

Poft.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 

Goal,  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  then;  I  have 
hot  feen  him  fo  pi&ur'd :  you  muft  either  be  diredfced 
by  fome  that  take  upon  them  to  know;  or  to  take 
upon  your  felf  that,  which,  I  am  fure,  you  do  not  know ; 
or  lump  the  after-enquiry  on  your  own  peril  j  and 
how  you  fhall  fpeed  in  your  journey's-end,  I  think, 
you'll  never  return  to  tell  one. 

Poft.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes, 
to  direft  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  fuch  as  wink, 
and  will  not  ufe  them. 

GbdL  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man 
fhould  have  the  beft  ufe  of  eyes,  to  fee  the  way  of 
blindnefs !  I  am  fure,  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Knock  off  his  manacles,    bring  your  prifoner 
to  the  King. 
.    Poft%  Thou  bring'ft  good  news*   I  am  called  to  be 

made  free. 

Goal. 
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Goal.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

Poft.  Thou  fhalt  be  then  freer  than  a  goaler :  no 
bolts  for  the  dead.       [Exeunt  Pofthumus  and Meffenger. 

Goal.  Unlefs  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and 
beget  young  gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet, 
on  my  confcience,  there  are  verier  knaves  defire  to 
live,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman:  and  there  be  fome  of 
them  too,  that  die  againlt  their  wills ;  fo  fhould  I,  if 
I  were  one.  I  would,  we  were  all  of  one  mind,  and 
one  mind  good  \  O,  there  were  defolation  of  goalers 
and  gallowfesj  I  fpeak  againfl:  my  prefent  profit,  (f4) 
but  my  wiih  hath  a  preferment  in't.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  Cymbeline V  Tent. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Belarius,  Guiderius,   Arviragus, 
Pifanio,  and  lords. 

Cym.  QTAND  by  my  fide,  you,   whoi*i  the  Gods 

*3  have  made 
Prefervers  of  my  Throne.  Wo  is  my  heart, 
That  the  poor  Soldier,  that  fo  richly  fought, 
(Whofe  rags  fham'd  gilded  arms*  whofe  naked  breaflr 
Stept  before  fhields  of  proof, )  cannot  be  found : 
He  ihall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  fo, 
Bel.  I  never  faw  (f  f) 

Such 

(54)  /  fpeak  againfl  my  prefent  Profit,  &c]  All  this  intermedial6 
Scene,  from  the  Inftant  that  Pofthumus  falls  afieep  to  the  Exit  of  the 
Goaler  here,  I  could  be  as  well  content,  as  Mr.  Pope  is,  mould  be 
left  out.  But  as  'tis  found  in  the  earlieft  Folio  Edition,  tho*  it  fhould 
have  been  an  Interpolation,  and  not  of  S  h  a  k  £  s  p  e  a  r  e's  Writing,  I 
did  not  think,  I  had  any  Authority  to  difcard  it.  I  own,  to  Me, 
what  Jupiter  fays  to  the  Phantoms  feems  to  carry  the.  Stamp  of  our 
Author  :  if  the  other  Parts  of  the  Mafque  appear  inferior,  I  heartily 
wifh,  this  were  the  only  place  where  we  have  Reafon  to  complain  of 
Inequalities,  either  in  Style,  or  the  Matter. 

(55)  '  I  never  faiv 
Such  nohle  Fury   in  fo  poor  a  Thing, 

Such  precious  Deeds  in  one  that  promised  Nought 
But  Beggary  and  poor  Looks.] 
But,  pray,  how  can  it  be  faid  that  one  whofe  poor  Looks  promife  Bp*~ 
V  o  1.  VI.  G  g  gary% 
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Such  noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  thing  : 

Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promis'd  nought 

But  begg'ry  and  poor  Luck. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him? 

Pif.  He    hath   been  fearch'd   among  the  dead   and 
living, 
Bat  no  trace  of  him. 

Cymb.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward  5  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  (the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain  5) 

[To  Bel.  Guid.  and  Arvirag. 
By  whom,  I  grant,  fhe  lives.     aTis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are.     Report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  Gentlemen : 
Further  to  boafi,  were  neither  true  nor  modeft, 
Unlefs  I  add,  we're  honeft. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees ; 
Arite  my  Knights  o'th'  battel  -,  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

Enter  Cornelius,  and  Ladies. 

There?s  bufinefs  in  thefe  faces :  why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  victory?  you  look  like  Remans* 
And  not  o'th'  Court  of  Britain. 

Cor.  Hail,  great  King! 
To  four  your  happinefs,  I  mull  report 
The  Queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  than  a  phyfician 
Would  this  report  become?  but  I  confider, 
By  med'cine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  Doctor  too.   How  ended  fhe? 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,    like  her  felf 5 

gary,  mould  promife  poor  Looks  too  ?  No ;   it  was   not  the  poor  Look 
that  was  promifed :  That  was  vilible.  We  mull  read  with  Certainty  ; 

But  Beggry  and  poor  Luck. 
This  fets  the  Matter  entirely  right,  and  makes   Belarius  fpeak   Senfe 
and  to  the  purpofe.  For  there  was  the  extraordinary  Thing ;  he  pro- 
mis'd  Nothing  but  poor  Luck,  and  yet  performed  fuch  Wonders. 

Mr.  Warhurton. 

Who, 
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Who,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Molt  cruel  to  her  felf.     What  fhe  confeft, 
I   will  report,  fo  pleafe  you  :  Thefe  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err  5  who,  with  wet  cheeks, 
Were  prefent  when  fhe  finifh'd. 
Cym.  Pr'ythee,  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  fhe  confefs'd,  fhe  never  lov'd  you :  only 
Affected  Greatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you  : 
Married  your  Royalty,  was  wife  to  your  Place  j 
Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this : 
And,  but  fhe  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor.  Your  Daughter,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  fuch  integrity,  fhe  did  confefs, 
Was  as  a  fcorpion  to  her  fight  \  whofe  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  fhe  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poifon. 

Cym.  O  moft  delicate  fiend ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?   is  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.  She  did  confefs,  fhe  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral ;  which,  being  took, 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingring 
By  inches  wafte  you.     In  which  time  fhe  purpos'd. 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kiffing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  fhew :  yes,  and  in  time, 
(When  fhe  had  fitted  you    with  her  craft,)  to  work 
Her  fon  into  th'  adoption  of  the  Crown  : 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  flrange  abfence, 
Grew  fhamelefs,  defperate ;  open'd,  in  defpight 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purpofes :  repented, 
The  ills  fhe  hatch'd  were  not  effected :  fo 
Defpairing,  dy'd. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  Women  ? 
Lady.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 
Cym.  Mine  eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  fhe  was  beautiful : 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery,  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  Seeming.  It  had  been  vicious 
To  have  miftrufted  her.     Yet,  oh  my  daughter! 

G  g  2  That 
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That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  may'ft  fay, 

And  prove  it   in  thy  feeling.    Heav'n  mend  all  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  IachimOj     and  other  Roman  prifoners; 

Leonatus  behind^  and  Imogen. 
Thou  com'ft  not,  Caius^  now  for  Tribute;  That 
The  Britains  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one ;  whofe  kinfmen  have  made  fuit, 
That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd  with  {laughter 
Of  you  their  Captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted. 
So,  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war;  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident :  had  it  gone  with  Cis, 
We  fhould  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threatned 
Our  Prifoners  with  the  fword.     But  fince  the  Gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ranfome,  let  it  come.     Sufficeth, 

A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  fuffer. 

jfuguftus  lives  to  think  on't  —  And  fo  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.  This  one  thing  only 

I  will  intreat  j  my  boy,  a  Britain  born, 

Let  him  be  ranfom'd  \  never  mafter  had 

A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 

So  tender  over  his  occafions,  true, 

So  feat,    fo  nurfe-like>  let  his  virtue  join 

With  my  requeft, which,  I'll  make  bold,  your  Highnefs 

Cannot  deny :  he  hath  done  no  Britain  harm, 

Though  he  hath  ferv'd  a  Roman.    Save  him,  Sir, 

And  fpare  no  blood  befide. 

Cym.  I've  furely  {een  him ; 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me.     Boy, 
Thou  haft  look'd  thy  felf  into  my  grace, 
And  art  mine  own.  i  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore, 
To  fay,  "  live,   boy:  "  ne'er  thank  thy  mafter,  live; 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt, 
Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  ftate,  I'll  give  it: 
Yea,  th<  ugh  thou  do  demand  a  prifoner, 
The  nobleft  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad  * 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Imt, 
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Imo.  No,  no,  alack, 
There's  other  work  in  hand*  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  rne,  as  death  ;  your  life,  good  mafter, 
Muft  muffle  for  it  felf. 

Luc.  The  boy  difdains  me, 
He  leaves  me,  fcorns  me:  briefly  die  their  joys, 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys! 
Why  (lands  he  fo  perplext  ? 

Cym.  What  would'ft  thou,  boy  ? 
1  love  thee  more  and  more  :  think  more  and  more, 
What's  beft  to  ask.  Know'ft  him  thou look'ft  on?  (peak, 
Wilt  have  him  live?  is  he  thy  kin?  thy  friend? 

Imo.  He  is  a  Roman  5  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  I  to  your  Highnefs:  who,  being  born  yourvaflal, 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  eye'ft  him  fo? 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart, 
And  lend  my  beft  attention.  What's  thy  name? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page  j 
I'll  be  thy  mafter:  walk  with  me,  fpeak  freely. 

[Cymbel,  and  Imo.  walk  afide. 

Bel.  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death  ? 

Arv.  One  fand  another  (f 6) 
Not  more  refembles,  than  He  th'  fweet  rofielad, 
Who  dy'd  and  was  Fidele.  What  think  you? 

Guid.  The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  peace,  fee  more  j  he  eyes  us  noti  forbear^ 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  were't  he,  I'm  fu^e, 
He  would  have  fpoke  t'us. 

Guid.  But  we  law  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent :  let's  fee  further. 

Pif.  'Tis  my  miftrefs  — [afide* 

(56) One  fand  a?wther. 

Not  more  refembles  that  fweet  rofie  Youth, 
Who  dfd  and  <vjas  Fidele.] 
A  flight  Corruption  has  made  Hark  Nonfenfe  of  this  Paflage.  One  Grain 
of  Sand  certainly  might  refemble  another ;  but  it  could  never  refembie  a 
human  Form.  I  believe,  I  have  reftor'd  the  Poet's  Meaning;  The  Verfe 
is  none  of  the  fmoetheft ;  but,  refembles ,  muft  be  pronounc'd  as  a  dijjy  liable. 

G  j  Since 
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Since  me  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on, 

To  good,  or  bad.  [Cymb.  and  Imog.  come  forward. 

Cym.  Come,  {land  thou  by  our  fide. 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.- —  Sir,  ftep  you  forth,  [Tilach. 
Give  anlwer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely ; 
Or,  by  our  Great nefs  and  the  Grace  of  ir, 
Which  is  our  Honour,  bitter  torture  {hall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falihood.  — On;  fpeak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Poft.  What's  that  to  him  ? 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay, 
How  came  it  yours  ? 

lach.  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken  That, 
Which  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How  ?  me  ? 

Iach.  I'm  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  what 
Torments  me  to  conceal.     By  villany 
I  got  this  Ringj  'twas  Leonatus  jewel, 
Whom  thou  didft  banifh:  and  (which  more  may  grieve 

thee, 
As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 
*  Fwixt  sky  and  ground.  Will  you  hear  more,  my  lord? 

Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

Iach.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, 
For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  falfe  fpirits 
Quail  to  remember, give  me  leave,  I  faint.-- — 

Cym.  My  daughter,  what  of  her?  renew  thy  ftrengthj 
Tad  rather  thou  mouldft  live,   while  nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more:  drive,  man,  and  fpeak. 

Iach.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock, 
That  {truck  the  hour  5)  it  was  in  Rome^  (accurs'd 
The  manfion  where)  'twas  at  a  feaft,  (oh,  would 
Our  viands  had  been  poifon'd!  or  at  leaft, 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head:)  the  good  Poflhumus—* 
(What  mould  I  fay?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were;  and  was  the  beft:  of  all 

Amongft  the  rar'it  of  good  ones) fitting  fadly, 

Hearing  us  praife  our  Loves  of  Italy  (fj) 

For 

(•57)    Hcarinv  us  praife  our  Loves  of  Italy 

For  Beauty,  that  made  barren  the  fwell  d  Eoaji 


Cymbelinf.  45  5 

For  Beauty,  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  Boaft 
Of  him  that  beft  could  ipeak  ;  for  Stature,  laming 
The  fhrine  of  Fenus^  or  ftraight-pight  Minerva^ 
Poftures,  beyond  brief  nature  j    for  condition, 
A  fhop  of  all  the  qualities,  that  man 
Loves  woman  for  5  befides  that  hook  of  wiving, 
Fairnefs,  which  ftrikes  the  eye 

Cym.  I  ftand  on  fire. 
Come  to  the  matter. 

Iach.  All  too  foon  I  mail, 
Unlefs  thou  wouldft  grieve  quickly.  —  This  Pofthumus^ 
(Moft  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  his  hint ; 
And,  not  difpraifing  whom  we  prais'dj  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  miftrefs'  picture  ;  which  by  his  tongue  being  made, 
And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags. 
Were  crack'd-of  kitchen- trulls,  or  his  description 
Prov'd  us  unfpeaking  fots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  th'  purpofe. 

Iach.  Your  daughter's  chaftity  ;  —  there  it  begins: 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams, 

And  fhe  alone  were  cold  5  whereat,  I,  wretch! 1 

JVJade  fcruple  of  his  praifej  and  wag'd  with  him 

Pieces  of  gold,  'gainft  This  which  then  he  wore 

Upon  his  honour'd  finger,  to  attain 

In  fuit  the  place  of 's  bed,  and  win  this  ring, 

By  hers  and  mine  adultery.     He,  true  Knight, 

No  lefler  of  her  honour  confident 

Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  flakes  this  ring  j 

And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 

Of  hi?n  that  beft  could  /peak  ;  for  Feature,  laming 

Thejhrine  of  Venus,  or  Jlr  ait  fight  Minerva, 

Pojlures,  beyond  brief  Nature  ; ] 

As  plaufible  as  this  Reading  may  appear  at  nrft  View,  I  dare  fay,  it  is 
ilightly  corrupted.  What  I  did  they  praife  their  Mifa-eiTes  for  Beauty,  and 
for  Feature  too  ?  The  Symmetry  of  Features  is  always  one  main  part  of 
Beauty.  Then  why  mould  Features  be  faid  to  lame  a  Statue,  or  the  Pof 
tures  of  a  ^well- built  Goddefs  ?  We  muft  certainly  reftore 

— , for  Stature  laming 

The  Shrine  of  Venus,  £ff  c . 
This  agrees  perfectly  well  with,  laming,  ftri:it~phbt,  and  P 'ojl ures:  and  fo 
the  Lady  is  prais'd  for  her  Beauty,  her  Shape,  and  her  [Temper  of  Mir.  I. 

Gg4  Of 
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Of  Phoebus'  wheel  j  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it  \ 

Been  all  the  worth  of 's  Car.     Away  to  Britain 

Poft  I  in  this  defign :  well  may  you,  Sir, 

Remember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 

By  your  chafte  daughter  the  wide  difference 

'Twixt  amorous,  and  villainous.   Being  thus  quench'd 

Of  Hope,  not  Longing,  mine  Italian  brain 

'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 

Moll  vilely  :  for  my  vantage  excellent  j 

And,  %o  be  brief,  my  practice  fo  prevail'd, 

That  I  return'd  with  fimular  proof  enough 

To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 

By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown, 

With  tokens  thus,  and  thus*  averring  notes 

Of  chamber-hanging,  pi&ures,  this  her  bracelet ; 

(Oh,  cunning !  how  I  got  it)  nay,  fome  marks 

Of  fecret  on  her  perfon  $  that  he  could  not 

B  Jt  think  her  bond  of  chaftity  quite  crack'd, 

I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit  j   whereupon, 

Methinks,  I  fee  him  now  — — - 

Poft,  Ay,  fo  thou  do' ft,  [Ceming  forward. 

Italian  fiend!  ay  me,  moft  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murtherer,  thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  villains  pad,  in  Being, 
To  come  —  oh,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poifon, 
Some  upright  jufticer  I  Thou,   King,  fend  out 
For  torturers  ingenious*  it  is  I 
That  all  th'  abhorred  things  o'th'  earth  amend, 
By  being  worfe  than  they.     I  am  Poftbumus^ 
That  kill'd  thy  daughter  ;  — villain-like,  I  lie; 
That  caus'd  a  leffer  villain  than  my  felf, 
A  facrilegious  thief,  to  do't.     The  temple 

Of  virtue  was  fhe,  yea,  and  fheher  felf. ■ 

Spit,  and  throw  ftones,  caft  mire  upon  me,  fct 
The  dogs  o'th'  ftreet  to  bay  me :   every  villain 
Be  call'd  Pofthumus  Leonatus^  and 
Be  villainy  lefs  than  'twas !  —  Oh  Imogen/ 
My  Queen,  my  life,  my  wife!  oh  Imogen^ 
Imogen,  Imogen  ! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord,  hear,  hear  .« 

Poft.  Shall's  have  a  Play  of  this  ? 

Thou 
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Thou  fcornful  page,  there  lie  thy  part. 

[Striking  her^  Jhe  falls, 

Pif.  Oh,  gentlemen,  help, 

Mine,  and  your  miftrefs -Oh,  my  lord  Pofthumus ! 

You  qe'er  kill'd  Imogen  'till  now- help,  help, 

Mine  honour'd  lady ■ 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Poft.  How  come  thefe  daggers  on  me  ? 

Pif.  Wake,  my  miftrefs ! 

Cym*  If  this  be  fo,  the  Gods  do  mean  to  ftrike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pif.  How  fares  my  miftrefs  ? 

Imo.  O,  get  thee  from  my  fight  j 
Thou  gav'ft  me  poifon :  dang'rous  fellow,  hence! 
Breathe  not,  where  Princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen  / 

Pif  Lady,  the  Gods  throw  ftones  offulphur  on  me, 
If  what  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing  :  I  had  it  from  the  Queen, 

Cym.  New  matter  ftill? 

Imo.  It  poifon'd  me, 

Cor.  Qh  Gods! 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confefs'd, 
Which  muft  approve  thee  honeft.     If  Pifanio 
Have,  faid  fhe,  giv'n  his  miftrefs  that  confection, 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  fhe  is  ferv'd 
As  I  would  ferve  a  rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius  ? 

Cor.  The  Queen,  Sir,  very  oft  importun'd  me 
To  temper  poifons  for  hei4}    ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfaftion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cars  and  dogs 
Of  no  efteem  y  I,  dreading  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  fluff,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  life*  but,  in  fhort  time, 
All  offices  of  nature  fhoqld  again 
Do  their  due  functions.     Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys,  there  was  our  error.  — — 

Guid.  This  is,  fure,  Fidele. 

Imo. 
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Into.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you  ? 
Think,  that  you  are  upon  a  rock,  and  now 
Throw  me  again. 

Poft.  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  foul, 
'Till  the  tree  die  ! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flefh  ?  my  child  ? 
What,  mak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me? 

Into.  Your  Bleffing,  Sir.  [Kneeling. 

Bel.  Tho'  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  you  not, 
You  had  a  motive  for't.  [To  Guid.  Arvir. 

Cym.  My  tears,  that  fall, 
Prove  holy- water  on  thee!  Imogen , 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I'm  forry  for't,  my  lord. 

Cym.  Oh,  fhe  was  naught*  and  long  of  her  it  was, 
That  we  meet  here  fo  flrangely  $  but  her  fon 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pif.  My  lord, 
Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  fpeak  truth.  Lord  Cloten9 
Upon  my  lady's  miffing,  came  to  me 
With  his  fword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  fwore, 
\  If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  (he  went, 
It  was  my  inflant  death.     By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  mailer's 
Then  in  my  pocket ;  which  directed  her 
To  feek  him  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford : 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  mailer's  garments, 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  pofts 
With  unchafle  purpofe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour:  What  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not. 

Guid.  Let  me  end  the  floryj 
I  flew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  Gods  forefend  ! 
I  would  not,  thy  good  deeds  lhould  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence  :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again. 

Guid.  I've  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 
Cym.  He  was  a  Prince. 

Guid.  A  mod  incivil  one.  The  wrongs,  he  did  me, 

Were 
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Were  nothing  prince-like  3  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  fpnrn  the  fea, 
Could  it  ib  roar  to  me.     I  cut  ofPs  head ; 
And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  {landing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym.  I'm  forry  for  thee ; 
By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  mull 
Endure  our  law:  thou'rt  dead. 

Imo.  That  headlefs  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  offender, 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence. 

Bel.  Stay,  Sir  King, 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  flew, 
As  well  defcended  as  thy  felf  5  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  fear  for. —  Let  his  arms  alone  5  \Jto  the  Guard, 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why,  old  Soldier, 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 
By  tailing  of  our  wrath  ?  how  of  defcent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arv.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  malt  die  for't. 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  three, 
But  I  will  prove,  that  two  on's  are  as  good 
As  I've  giv'n  out  of  him.     My  Sons,  I  mufl, 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech, 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

jir-v.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Guid.  And  our  Good,  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave: 
Thou  hadil,  great  King,  a  SubjecT;,  who  was  call'd 
Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  a  baninVd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is,  that  hath 
Affiim'd  this  agej  indeed,  a  banifh'd  man  $ 
I  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence, 
The  whole  world  mail  not  fave  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot : 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  nurfing  of  thy  Sons  5  And 
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And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo  foon 
As  I've  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nurfing  of  my  Sons  ? 
Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  fawcy  *  here's  my  knee : 
Ere  I  arife,  I  will  prefer  my  Sons, 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  Father.     Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  Gentlemen,  that  call  me  Father, 
And  think  they  are  my  Sons,  are  none  of  mine  j 
They  are  the  iffue  of  your  loins,  my  liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 
Cym.  How?  my  iffue? 

Bel.  So  fure  as  you,  your  Father's :  I,  old  Morgan^ 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  fometime  banifh'd  5 
Your  pleafure  was  my  near  offence,  my  punifhmeixt 
It  felf,  and  all  my  treafon :  That  I  fuffer'd, 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.     Thefe  gentle  Princes, 
(For  fuch  and  fo  they  are,)  thefe  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up 5  fuch  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them.     Sir,  my  breeding  was, 
As  your  Grace  knows.     Their  nurfe  Euriphile^ 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  ftole  thefe  children 
Upon  my  Banifhment :  I  mov'd  her  to't  5 
Having  receiv'd  the  punifliment  before, 
For  That  which  I  did  then.     Beaten  for  loyalty, 
Excited  me  to  treafon.     Their  dear  lofs, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  fhap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  dealing  them.     But,   Sir, 
Here  are  your  Sons  again  5  and  I  muft  lofe 
Two  of  the  fweetHt  companions  in  the  world. 
The  benediction  of  thefe  covering  heavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  in-lay  heav'n  with  ftars. 

Cym.  Thou  weep'ft,  and  fpeak'ft  : 
The  fervice,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike,  than  this  thou  tell'ft.     I  loft  my  Children  — 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wifh 
A  pair  of  worthier  Son,s. 

BeL  Be  pleas'd  a  while-- 

This  Gentleman,  whom  I  call  Paladoury 

Moil  worthy  Prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius : 

This  Gentleman,  my  Cadwally  Arviragus^ 

Your 
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Your  younger  princely  Son  j  he,  Sir,  was  lapt 
In  a  mod  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  th'  hand 
Of  his  Queen-mother,  which,  for  more  probation, 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  fanguine  ftarj 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he* 
Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  nat'ral  ftamp  : 
It  was  wife  Nature's  end,  in  the  donation, 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 
Cym.  Oh,  what  am  I 
A  Mother  to  the  birth  of  three !  ne'er  Mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more  ;  bleft  may  you  be, 
That,  after  this  ftrange  ftarting  from  your  Orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now !  oh  Imogen^ 
Thou'aft  loft  by  this  a  Kingdom. 

Into,  No,  my  Lord: 
I've  got  two  worlds  by't.    Oh,  my  gentle  Brothers, 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  oh,  never  fay  hereafter, 
But  I  am  trueft  fpeaker.    You  call'd  me  Brother, 
When  I  was  but  your  Sifter:  I,  you  Brothers j 
When  ye  were  fo,  indeed. 
Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet? 
Am).  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Guid.  And  at  firft  meeting  lov'd  5 
Continu'd  fo,  until  we  thought  he  died. 
Cor.  By  the  Queen's  dram  fhe  fwallow'd. 
Cym.  O  rare  inftin6t ! 
When  mall  I  hear  all  through  ?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumftantial  branches,  which 
Diftinftion  mould  be  rich  in. — Where  ?  how  liv'd  you  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  Captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  Brothers?  how  firft  met  them? 
(f8)  Why  fled  you  from  the  Court  ?  and  whither?  — 
Thefe,  And 

(58)  Why  fled  you  from  the  Court,  and  whether  thefe  f\  By  a  ftrange 
Negligence,  in  all  the  Editions,  this  PafTage  is  liark  Nonfenie.  One 
Part  of  the  Miftake  made  is  in  the  Word,  whether  ;  and  another,  is,  in 
thefa/fe  Pointing.     It  rnuft  be  rectified  thus ; 

Why  fled  you  from  the  Court  ?  and  whither?  Thefe,  &c. 
The  King  is  asking  his  Daughter,  how  She  has  liv'd  iince  her  Elope- 
ment 
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And  your  three  motives  to  the  battel,  with 

I  know  not  how  much  more,  fhould  be  demanded  $ 

And  all  the  other  Bye-dependances 

From  chance  to  chance :  but  not  the  time,  nor  place, 

Will  ferve  long  interrogatories.     See, 

Pofihumus  anchors  upon  Imogen; 

And  fhe,  like  harmlefs  lightning,  throws  her  eye 

On  him,  her  Brothers,  me,  her  mafter  5  hitting 

Each  object  with  a  joy.     The  counter-change 

Is  fev'rally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground, 

And  fmoak  the  Temple  with  our  Sacrifices. 

Thou  art  my  Brother;  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever.  [TiBeL 

Into.  You  are  my  Father  too,  and  did  relieve  me, 
To  fee  this  gracious  feafon  ! 

Cym.  All  o'er-joy'd, 
Save  thefe  in  bonds :  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  fliali  tafte  our  comfort. 

Imo.  My  good  mafter, 
I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 
Luc .  Happy  be  you ! 

Cym.  The  forlorn  Soldier,  that  fo  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  King. 

Pofi.  'Tis  I  am,  Sir, 
The  Soldier,  that  did  company  thefe  three, 
In  poor  Befeeming :  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpofe  I  then  follow'd.    That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  lachimo^  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  your  finifh. 

lach.  I  am  down  again : 
But  now  my  heavy  confcience  finks  my  knee,  \Kneels. 
As  then  your  force  did.     Take  that  life,  befeech  you, 
Which  I  fo  often  owe:  but,  your  Ring  firft; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truefl:  Princefs,  \ 

That  ever  fwore  her  faith. 
Pofi.  Kneel  not  to  me : 

ment  from  the  Court ;  when  She  enter'd  herfelf  in  Lucius\  Service ;  how 
fhe  met  with  her  Brothers,  or  parted  from  them;  why  She  fled  from  the 
Court,  and  to  what  Place :  And  having  enumerated  fo  many  Particulars, 
he  flops  fhort,  and  cries,  "  All  thefe  Circumftances,  and  the  Motives  jf 
"  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus  to  the  Battle,  together  w  •  i  a 
"  Number  more  of  Occurrences  by  the  Bye,  I  want  to  be  refolv'd  in."  - 

The 
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The  power,  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpare  you : 
The  malice  tow'rds  you,  to  forgive  you.     Live, 
And^tleal  with  others  better  ! 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd: 
We'll  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  fon-in-laws 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  help'd  us,  Sir, 
As  you  did  mean,  indeed,  to  be  our  brother  ; 
Joy^'d  are  we,  that  you  are. 

Toft.  Your  fervant,  Princes.  Good  my  lord  of  Rome9 
Call  forth  your  Soothfayer :  as  I  flept,  methought, 
Great  Jupiter  upon  his  eagle  back'd, 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  fprightly  fhews 
Of  mine  own  kindred.    When  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bofom ;  whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardnefs,  that  I  can 
Make  no  collection  of  it.    Let  him  fhew 
His  skill  in  the  conftru&ion. 

Luc.  Philarmonus9—~ 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

[Reads.] 

WHEN  as  a  lion's  whelp  Jhall)  to  himfelf  unknown^ 
without  feeking  find>  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of 
tender  air  5   and  when  from  a  ftately  cedar  jhall  be  lopt 
branches^  which^  being  dead  many  years^  jhall  after  revive^ 
be  jointed  to  the  old  ftock^   and  frejhly  grow  ;   then  Jhall 
Pofthumus  end  his  miferies^   Britaine  be  fortunate^  and 
flour ijh  in  peace  and  plenty. 
Thou,  Leonatus^  art  the  lion's  whelp  5 
The  fit  and  apt  conftruftion  of  thy  name, 
Being  Leonatus^  doth  import  fo  much : 
The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  Daughter, 

[To  Cymb. 
Which  we  call  Mollis  der-,  and  Mollis  Aer 
We  term  it  Mulier :  which  Mulier^  I  divine, 
Is  this  moft  conftant  wife*  who,  even  now, 
Anfwering  the  letter  of  the  Oracle, 
Unknown  to  vou,  unfought,  were  dipt  about 
With  this  moit  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  fome  Seeming. 

Sooth. 
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Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  roy.al  Cymbeline^ 
Perfonates  thee  5  and  thy  lopt  branches  point 
Thy. two  Sons  forth:  who,  by  Belarius  ftoll'n, 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd, 
To  the  majeftick  cedar  join'dj  whofe  Iflue 
Promites  Britaine  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym.  My  peace  we  will  begin ,  and,  Caius  Lucius^ 
Although  the  victor,  we  fubmit  to  Ceefar^ 
And  to  the  Roman  Empire  j  promifing, 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  difluaded  by  our  wicked  Queen  5 
On  whom  heav'n's  juftice  (both  on  her,  and  hers) 
Hath  laid  moil  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  fingers  of  the  Powers  above  do  tunc 
The  harmony  of  this  peace  :  the  vifiori, 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  ere  the  ftroke 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold  battel,  at  this  inftant 
Is  full  accomplifli'd.     For  the  Roman  eagle, 
From  South  to  Weft  on  wing  foaring  aloft, 
LelTen'd  her  felf,  and  in  the  beams  o'th'  Sun 
So  vanifh'dj  which  fore-fhew'd  our  princely  Eagle, 
Th'  imperial  Cafar^  fhould  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  CymbeUne9 
Which  fhines  here  in  the  Weft. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  Gods ! 
And  let  the  crooked  fmoaks  climb  to  their  Noftrils 
From  our  bleft  altars !  publifh  we  this  Peace 
To  all  our  Subje&s.     Set  we  forward  :  let 
A  Roman  and  a  Britijb  Enfign  wave 
Friendly  together 3  fo  through  Lud's  town  march: 
And  in  the  Temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  Peace  we'll  ratifie.     Seal  it  with  feafts. 
Set  on,  there  :  Never  was  a  War  did  ceafe, 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  waih'd,  with  fuch  a  Peace. 

[Exeunt  omneSy 

The  End  of  the  Sixth  Volume. 
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